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CHAPTER I.

YOU don’t know about me without you have read a book by the name

of The Adventures of Tom Sawyer; but that ain’t no matter. That

book was made by Mr. Mark Twain, and he told the truth, mainly.

There was things which he stretched, but mainly he told the truth.

That is nothing. I never seen anybody but lied one time or another,

without it was Aunt Polly, or the widow, or maybe Mary. Aunt Polly—

Tom’s Aunt Polly, she is—and Mary, and the Widow Douglas is all

told about in that book, which is mostly a true book, with some

stretchers, as I said before.

Now the way that the book winds up is this: Tom and me found the

money that the robbers hid in the cave, and it made us rich. We got

six thousand dollars apiece—all gold. It was an awful sight of money

when it was piled up. Well, Judge Thatcher he took it and put it out

at interest, and it fetched us a dollar a day apiece all the year round—

more than a body could tell what to do with. The Widow Douglas she

took me for her son, and allowed she would sivilize me; but it was

rough living in the house all the time, considering how dismal

regular and decent the widow was in all her ways; and so when I

couldn’t stand it no longer I lit out. I got into my old rags and my

sugar-hogshead again, and was free and satisfied. But Tom Sawyer

he hunted me up and said he was going to start a band of robbers,

and I might join if I would go back to the widow and be respectable.

So I went back.

The widow she cried over me, and called me a poor lost lamb, and

she called me a lot of other names, too, but she never meant no harm

by it. She put me in them new clothes again, and I couldn’t do

nothing but sweat and sweat, and feel all cramped up. Well, then, the

old thing commenced again. The widow rung a bell for supper, and

you had to come to time. When you got to the table you couldn’t go

right to eating, but you had to wait for the widow to tuck down her

head and grumble a little over the victuals, though there warn’t really

anything the matter with them,—that is, nothing only everything was

cooked by itself. In a barrel of odds and ends it is different; things get



mixed up, and the juice kind of swaps around, and the things go

better.

After supper she got out her book and learned me about Moses and

the Bulrushers, and I was in a sweat to find out all about him; but by

and by she let it out that Moses had been dead a considerable long

time; so then I didn’t care no more about him, because I don’t take

no stock in dead people.

Pretty soon I wanted to smoke, and asked the widow to let me. But

she wouldn’t. She said it was a mean practice and wasn’t clean, and I

must try to not do it any more. That is just the way with some people.

They get down on a thing when they don’t know nothing about it.

Here she was a-bothering about Moses, which was no kin to her, and

no use to anybody, being gone, you see, yet finding a power of fault

with me for doing a thing that had some good in it. And she took

snuff, too; of course that was all right, because she done it herself.

Her sister, Miss Watson, a tolerable slim old maid, with goggles on,

had just come to live with her, and took a set at me now with a

spelling-book. She worked me middling hard for about an hour, and

then the widow made her ease up. I couldn’t stood it much longer.

Then for an hour it was deadly dull, and I was fidgety. Miss Watson

would say, “Don’t put your feet up there, Huckleberry;” and “Don’t

scrunch up like that, Huckleberry—set up straight;” and pretty soon

she would say, “Don’t gap and stretch like that, Huckleberry—why

don’t you try to behave?” Then she told me all about the bad place,

and I said I wished I was there. She got mad then, but I didn’t mean

no harm. All I wanted was to go somewheres; all I wanted was a

change, I warn’t particular. She said it was wicked to say what I said;

said she wouldn’t say it for the whole world; she was going to live so

as to go to the good place. Well, I couldn’t see no advantage in going

where she was going, so I made up my mind I wouldn’t try for it. But

I never said so, because it would only make trouble, and wouldn’t do

no good.

Now she had got a start, and she went on and told me all about the

good place. She said all a body would have to do there was to go

around all day long with a harp and sing, forever and ever. So I didn’t



think much of it. But I never said so. I asked her if she reckoned Tom

Sawyer would go there, and she said not by a considerable sight. I

was glad about that, because I wanted him and me to be together.

Miss Watson she kept pecking at me, and it got tiresome and

lonesome. By and by they fetched the niggers in and had prayers, and

then everybody was off to bed. I went up to my room with a piece of

candle, and put it on the table. Then I set down in a chair by the

window and tried to think of something cheerful, but it warn’t no

use. I felt so lonesome I most wished I was dead. The stars were

shining, and the leaves rustled in the woods ever so mournful; and I

heard an owl, away off, who-whooing about somebody that was dead,

and a whippowill and a dog crying about somebody that was going to

die; and the wind was trying to whisper something to me, and I

couldn’t make out what it was, and so it made the cold shivers run

over me. Then away out in the woods I heard that kind of a sound

that a ghost makes when it wants to tell about something that’s on its

mind and can’t make itself understood, and so can’t rest easy in its

grave, and has to go about that way every nightgrieving. I got so

down-hearted and scared I did wish I had some company. Pretty

soon a spider went crawling up my shoulder, and I flipped it off and

it lit in the candle; and before I could budge it was all shriveled up. I

didn’t need anybody to tell me that that was an awful bad sign and

would fetch me some bad luck, so I was scared and most shook the

clothes off of me. I got up and turned around in my tracks three

times and crossed my breast every time; and then I tied up a little

lock of my hair with a thread to keep witches away. But I hadn’t no

confidence. You do that when you’ve lost a horseshoe that you’ve

found, instead of nailing it up over the door, but I hadn’t ever heard

anybody say it was any way to keep off bad luck when you’d killed a

spider.

I set down again, a-shaking all over, and got out my pipe for a smoke;

for the house was all as still as death now, and so the widow wouldn’t

know. Well, after a long time I heard the clock away off in the town

go boom—boom—boom—twelve licks; and all still again—stiller than

ever. Pretty soon I heard a twig snap down in the dark amongst the

trees—something was a stirring. I set still and listened. Directly I

could just barely hear a “me-yow! me-yow!” down there. That was



good! Says I, “me-yow! me-yow!” as soft as I could, and then I put

out the light and scrambled out of the window on to the shed. Then I

slipped down to the ground and crawled in among the trees, and,

sure enough, there was Tom Sawyer waiting for me.



CHAPTER II.

WE went tiptoeing along a path amongst the trees back towardsthe

end of the widow’s garden, stooping down so as thebranches

wouldn’t scrape our heads. When we was passing bythe kitchen I fell

over a root and made a noise. We scroucheddown and laid still. Miss

Watson’s big nigger, namedJim, was setting in the kitchen door; we

could see him prettyclear, because there was a light behind him. He

got up andstretched his neck out about a minute, listening. Then

hesays:

“Who dah?”

He listened some more; then he come tiptoeing down and stoodright

between us; we could a touched him, nearly. Well,likely it was

minutes and minutes that there warn’t a sound,and we all there so

close together. There was a place on myankle that got to itching, but I

dasn’t scratch it; and thenmy ear begun to itch; and next my back,

right between my shoulders. Seemed like I’d die if I couldn’t scratch.

Well, I’ve noticed that thing plentytimes since. If you are with the

quality, or at a funeral, or trying to goto sleep when you ain’t sleepy—

if you are anywhereswhere it won’t do for you to scratch, why you

will itch allover in upwards of a thousand places. Pretty soon Jim

says:

“Say, who is you? Whar is you? Dog my cats efI didn’ hear sumf’n.

Well, I know what I’s gwyneto do: I’s gwyne to set down here and

listen tell Ihears it agin.”

So he set down on the ground betwixt me and Tom. He leanedhis

back up against a tree, and stretched his legs out till one ofthem most

touched one of mine. My nose begun to itch. It itched till the tears

come into my eyes. But Idasn’t scratch. Then it begun to itch on the

inside.Next I got to itching underneath. I didn’t know how Iwas

going to set still. This miserableness went on as much as sixor seven

minutes; but it seemed a sight longer than that. Iwas itching in

eleven different places now. I reckoned Icouldn’t stand it more’n a



minute longer, but I set myteeth hard and got ready to try. Just then

Jim begun tobreathe heavy; next he begun to snore—and then I was

prettysoon comfortable again.

Tom he made a sign to me—kind of a little noise with hismouth—and

we went creeping away on our hands and knees. When we was ten

foot off Tom whispered to me, and wanted totie Jim to the tree for

fun. But I said no; he might wake andmake a disturbance, and then

they’d find out I warn’tin. Then Tom said he hadn’t got candles

enough, and he wouldslip in the kitchen and get some more. I didn’t

wanthim to try. I said Jim might wake up and come. But Tomwanted

to resk it; so we slid in there and got three candles, andTom laid five

cents on the table for pay. Then we got out, and Iwas in a sweat to get

away; but nothing would do Tom but he mustcrawl to where Jim

was, on his hands and knees, and play somethingon him. I waited,

and it seemed a good while, everything wasso still and lonesome.

As soon as Tom was back we cut along the path, around the

gardenfence, and by and by fetched up on the steep top of the hill

theother side of the house. Tom said he slipped Jim’s hatoff of his

head and hung it on a limb right over him, and Jimstirred a little, but

he didn’t wake. Afterwards Jim said thewitches be witched him and

put him in a trance, and rode him allover the State, and then set him

under the trees again, and hunghis hat on a limb to show who done

it. And next time Jim toldit he said they rode him down to New

Orleans; and, after that,every time he told it he spread it more and

more, till by and by hesaid they rode him all over the world, and tired

him most to death,and his back was all over saddle-boils. Jim was

monstrousproud about it, and he got so he wouldn’t hardly notice

theother niggers. Niggers would come miles to hear Jim tellabout it,

and he was more looked up to than any nigger in thatcountry.

Strange niggers would stand with their mouths openand look him all

over, same as if he was a wonder. Niggers isalways talking about

witches in the dark by the kitchen fire; butwhenever one was talking

and letting on to know all about suchthings, Jim would happen in

and say, “Hm! What you know‘bout witches?” and that nigger was

corked up and hadto take a back seat. Jim always kept that five-

center pieceround his neck with a string, and said it was a charm the

devilgive to him with his own hands, and told him he could cure



anybodywith it and fetch witches whenever he wantedto just by

sayingsomething to it; but he never told what it was he said to it.

Niggers would come from all around there and give Jimanything

they had, just for a sight of that five-center piece; butthey wouldn’t

touch it, because the devil had had his handson it. Jim was most

ruined for a servant, because he gotstuck up on account of having

seen the devil and been rode bywitches.

Well, when Tom and me got to the edge of the hilltop we lookedaway

down into the village and could see three or four lightstwinkling,

where there was sick folks, maybe; and the stars over uswas

sparkling ever so fine; and down by the village was the river,a whole

mile broad, and awful still and grand. We went downthe hill and

found Jo Harper and Ben Rogers, and two or three moreof the boys,

hid in the old tanyard. So we unhitched a skiffand pulled down the

river two mile and a half, to the big scar onthe hillside, and went

ashore.

We went to a clump of bushes, and Tom made everybody swear

tokeep the secret, and then showed them a hole in the hill, right inthe

thickest part of the bushes. Then we lit the candles, andcrawled in on

our hands and knees. We went about two hundredyards, and then

the cave opened up. Tom poked about amongst thepassages, and

pretty soon ducked under a wall where youwouldn’t a noticed that

there was a hole. We went alonga narrow place and got into a kind of

room, all damp and sweaty andcold, and there we stopped. Tom

says:

“Now, we’ll start this band of robbers and call itTom Sawyer’s Gang.

Everybody that wants to join has got totake an oath, and write his

name in blood.”

Everybody was willing. So Tom got out a sheet of paperthat he had

wrote the oath on, and read it. It swore everyboy to stick to the band,

and never tell any of the secrets; and ifanybody done anything to any

boy in the band, whichever boy wasordered to kill that person and

his family must do it, and hemustn’t eat and he mustn’t sleep till he

had killedthem and hacked a cross in their breasts, which was the

sign of theband. And nobody that didn’t belong to the band could



usethat mark, and if he did he must be sued; and if he done it

againhe must be killed. And if anybody that belonged to the bandtold

the secrets, he must have his throat cut, and then have hiscarcass

burnt up and the ashes scattered all around, and his nameblotted off

of the list with blood and never mentioned again by thegang, but

have a curse put on it and be forgot forever.

Everybody said it was a real beautiful oath, and asked Tom if hegot it

out of his own head. He said, some of it, but the restwas out of

pirate-books and robber-books, and every gang that washigh-toned

had it.

Some thought it would be good to kill thefamiliesof boys thattold the

secrets. Tom said it was a good idea, so he took apencil and wrote it

in. Then Ben Rogers says:

“Here’s Huck Finn, he hain’t got no family;what you going to do

‘bout him?”

“Well, hain’t he got a father?” says TomSawyer.

“Yes, he’s got a father, but you can’t neverfind him these days. He

used to lay drunk with the hogs inthe tanyard, but he hain’t been

seen in these parts for ayear or more.”

They talked it over, and they was going to rule me out, becausethey

said every boy must have a family or somebody to kill, or elseit

wouldn’t be fair and square for the others. Well,nobody could think

of anything to do—everybody was stumped,and set still. I was most

ready to cry; but all at once Ithought of a way, and so I offered them

Miss Watson—theycould kill her. Everybody said:

“Oh, she’ll do. That’s all right. Huck can come in.”

Then they all stuck a pin in their fingers to get blood to signwith, and

I made my mark on the paper.

“Now,” says Ben Rogers, “what’s the lineof business of this Gang?”

“Nothing only robbery and murder,” Tom said.



“But who are we going to rob?—houses, or cattle,or—”

“Stuff! stealing cattle and such things ain’trobbery; it’s burglary,”

says Tom Sawyer. "Weain’t burglars. That ain’t no sort of style. We

are highwaymen. We stop stages and carriages on theroad, with

masks on, and kill the people and take their watches andmoney.”

“Must we always kill the people?”

“Oh, certainly. It’s best. Someauthorities think different, but mostly

it’s considered bestto kill them—except some that you bring to the

cave here, andkeep them till they’re ransomed.”

“Ransomed? What’s that?”

“I don’t know. But that’s what they do. I’ve seen it in books; and so of

course that’swhat we’ve got to do.”

“But how can we do it if we don’t know what itis?”

“Why, blame it all, we’vegotto do it. Don’t I tell you it’s in the books?

Do youwant to go to doing different from what’s in the books, andget

things all muddled up?”

“Oh, that’s all very fine tosay, Tom Sawyer, but howin the nation are

these fellows going to be ransomed if wedon’t know how to do it to

them?—that’s the thingI want to get at. Now, what do you reckon it

is?”

“Well, I don’t know. But per’aps if wekeep them till they’re

ransomed, it means that we keep themtill they’re dead.”

“Now, that’s somethinglike. That’llanswer. Why couldn’t you said

that before? We’ll keep them till they’re ransomed to death;and a

bothersome lot they’ll be, too—eating upeverything, and always

trying to get loose.”

“How you talk, Ben Rogers. How can they get loosewhen there’s a

guard over them, ready to shoot them down ifthey move a peg?”



“A guard! Well, thatisgood. Sosomebody’s got to set up all night and

never get any sleep,just so as to watch them. I think that’s

foolishness.Why can’t a body take a club and ransom them as soon as

theyget here?”

“Because it ain’t in the books so—that’swhy. Now, Ben Rogers, do

you want to do things regular, ordon’t you?—that’s the idea. Don’t

youreckon that the people that made the books knows what’s

thecorrect thing to do? Do you reckonyoucan learn ‘emanything? Not

by a good deal. No, sir, we’ll just go onand ransom them in the

regular way.”

“All right. I don’t mind; but I say it’sa fool way, anyhow. Say, do we

kill the women,too?”

“Well, Ben Rogers, if I was as ignorant as you Iwouldn’t let on. Kill

the women? No; nobody eversaw anything in the books like that. You

fetch them to thecave, and you’re always as polite as pie to them; and

by andby they fall in love with you, and never want to go home

anymore.”

“Well, if that’s the way I’m agreed, but Idon’t take no stock in it.

Mighty soon we’ll have thecave so cluttered up with women, and

fellows waiting to beransomed, that there won’t be no place for the

robbers. Butgo ahead, I ain’t got nothing to say.”

Little Tommy Barnes was asleep now, and when they waked him

uphe was scared, and cried, and said he wanted to go home to his

ma,and didn’t want to be a robber any more.

So they all made fun of him, and called him cry-baby, and thatmade

him mad, and he said he would go straight and tell all thesecrets. But

Tom give him five cents to keep quiet, and saidwe would all go home

and meet next week, and rob somebody and killsome people.

Ben Rogers said he couldn’t get out much, only Sundays,and so he

wanted to begin next Sunday; but all the boys said itwould be wicked

to do it on Sunday, and that settled the thing. They agreed to get

together and fix a day as soon as theycould, and then we elected Tom



Sawyer first captain and Jo Harpersecond captain of the Gang, and

so started home.

I clumb up the shed and crept into my window just before day

wasbreaking. My new clothes was all greased up and clayey, and I

wasdog-tired.



CHAPTER III.

WELL, I got a good going-over in the morning from old MissWatson

on account of my clothes; but the widow she didn’tscold, but only

cleaned off the grease and clay, and looked sosorry that I thought I

would behave awhile if I could. ThenMiss Watson she took me in the

closet and prayed, but nothing comeof it. She told me to pray every

day, and whatever I askedfor I would get it. But it warn’t so. I tried

it.Once I got a fish-line, but no hooks. It warn’t anygood to me

without hooks. I tried for the hooks three or fourtimes, but somehow

I couldn’t make it work. By and by,one day, I asked Miss Watson to

try for me, but she said I was afool. She never told me why, and I

couldn’t make it outno way.

I set down one time back in the woods, and had a long thinkabout it.

I says to myself, if a body can get anything theypray for, why don’t

Deacon Winn get back the money he lostonpork? Why can’t the

widow get back her silversnuffbox that was stole? Why can’t Miss

Watson fat up?No, says I to my self, there ain’t nothing in it. Iwent

and told the widow about it, and she said the thing a bodycould get

by praying for it was “spiritual gifts.” This was too many for me, but

she told me what shemeant—I must help other people, and do

everything I could forother people, and look out for them all the

time, and never thinkabout myself. This was including Miss Watson,

as I took it. Iwent out in the woods and turned it over in my mind a

long time,but I couldn’t see no advantage about it—except for

theother people; so at last I reckoned I wouldn’t worry about itany

more, but just let it go. Sometimes the widow would takeme one side

and talk about Providence in a way to make abody’s mouth water;

but maybe next day Miss Watson would takehold and knock it all

down again. I judged I could see thatthere was two Providences, and

a poor chap would stand considerableshow with the widow’s

Providence, but if Miss Watson’sgot him there warn’t no help for him

any more. Ithought it all out, and reckoned I would belong to

thewidow’s if he wanted me, though I couldn’t make out howhe was

a-going to be any better off then than what he was before,seeing I

was so ignorant, and so kind of low-down and ornery.



Pap he hadn’t been seen for more than a year, and that

wascomfortable for me; I didn’t want to see him no more. He used to

always whale me when he was sober and could gethis hands on me;

though I used to take to the woods most of thetime when he was

around. Well, about this time he was foundin the river drownded,

about twelve mile above town, so peoplesaid. They judged it was him,

anyway; said this drownded manwas just his size, and was ragged,

and had uncommon long hair,which was all like pap; but they

couldn’t make nothing out ofthe face, because it had been in the

water so long it warn’tmuch like a face at all. They said he was

floating on hisback in the water. They took him and buried him on

the bank. But I warn’t comfortable long, because I happened tothink

of something. I knowed mighty well that a drownded mandon’t float

on his back, but on his face. So I knowed,then, that this warn’t pap,

but a woman dressed up in aman’s clothes. So I was uncomfortable

again. Ijudged the old man would turn up again by and by, though I

wishedhe wouldn’t.

We played robber now and then about a month, and then Iresigned.

All the boys did. We hadn’t robbednobody, hadn’t killed any people,

but only just pretended. We used to hop out of the woods and go

charging down onhog-drivers and women in carts taking garden stuff

to market, butwe never hived any of them. Tom Sawyer called the

hogs“ingots,” and he called the turnips and stuff“julery,” and we

would go to the cave and powwow overwhat we had done, and how

many people we had killed and marked. But I couldn’t see no profit

in it. One time Tomsent a boy to run about town with a blazing stick,

which he calleda slogan (which was the sign for the Gang to get

together), andthen he said he had got secret news by his spies that

next day awhole parcel of Spanish merchants and rich A-rabs was

going to campin Cave Hollow with two hundred elephants, and six

hundred camels,and over a thousand “sumter” mules, all loaded

downwith di’monds, and they didn’t have only a guard offour

hundred soldiers, and so we would lay in ambuscade, as hecalled it,

and kill the lot and scoop the things. He said wemust slick up our

swords and guns, and get ready. He nevercould go after even a

turnip-cart but he must have the swords andguns all scoured up for

it, though they was only lath andbroomsticks, and youmight scour at

them till you rotted, and thenthey warn’t worth a mouthful of ashes



more than what they wasbefore. I didn’t believe we could lick such a

crowd ofSpaniards and A-rabs, but I wanted to see the camels and

elephants,so I was on hand next day, Saturday, in the ambuscade;

and when wegot the word we rushed out of the woods and down the

hill. But there warn’t no Spaniards and A-rabs, and therewarn’t no

camels nor no elephants. It warn’tanything but a Sunday-school

picnic, and only a primer-class atthat. We busted it up, and chased

the children up the hollow;but we never got anything but some

doughnuts and jam, though BenRogers got a rag doll, and Jo Harper

got a hymn-book and a tract;and then the teacher charged in, and

made us drop everything andcut.

I didn’t see no di’monds, and I told Tom Sawyer so. He said there

was loads of them there, anyway; and he saidthere was A-rabs there,

too, and elephants and things. Isaid, why couldn’t we see them, then?

He said if Iwarn’t so ignorant, but had read a book called Don

Quixote, Iwould know without asking. He said it was all done

byenchantment. He said there was hundreds of soldiers there,and

elephants and treasure, and so on, but we had enemies which

hecalled magicians; and they had turned the whole thing into

aninfant Sunday-school, just out of spite. I said, all right;then the

thing for us to do was to go for the magicians. TomSawyer said I was

a numskull.

“Why,” said he, “a magician could call up alot of genies, and they

would hash you up like nothing before youcould say Jack Robinson.

They are as tall as a tree and asbig around as a church.”

“Well,” I says, “s’pose we got somegenies to helpus—can’t we lick the

other crowdthen?”

“How you going to get them?”

“I don’t know. How dotheyget them?”

“Why, they rub an old tin lamp or an iron ring, and thenthe genies

come tearing in, with the thunder and lightninga-ripping around and

the smoke a-rolling, and everythingthey’re told to do they up and do

it. They don’tthink nothing of pulling a shot-tower up by the roots,



and beltinga Sunday-school superintendent over the head with it—or

anyother man.”

“Who makes them tear around so?”

“Why, whoever rubs the lamp or the ring. They belongto whoever

rubs the lamp or the ring, and they’ve got to dowhatever he says. If

he tells them to build a palace fortymiles long out of di’monds, and

fill it full of chewing-gum,or whatever you want, and fetch an

emperor’s daughter fromChina for you to marry, they’ve got to do it

—andthey’ve got to do it before sun-up next morning, too. And more:

they’ve got to waltz that palace aroundover the country wherever you

want it, you understand.”

“Well,” says I, “I think they are a pack offlat-heads for not keeping

the palace themselves ‘stead offooling them away like that. And

what’s more—if Iwas one of them I would see a man in Jericho before

I would drop mybusiness and come to him for the rubbing of an old

tinlamp.”

“How you talk, Huck Finn. Why, you’dhavetocome when he rubbed

it, whether you wanted to or not.”

“What! and I as high as a tree and as big as a church? All right, then;

Iwouldcome; but I lay I’d make thatman climb the highest tree there

was in the country.”

“Shucks, it ain’t no use to talk to you, Huck Finn. You don’t seem to

know anything, somehow—perfectsaphead.”

I thought all this over for two or three days, and then Ireckoned I

would see if there was anything in it. I got anold tin lamp and an iron

ring, and went out in the woods and rubbedand rubbed till I sweat

like an Injun, calculating to build apalace and sell it; but it warn’t no

use, none of the geniescome. So then I judged that all that stuff was

only just oneof Tom Sawyer’s lies. I reckoned he believed in theA-

rabs and the elephants, but as for me I think different. Ithad all the

marks of a Sunday-school.



CHAPTER IV.

WELL, three or four months run along, and it was well into

thewinter now. I had been to school most all the time and could

spelland read and write just a little, and could say the

multiplicationtable up to six times seven is thirty-five, and I

don’treckon I could ever get any further than that if I was to

liveforever. I don’t take no stock in mathematics,anyway.

At first I hated the school, but by and by I got so I couldstand it.

Whenever I got uncommon tired I played hookey, and thehiding I

got next day done me good and cheered me up. So thelonger I went

to school the easier it got to be. I wasgetting sort of used to the

widow’s ways, too, and theywarn’t so raspy on me. Living in a house

and sleepingin a bed pulled on me pretty tight mostly, but before the

coldweather I used to slide out and sleep in the woods sometimes,

andso that was a rest to me. I liked the old ways best, but Iwas

getting so I liked the new ones, too, a little bit. The widowsaid I was

coming along slow but sure, and doing very satisfactory. She said she

warn’t ashamed of me.

One morning I happened to turn over the salt-cellar atbreakfast. I

reached for some of it as quick as I could tothrow over my left

shoulder and keep off the bad luck, but MissWatson was in ahead of

me, and crossed me off. She says,“Take your hands away,

Huckleberry; what a mess you arealways making!” The widow put in

a good word for me,but that warn’t going to keep off the bad luck, I

knowed thatwell enough. I started out, after breakfast, feeling

worriedand shaky, and wondering where it was going to fall on

me,and whatit was going to be. There is ways to keep off some kinds

ofbad luck, but this wasn’t one of them kind; so I never triedto do

anything, but just poked along low-spirited and on thewatch-out.

I went down to the front garden and clumb over the stile whereyou

go through the high board fence. There was an inch of newsnow on

the ground, and I seen somebody’s tracks. Theyhad come up from

the quarry and stood around the stile a while, andthen went on



around the garden fence. It was funny theyhadn’t come in, after

standing around so. Icouldn’t make it out. It was very curious,

somehow. I was going to follow around, but I stooped down to look

atthe tracks first. I didn’t notice anything at first,but next I did. There

was a cross in the left boot-heel madewith big nails, to keep off the

devil.

I was up in a second and shinning down the hill. I lookedover my

shoulder every now and then, but I didn’t see nobody. I was at Judge

Thatcher’s as quick as I could getthere. He said:

“Why, my boy, you are all out of breath. Did youcome for your

interest?”

“No, sir,” I says; “is there some forme?”

“Oh, yes, a half-yearly is in last night—over ahundred and fifty

dollars. Quite a fortune for you. Youhad better let me invest it along

with your six thousand, becauseif you take it you’ll spend it.”

“No, sir,” I says, “I don’t want tospend it. I don’t want it at all—nor

the sixthousand, nuther. I want you to take it; I want to give it toyou

—the six thousand and all.”

He looked surprised. He couldn’t seem to make itout. He says:

“Why, what can you mean, my boy?”

I says, “Don’t you ask me no questions about it,please. You’ll take it—

won’tyou?”

He says:

“Well, I’m puzzled. Is something thematter?”

“Please take it,” says I, “and don’t askme nothing—then I won’t have

to tell nolies.”

He studied a while, and then he says:



“Oho-o! I think I see. You want tosellall yourproperty to me—not give

it. That’s the correctidea.”

Then he wrote something on a paper and read it over, andsays:

“There; you see it says ‘for a consideration.’ That means I have

bought it of you and paid you for it. Here’s a dollar for you. Now you

signit.”

So I signed it, and left.

Miss Watson’s nigger, Jim, had a hair-ball as big as yourfist, which

had been took out of the fourth stomach of an ox, andhe used to do

magic with it. He said there was a spiritinside of it, and it knowed

everything. So I went to him thatnight and told him pap was here

again, for I found his tracks inthe snow. What I wanted to know was,

what he was going to do,and was he going to stay? Jim got out his

hair-ball and saidsomething over it,and then he held it up and

dropped it on thefloor. It fell pretty solid, and only rolled about an

inch. Jim tried it again, and then another time, and it acted justthe

same. Jim got down on his knees, and put his ear againstit and

listened. But it warn’t no use; he said itwouldn’t talk. He said

sometimes it wouldn’t talkwithout money. I told him I had an old

slick counterfeitquarter that warn’t no good because the brass

showed throughthe silver a little, and it wouldn’t pass nohow, even if

thebrass didn’t show, because it was so slick it felt greasy,and so that

would tell on it every time. (I reckoned Iwouldn’t say nothing about

the dollar I got from the judge.)I said it was pretty bad money, but

maybe the hair-ball would takeit, because maybe it wouldn’t know

the difference. Jimsmelt it and bit it and rubbed it, and said he would

manage so thehair-ball would think it was good. He said he would

splitopen a raw Irish potato and stick the quarter in between and

keepit there all night, and next morning you couldn’t see nobrass,

and it wouldn’t feel greasy no more, and so anybody intown would

take it in a minute, let alone a hair-ball. Well,I knowed a potato

would do that before, but I had forgot it.

Jim put the quarter under the hair-ball, and got down andlistened

again. This time he said the hair-ball was all right. He said it would



tell my whole fortune if I wanted it to. I says, go on. So the hair-ball

talked to Jim, and Jimtold it to me. He says:

“Yo’ ole father doan’ know yit what he’sa-gwyne to do. Sometimes he

spec he’ll go ‘way,en den agin he spec he’ll stay. De bes’ way is tores’

easy en let de ole man take his own way. Dey’s two angels hoverin’

roun’ ‘bouthim. One uv ‘em is white en shiny, en t’other oneis black.

De white one gits him to go right a little while, den deblack one sail

in en bust it all up. A body can’t tellyit which one gwyne to fetch him

at de las’. But you isall right. You gwyne to have considable trouble in

yo’life, en considable joy. Sometimes you gwyne to git hurt,

ensometimes you gwyne to git sick; but every time you’s gwyneto git

well agin. Dey’s two gals flyin’‘bout you in yo’ life. One uv ‘em’slight

en t’other one is dark. One is rich en t’other ispo’. You’s gwyne to

marry de po’ one fusten de rich one by en by. You wants to keep ‘way

fum dewater as much as you kin, en don’t run no resk, ‘kaseit’s down

in de bills dat you’s gwyne to githung.”

When I lit my candle and went up to my room that night there satpap

his own self!



CHAPTER V.

I had shut the door to. Then I turned around and there hewas. I used

to be scared of him all the time, he tanned me somuch. I reckoned I

was scared now, too; but in a minute I seeI was mistaken—that is,

after the first jolt, as you may say,when my breath sort of hitched, he

being so unexpected; but rightaway after I see I warn’t scared of him

worth bothringabout.

He was most fifty, and he looked it. His hair was long andtangled and

greasy, and hung down, and you could see his eyesshining through

like he was behind vines. It was all black,no gray; so was his long,

mixed-up whiskers. Therewarn’t no color in his face, where his face

showed; it waswhite; not like another man’s white, but a white to

make abody sick, a white to make a body’s flesh crawl—atree-toad

white, a fish-belly white. As for hisclothes—just rags, that was all. He

had one ankleresting on t’other knee; the boot on that foot was

busted,and two of his toes stuck through, and he worked them now

and then. His hat was laying on the floor—an old black slouchwith

the top caved in, like a lid.

I stood a-looking at him; he set there a-looking at me, with hischair

tilted back a little. I set the candle down. Inoticed the window was

up; so he had clumb in by the shed. Hekept a-looking me all over. By

and by he says:

“Starchy clothes—very. You think you’rea good deal of a big-

bug,don’tyou?”

“Maybe I am, maybe I ain’t,” I says.

“Don’t you give me none o’ your lip,”says he. "You’ve put on

considerable many frills sinceI been away. I’ll take you down a peg

before I get donewith you. You’re educated, too, they say—can

readand write. You think you’re better’n your father,now, don’t you,

because he can’t? I’lltakeit out of you. Who told you you might

meddle with suchhifalut’n foolishness, hey?—who told you

youcould?”



“The widow. She told me.”

“The widow, hey?—and who told the widow she couldput in her

shovel about a thing that ain’t none of herbusiness?”

“Nobody never told her.”

“Well, I’ll learn her how to meddle. And lookyhere—you drop that

school, you hear? I’ll learnpeople to bring up a boy to put on airs over

his own father and leton to be better’n whatheis. You lemme catch

you foolingaround that school again, you hear? Your mothercouldn’t

read, and she couldn’t write, nuther, beforeshe died. None of the

family couldn’t beforetheydied. I can’t; and here you’re a-swelling

yourself uplike this. I ain’t the man to stand it—you hear?Say, lemme

hear you read.”

I took up a book and begun something about General

Washingtonand the wars. When I’d read about a half a minute, he

fetchedthe book a whack with his hand and knocked it across the

house. He says:

“It’s so. You can do it. I had my doubtswhen you told me. Now looky

here; you stop that putting onfrills. I won’t have it. I’ll lay for you,my

smarty; and if I catch you about that school I’ll tan yougood. First

you know you’ll get religion, too. I neversee such a son.”

He took up a little blue and yaller picture of some cows and aboy,

and says:

“What’s this?”

“It’s something they give me for learning my lessonsgood.”

He tore it up, and says:

“I’ll give you something better—I’llgive you a cowhide.”

He set there a-mumbling and a-growling a minute, and then hesays:



“Ain’tyou a sweet-scented dandy, though? Abed; and bedclothes; and

a look’n’-glass; and a pieceof carpet on the floor—and your own

father got to sleep withthe hogs in the tanyard. I never see such a

son. I betI’ll take some o’ these frills out o’ you beforeI’m done with

you. Why, there ain’t no end to yourairs—they say you’re rich. Hey?—

how’sthat?”

“They lie—that’s how.”

“Looky here—mind how you talk to me; I’ma-standing about all I can

stand now—so don’t gimme nosass. I’ve been in town two days, and I

hain’theard nothing but about you bein’ rich. I heard aboutit away

down the river, too. That’s why I come. You git me that money to-

morrow—I want it.”

“I hain’t got no money.”

“It’s a lie. Judge Thatcher’s got it. You git it. I want it.”

“I hain’t got no money, I tell you. You askJudge Thatcher; he’ll tell

you the same.”

“All right. I’ll ask him; and I’ll makehim pungle, too, or I’ll know the

reason why. Say, howmuch you got in your pocket? I want it.”

“I hain’t got only a dollar, and I want thatto—”

“It don’t make no difference what you want itfor—you just shell it

out.”

He took it and bit it to see if it was good, and then he said hewas

going down town to get some whisky; said he hadn’t had adrink all

day. When he had got out on the shed he put his head inagain, and

cussed me for putting on frills and trying to be betterthan him; and

when I reckoned he was gone he come back and put hishead in again,

and told me to mind about that school, because hewas going to lay

for me and lick me if I didn’t dropthat.

Next day he was drunk, and he went to Judge Thatcher’s

andbullyragged him, and tried to make him give up the money; but



hecouldn’t, and then he swore he’d make the law forcehim.

The judge and the widow went to law to get the court to take meaway

from him and let one of them be my guardian; but it was a newjudge

that had just come, and he didn’t know the old man; sohe said courts

mustn’t interfere and separate families ifthey could help it; said he’d

druther not take a child awayfrom its father. So Judge Thatcher and

the widow had to quiton the business.

That pleased the old man till he couldn’t rest. Hesaid he’d cowhide

me till I was black and blue if Ididn’t raise some money for him. I

borrowed threedollars from Judge Thatcher, and pap took it and got

drunk, andwent a-blowing around and cussing and whooping and

carrying on; andhe kept it up all over town, with a tin pan, till most

midnight;then they jailed him, and next day they had him before

court, andjailed himagain for a week. But he saidhewas satisfied;

saidhe was boss of his son, and he’d make it warm forhim.

When he got out the new judge said he was a-going to make a manof

him. So he took him to his own house, and dressed him up cleanand

nice, and had him to breakfast and dinner and supper with

thefamily, and was just old pie to him, so to speak. And aftersupper

he talked to him about temperance and such things till theold man

cried, and said he’d been a fool, and fooled away hislife; but now he

was a-going to turn over a new leaf and be a mannobody wouldn’t be

ashamed of, and he hoped the judge wouldhelp him and not look

down on him. The judge said he couldhug him for them words; so he

cried, and his wife she cried again;pap said he’d been a man that had

always been misunderstoodbefore, and the judge said he believed it.

The old man saidthat what a man wanted that was down was

sympathy, and the judgesaid it was so; so they cried again. And when

it was bedtimethe old man rose up and held out his hand, and says:

“Look at it, gentlemen and ladies all; take a-hold of it;shake it.

There’s a hand that was the hand of a hog; but itain’t so no more; it’s

the hand of a man that’sstarted in on a new life, and’ll die before he’ll

goback. You mark them words—don’t forget I saidthem. It’s a clean

hand now; shake it—don’tbe afeard.”



So they shook it, one after the other, all around, and cried. The

judge’s wife she kissed it. Then the old manhe signed a pledge—made

his mark. The judge said it was theholiest time on record, or

something like that. Then they tuckedthe old man into a beautiful

room, which was the spare room, and inthe night some time he got

powerful thirsty and clumb out on to theporch-roof and slid down a

stanchion and traded his new coat for ajug of forty-rod, and clumb

back again and had a good old time; andtowards daylight he crawled

out again, drunk as a fiddler, androlled off the porch and broke his

left arm in two places, and wasmost froze to death when somebody

found him after sun-up. Andwhen they come to look at that spare

room they had to takesoundings before they could navigate it.

The judge he felt kind of sore. He said he reckoned a bodycould

reform the old man with a shotgun, maybe, but he didn’tknow no

other way.



CHAPTER VI.

WELL, pretty soon the old man was up and around again, and

thenhe went for Judge Thatcher in the courts to make him give up

thatmoney, and he went for me, too, for not stopping school.

Hecatched me a couple of times and thrashed me, but I went to

schooljust the same, and dodged him or outrun him most of the time.

I didn’t want to go to school much before, but Ireckoned I’d go now

to spite pap. That law trial was aslow business—appeared like they

warn’t ever going toget started on it; so every now and then I’d

borrow two orthree dollars off of the judge for him, to keep from

getting acowhiding. Every time he got money he got drunk; and

everytime he got drunk he raised Cain around town; and every time

heraised Cain he got jailed. He was just suited—this kindof thing was

right in his line.

He got to hanging around the widow’s too much and so shetold him

at last that if he didn’t quit using around thereshe would make

trouble for him. Well,wasn’the mad? Hesaid he would show who was

Huck Finn’s boss. So hewatched out for me one day in the spring,

and catched me, and tookme up the river about three mile in a skiff,

and crossed over tothe Illinois shore where it was woody and there

warn’t nohouses but an old log hut in a place where the timber was

so thickyou couldn’t find it if you didn’t know where itwas.

He kept me with him all the time, and I never got a chance torun off.

We lived in that old cabin, and he always locked the doorand put the

key under his head nights. He had a gun which hehad stole, I reckon,

and we fished and hunted, and that was what welived on. Every little

while he locked me in and went down tothe store, three miles, to the

ferry, and traded fish and game forwhisky, and fetched it home and

got drunk and had a good time, andlicked me. The widow she found

out where I was by and by, andshe sent a man over to try to get hold

of me; but pap drove him offwith the gun, and it warn’t long after

that till I was usedto being where I was, and liked it—all but the

cowhidepart.



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

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

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

ever got to like it so well at thewidow’s, where you had to wash, and

eat on a plate, and combup, and go to bed and get up regular, and be

forever bothering overa book, and have old Miss Watson pecking at

you all the time. I didn’t want to go back no more. I had

stoppedcussing, because the widow didn’t like it; but now I took toit

again because pap hadn’t no objections. It waspretty good times up

in the woods there, take it all around.

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

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

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

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

getout any more. I was scared. I made up my mind I wouldfix up

some way to leave there. I had tried to get out ofthat cabin many a

time, but I couldn’t find no way. There warn’t a window to it big

enough for a dog to getthrough. I couldn’t get up thechimbly; it was

toonarrow. The door was thick, solid oak slabs. Pap waspretty careful

not to leave a knife or anything in the cabin whenhe was away; I

reckon I had hunted the place over as much as ahundred times; well,

I was most all the time at it, because it wasabout the only way to put

in the time. But this time I foundsomething at last; I found an old

rusty wood-saw without anyhandle; it was laid in between a rafter

and the clapboards of theroof. I greased it up and went to work.

There was an oldhorse-blanket nailed against the logs at the far end

of the cabinbehind the table, to keep the wind from blowing through

the chinksand putting the candle out. I got under the table and

raisedthe blanket, and went to work to saw a section of the big

bottomlog out—big enough to let me through. Well, it was agood long

job, but I was getting towards the end of it when I heardpap’s gun in

the woods. I got rid of the signs of mywork, and dropped the blanket

and hid my saw, and pretty soon papcome in.

Pap warn’t in a good humor—so he was his naturalself. He said he

was down town, and everything was goingwrong. His lawyer said he

reckoned he would win his lawsuitand get the money if they ever got

started on the trial; but thenthere was ways to put it off a long time,



and Judge Thatcher knowedhow to do it. And he said people allowed

there’d be anothertrial to get me away from him and give me to the

widow for myguardian, and they guessed it would win this time. This

shookme up considerable, because I didn’t want to go back to

thewidow’s any more and be so cramped up and sivilized, as

theycalled it. Then the old man got to cussing, and cussedeverything

and everybody he could think of, and then cussed themall over again

to make sure he hadn’t skipped any, and afterthat he polished off

with a kind of a general cuss all round,including a considerable

parcel of people which he didn’tknow the names of, and so called

them what’s-his-name when hegot to them, and went right along

with his cussing.

He said he would like to see the widow get me. He said hewould

watch out, and if they tried to come any such game on him heknowed

of a place six or seven mile off to stow me in, where theymight hunt

till they dropped and they couldn’t find me. That made me pretty

uneasy again, but only for a minute; Ireckoned I wouldn’t stay on

hand till he got that chance.

The old man made me go to the skiff and fetch the things he hadgot.

There was a fifty-pound sack of corn meal, and a side ofbacon,

ammunition, and a four-gallon jug of whisky, and an old bookand

two newspapers for wadding, besides some tow. I toted upa load, and

went back and set down on the bow of the skiff to rest. I thought it all

over, and I reckoned I would walk off withthe gun and some lines,

and take to the woods when I run away. I guessed I wouldn’t stay in

one place, but just trampright across the country, mostly night times,

and hunt and fish tokeep alive, and so get so far away that the old

man nor the widowcouldn’t ever find me any more. I judged I would

sawout and leave that night if pap got drunk enough, and I reckoned

hewould. I got so full of it I didn’t notice how long Iwas staying till

the old man hollered and asked me whether I wasasleep or

drownded.

I got the things all up to the cabin, and then it was aboutdark. While

I was cooking supper the old man took a swig ortwo and got sort of

warmed up, and went to ripping again. Hehad been drunk over in

town, and laid in the gutter all night, andhe was a sight to look at. A



body would a thought he wasAdam—he was just all mud. Whenever

his liquor begun towork he most always went for the govment, this

time he says:

“Call this a govment! why, just look at it and see whatit’s like. Here’s

the law a-standing ready to take aman’s son away from him—a man’s

own son, which hehas had all the trouble and all the anxiety and all

the expense ofraising. Yes, just as that man has got that son raised

atlast, and ready to go to work and begin to do suthin’forhimand give

him a rest, the law up and goes for him. Andthey callthatgovment!

That ain’t all, nuther. Thelaw backs that old Judge Thatcher up and

helps him to keep me outo’ my property. Here’s what the law does:

The law takes a man worth six thousand dollars andup’ards, and

jams him into an old trap of a cabin like this,and lets him go round in

clothes that ain’t fitten for a hog.They call that govment! A man can’t

get his rights in agovment like this. Sometimes I’ve a mighty notion

to justleave the country for good and all. Yes, and Itold‘em so; Itold

old Thatcher so to his face. Lots of ‘em heard me,and can tell what I

said. Says I, for two cents I’dleave the blamed country and never

come a-near it agin. Them’s the very words. I says look at myhat—if

you call it a hat—but the lid raises up and therest of it goes down till

it’s below my chin, and then itain’t rightly a hat at all, but more like

my head was shovedup through a jint o’ stove-pipe. Look at it, saysI

—such a hat for me to wear—one of the wealthiest menin this town if

I could git my rights.

“Oh, yes, this is a wonderful govment, wonderful. Why, looky here.

There was a free nigger there fromOhio—a mulatter, most as white as

a white man. He hadthe whitest shirt on you ever see, too, and the

shiniest hat; andthere ain’t a man in that town that’s got as

fineclothes as what he had; and he had a gold watch and chain, and

asilver-headed cane—the awfulest old gray-headed nabob in

theState. And what do you think? They said he was ap’fessor in a

college, and could talk all kinds of languages,and knowed everything.

And that ain’t the wust. Theysaid he couldvotewhen he was at home.

Well, that let me out.Thinks I, what is the country a-coming to? It

was‘lection day, and I was just about to go and vote myself if Iwarn’t

too drunk to get there; but when they told me therewas a State in this

country where they’d let that niggervote, I drawed out. I says I’ll



never vote agin. Them’s the very words I said; they all heard me;

andthe country may rot for all me—I’ll never vote agin aslong as I

live. And to see the cool way of thatnigger—why, he wouldn’t a give

me the road if Ihadn’t shoved him out o’ the way. I says to thepeople,

why ain’t this nigger put up at auction andsold?—that’s what I want

to know. And what do youreckon they said? Why, they said he

couldn’t be sold tillhe’d been in the State six months, and he hadn’t

beenthere that long yet. There, now—that’s aspecimen. They call that

a govment that can’t sell afree nigger till he’s been in the State six

months. Here’s a govment that calls itself a govment, and letson to be

a govment, and thinks it is a govment, and yet’s gotto set stock-still

for six whole months before it can take a holdof a prowling, thieving,

infernal, white-shirted free nigger,and—”

Pap was agoing on so he never noticed where his old limber legswas

taking him to, so he went head over heels over the tub of saltpork

and barked both shins, and the rest of his speech was all thehottest

kind of language—mostly hove at the nigger and thegovment, though

he give the tub some, too, all along, here andthere. He hopped

around the cabin considerable, first on oneleg and then on the other,

holding first one shin and then theother one, and at last he let out

with his left foot all of asudden and fetched the tub a rattling kick.

But itwarn’t good judgment, because that was the boot that had

acouple of his toes leaking out of the front end of it; so now heraised

a howl that fairly made a body’s hair raise, and downhe went in the

dirt, and rolled there, and held his toes; and thecussing he done then

laid over anything he had ever done previous. He said so his own self

afterwards. He had heard oldSowberry Hagan in his best days, and

he said it laid over him, too;but I reckon that was sort of piling it on,

maybe.

After supper pap took the jug, and said he had enough whiskythere

for two drunks and one delirium tremens. That wasalways his word.

I judged he would be blind drunk in about anhour, and then I would

steal the key, or saw myself out, one ort’other. He drank and drank,

and tumbled down on hisblankets by and by; but luck didn’t run my

way. Hedidn’t go sound asleep, but was uneasy. He groaned

andmoaned and thrashed around this way and that for a long time.

At last I got so sleepy I couldn’t keep my eyes openall I could do, and



so before I knowed what I was about I was soundasleep, and the

candle burning.

I don’t know how long I was asleep, but all of a suddenthere was an

awful scream and I was up. There was pap lookingwild, and skipping

around every which way and yelling about snakes. He said they was

crawling up his legs; and then he would givea jump and scream, and

say one had bit him on the cheek—but Icouldn’t see no snakes. He

started and run round andround the cabin, hollering “Take him off!

take him off!he’s biting me on the neck!” I never see a manlook so

wild in the eyes. Pretty soon he was all fagged out, andfell down

panting; then he rolled over and over wonderful fast,kicking things

every which way, and striking and grabbing at theair with his hands,

and screaming and saying there was devilsa-hold of him. He wore

out by and by, and laid still a while,moaning. Then he laid stiller, and

didn’t make a sound. I could hear the owls and the wolves away off in

the woods,and it seemed terrible still. He was laying over by

thecorner. By and by he raised up part way and listened, with his

headto one side. He says, very low:

“Tramp—tramp—tramp; that’s the dead;tramp—tramp—tramp;

they’re coming after me; but Iwon’t go. Oh, they’re here! don’t

touchme—don’t! hands off—they’re cold; let go. Oh, let a poor devil

alone!”

Then he went down on all fours and crawled off, begging them tolet

him alone, and he rolled himself up in his blanket and wallowedin

under the old pine table, still a-begging; and then he went tocrying. I

could hear him through the blanket.

By and by he rolled out and jumped up on his feet looking wild,and

he see me and went for me. He chased me round and roundthe place

with a clasp-knife, calling me the Angel of Death, andsaying he

would kill me, and then I couldn’t come for him nomore. I begged,

and told him I was only Huck; but helaughedsucha screechy laugh,

and roared and cussed, and kept onchasing me up. Once when I

turned short and dodged under hisarm he made a grab and got me

by the jacket between my shoulders,and I thought I was gone; but I

slid out of the jacket quick aslightning, and saved myself. Pretty soon



he was all tired out, anddropped down with his back against the

door, and said he would resta minute and then kill me. He put his

knife under him, and said hewould sleep and get strong, and then he

would see who was who.

So he dozed off pretty soon. By and by I got the oldsplit-bottom chair

and clumb up as easy as I could, not to make anynoise, and got down

the gun. I slipped the ramrod down it tomake sure it was loaded,

then I laid it across the turnip barrel,pointing towards pap, and set

down behind it to wait for him tostir. And how slow and still the time

did drag along.



CHAPTER VII.

“GIT up! What you ‘bout?”

I opened my eyes and looked around, trying to make out where Iwas.

It was after sun-up, and I had been sound asleep. Pap was standing

over me looking sour and sick, too. Hesays:

“What you doin’ with this gun?”

I judged he didn’t know nothing about what he had beendoing, so I

says:

“Somebody tried to get in, so I was laying forhim.”

“Why didn’t you roust me out?”

“Well, I tried to, but I couldn’t; I couldn’tbudge you.”

“Well, all right. Don’t stand there palaveringall day, but out with you

and see if there’s a fish on thelines for breakfast. I’ll be along in

aminute.”

He unlocked the door, and I cleared out up the river-bank. I noticed

some pieces of limbs and such things floating down,and a sprinkling

of bark; so I knowed the river had begun to rise. I reckoned I would

have great times now if I was over at thetown. The June rise used to

be always luck for me; because assoon as that rise begins here comes

cordwood floatingdown, andpieces of log rafts—sometimes a dozen

logs together; so allyou have to do is to catch them and sell them to

the wood-yards andthe sawmill.

I went along up the bank with one eye out for pap andt’other one out

for what the rise might fetch along. Well, all at once here comes a

canoe; just a beauty, too,about thirteen or fourteen foot long, riding

high like a duck. I shot head-first off of the bank like a frog, clothes

andall on, and struck out for the canoe. I just expectedthere’d be

somebody laying down in it, because people oftendone that to fool



folks, and when a chap had pulled a skiff outmost to it they’d raise up

and laugh at him. But itwarn’t so this time. It was a drift-canoe sure

enough,and I clumb in and paddled her ashore. Thinks I, the old

manwill be glad when he sees this—she’s worth ten dollars. But when

I got to shore pap wasn’t in sight yet, and asI was running her into a

little creek like a gully, all hung overwith vines and willows, I struck

another idea: I judgedI’d hide her good, and then, ‘stead of taking to

thewoods when I run off, I’d go down the river about fifty mileand

camp in one place for good, and not have such a rough timetramping

on foot.

It was pretty close to the shanty, and I thought I heard the oldman

coming all the time; but I got her hid; and then I out andlooked

around a bunch of willows, and there was the old man downthe path

a piece just drawing a bead on a bird with his gun. So he hadn’t seen

anything.

When he got along I was hard at it taking up a“trot” line. He abused

me a little for being soslow; but I told him I fell in the river, and that

was what made meso long. I knowed he would see I was wet, and

then he wouldbe asking questions. We got five catfish off the lines

andwent home.

While we laid off after breakfast to sleep up, both of us beingabout

wore out, I got to thinking that if I could fix up some wayto keep pap

and the widow from trying to follow me, it would be acertainer thing

than trusting to luck to get far enough off beforethey missed me; you

see, all kinds of things might happen. Well, I didn’t see no way for a

while, but by and bypap raised up a minute to drink another barrel of

water, and hesays:

“Another time a man comes a-prowling round here you roustme out,

you hear? That man warn’t here for no good. I’d a shot him. Next

time you roust me out, youhear?”

Then he dropped down and went to sleep again; but what he

hadbeen saying give me the very idea I wanted. I says to myself,I can

fix it now so nobody won’t think of following me.



About twelve o’clock we turned out and went along up thebank. The

river was coming up pretty fast, and lots ofdriftwood going by on the

rise. By and by along comes part of a lograft—nine logs fast together.

We went out with theskiff and towed it ashore. Then we had dinner.

Anybody butpap would a waited and seen the day through, so as to

catch morestuff; but that warn’t pap’s style. Nine logs wasenough for

one time; he must shove right over to town and sell. So he locked me

in and took the skiff, and started off towingthe raft about half-past

three. I judged he wouldn’tcome back that night. I waited till I

reckoned he had got agood start; then I out with my saw, and went to

work on that logagain. Before he was t’other side of the river I wasout

of the hole; him and his raft was just a speck on the wateraway off

yonder.

I took the sack of corn meal and took it to where the canoe washid,

and shoved the vines and branches apart and put it in; then Idone

the same with the side of bacon; then the whisky-jug. Itook all the

coffee and sugar there was, and all the ammunition; Itook the

wadding; I took the bucket and gourd; I took a dipper anda tin cup,

and my old saw and two blankets, and the skillet and thecoffee-pot. I

took fish-lines and matches and otherthings—everything that was

worth a cent. I cleaned outthe place. I wanted an axe, but there

wasn’t any, onlythe one out at the woodpile, and I knowed why I was

going to leavethat. I fetched out the gun, and now I was done.

I had wore the ground a good deal crawling out of the hole

anddragging out so many things. So I fixed that as good as Icould

from the outside by scattering dust on the place, whichcovered up

the smoothness and the sawdust. Then I fixed thepiece of log back

into its place, and put two rocks under it andone against it to hold it

there, for it was bent up at that placeand didn’t quite touch ground.

If you stood four orfive foot away and didn’t know it was sawed,

youwouldn’t never notice it; and besides, this was the back ofthe

cabin, and it warn’t likely anybody would go foolingaround there.

It was all grass clear to the canoe, so I hadn’t left atrack. I followed

around to see. I stood on the bankand looked out over the river. All

safe. So I took thegun and went up a piece into the woods, and was

hunting around forsome birds when I see a wild pig; hogs soon went



wild in thembottoms after they had got away from the prairie farms.

I shot thisfellow and took him into camp.

I took the axe and smashed in the door. I beat it andhacked it

considerable a-doing it. I fetched the pig in, andtook him back nearly

to the table and hacked into his throat withthe axe, and laid him

down on the ground to bleed; I say groundbecause it was ground—

hard packed, and no boards. Well,next I took an old sack and put a

lot of big rocks in it—allI could drag—and I started it from the pig,

and dragged it tothe door and through the woods down to the river

and dumped it in,and down it sunk, out of sight. You could easy see

thatsomething had been dragged over the ground. I did wish

TomSawyer was there; I knowed he would take an interest in this

kindof business, and throw in the fancy touches. Nobody

couldspread himself like Tom Sawyer in such a thing as that.

Well, last I pulled out some of my hair, and blooded the axegood, and

stuck it on the back side, and slung the axe in thecorner. Then I took

up the pig and held him to my breast withmy jacket (so he couldn’t

drip) till I got a good piece belowthe house and then dumped him

into the river. Now I thoughtof something else. So I went and got the

bag of meal and myold saw out of the canoe, and fetched them to the

house. Itook the bag to where it used to stand, and ripped a hole in

thebottom of it with the saw, for there warn’t no knives andforks on

the place—pap done everything with his clasp-knifeabout the

cooking. Then I carried the sack about a hundredyards across the

grass and through the willows east of the house,to a shallow lake that

was five mile wide and full ofrushes—and ducks too, youmight say, in

the season. There was a slough or a creek leading out of it on the

otherside that went miles away, I don’t know where, but itdidn’t go

to the river. The meal sifted out and made alittle track all the way to

the lake. I dropped pap’swhetstone there too, so as to look like it had

been done byaccident. Then I tied up the rip in the meal sack with a

string, soit wouldn’t leak no more, and took it and my saw to the

canoeagain.

It was about dark now; so I dropped the canoe down the riverunder

some willows that hung over the bank, and waited for the moonto

rise. I made fast to a willow; then I took a bite to eat,and by and by



laid down in the canoe to smoke a pipe and lay out aplan. I says to

myself, they’ll follow the track ofthat sackful of rocks to the shore and

then drag the river for me. And they’ll follow that meal track to the

lake and gobrowsing down the creek that leads out of it to find the

robbersthat killed me and took the things. They won’t everhunt the

river for anything but my dead carcass. They’ll soonget tired of that,

and won’t bother no more about me. All right; I can stop anywhere I

want to. Jackson’sIsland is good enough for me; I know that island

pretty well, andnobody ever comes there. And then I can paddle over

to townnights, and slink around and pick up things I want.

Jackson’sIsland’s the place.

I was pretty tired, and the first thing I knowed I was asleep. When I

woke up I didn’t know where I was for a minute. I set up and looked

around, a little scared. Then Iremembered. The river looked miles

and miles across. The moon was so bright I could a counted the drift

logs thatwent a-slipping along, black and still, hundreds of yards out

fromshore. Everything was dead quiet, and it looked late,

andsmeltlate.You know what I mean—I don’t know the words to put

itin.

I took a good gap and a stretch, and was just going to unhitchand

start when I heard a sound away over the water. Ilistened. Pretty

soon I made it out. It was that dullkind of a regular sound that comes

from oars working in rowlockswhen it’s a still night. I peeped out

through thewillow branches, and there it was—a skiff, away across

thewater. I couldn’t tell how many was in it. Itkept a-coming, and

when it was abreast of me I see therewarn’t but one man in it.

Think’s I, maybeit’s pap, though I warn’t expecting him. Hedropped

below me with the current, and by and by he came a-swingingup

shore in the easy water, and he went by so close I could areached out

the gun and touched him. Well, itwaspap, sureenough—and sober,

too, by the way he laid his oars.

I didn’t lose no time. The next minute I wasa-spinning down stream

soft but quick in the shade of the bank. I made two mile and a half,

and then struck out a quarter ofa mile or more towards the middle of

the river, because pretty soonI would be passing the ferry landing,

and people might see me andhail me. I got out amongst the



driftwood, and then laid downin the bottom of the canoe and let her

float.

I laid there, and had a good rest and a smoke out of my pipe,looking

away into the sky; not a cloud in it. The sky looksever so deep when

you lay down on your back in the moonshine; Inever knowed it

before. And how far a body can hear on thewater such nights! I heard

people talking at the ferrylanding. I heard what they said, too—every

word of it. One man said it was getting towards the long days and

theshort nights now. T’other one saidthiswarn’t oneof the short ones,

he reckoned—and then they laughed, and hesaid it over again, and

they laughed again; then they waked upanother fellow and told him,

and laughed, but he didn’tlaugh; he ripped out something brisk, and

said let him alone. The first fellow said he ‘lowed to tell it to his

oldwoman—she would think it was pretty good; but he said

thatwarn’t nothing to some things he had said in his time. Iheard one

man say it was nearly three o’clock, and he hopeddaylight wouldn’t

wait more than about a week longer. After that the talk got further

and further away, and Icouldn’t make out the words any more; but I

could hear themumble, and now and then a laugh, too, but it seemed

a long waysoff.

I was away below the ferry now. I rose up, and there wasJackson’s

Island, about two mile and a half down stream,heavy timbered and

standing up out of the middle of the river, bigand dark and solid, like

a steamboat without any lights. There warn’t any signs of the bar at

the head—itwas all under water now.

It didn’t take me long to get there. I shot past thehead at a ripping

rate, the current was so swift, and then I gotinto the dead water and

landed on the side towards the Illinoisshore. I run the canoe into a

deep dent in the bank that Iknowed about; I had to part the willow

branches to get in; and whenI made fast nobody could a seen the

canoe from the outside.

I went up and set down on a log at the head of the island, andlooked

out on the big river and the black driftwood and away overto the

town, three mile away, where there was three or four lightstwinkling.

A monstrous big lumber-raft was about a mile upstream, coming



along down, with a lantern in the middle of it. I watched it come

creeping down, and when it was most abreastof where I stood I heard

a man say, “Stern oars, there! heaveher head to stabboard!” I heard

that just as plain asif the man was by my side.

There was a little gray in the sky now; so I stepped into thewoods,

and laid down for a nap before breakfast.



CHAPTER VIII.

THE sun was up so high when I waked that I judged it was aftereight

o’clock. I laid there in the grass and the coolshade thinking about

things, and feeling rested and ruthercomfortable and satisfied. I

could see the sun out at one ortwo holes, but mostly it was big trees

all about, and gloomy inthere amongst them. There was freckled

places on the groundwhere the light sifted down through the leaves,

and the freckledplaces swapped about a little, showing there was a

little breeze upthere. A couple of squirrels set on a limb and jabbered

at mevery friendly.

I was powerful lazy and comfortable—didn’t want toget up and cook

breakfast. Well, I was dozing off again whenI thinks I hears a deep

sound of “boom!” away up theriver. I rouses up, and rests on my

elbow and listens; prettysoon I hears it again. I hopped up, and went

and looked outat a hole in the leaves, and I see a bunch of smoke

laying on thewater a long ways up—about abreast the ferry. And

therewas the ferryboat full of people floating along down. Iknowed

what was the matter now. "Boom!” I see the whitesmoke squirt out of

the ferryboat’s side. You see, theywas firing cannon over the water,

trying to make my carcass come tothe top.

I was pretty hungry, but it warn’t going to do for me tostart a fire,

because they might see the smoke. So I setthere and watched the

cannon-smoke and listened to the boom. The river was a mile wide

there, and it always looks prettyon a summer morning—so I was

having a good enough time seeingthem hunt for my remainders if I

only had a bite to eat. Well, thenI happened to think how they always

put quicksilver in loaves ofbread and float them off, because they

always go right to thedrownded carcass and stop there. So, says I, I’ll

keepa lookout, and if any of them’s floating around after meI’ll give

them a show. I changed to the Illinois edgeof the island to see what

luck I could have, and I warn’tdisappointed. A big double loaf come

along, and I most got itwith a long stick, but my foot slipped and she

floated out further. Of course I was where the current set in the

closest to theshore—I knowed enough for that. But by and by



alongcomes another one, and this time I won. I took out the plugand

shook out the little dab of quicksilver, and set my teeth in. It was

“baker’s bread”—what thequality eat; none of your low-down corn-

pone.

I got a good place amongst the leaves, and set there on a

log,munching the bread and watching the ferry-boat, and very

wellsatisfied. And then something struck me. I says, now Ireckon the

widow or the parson or somebody prayed that this breadwould find

me, and here it has gone and done it. So thereain’t no doubt but

there is something in thatthing—that is, there’s something in it when

a body likethe widow or the parson prays, but it don’t work for me,

andI reckon it don’t work for only just the right kind.

I lit a pipe and had a good long smoke, and went on watching. The

ferryboat was floating with the current, and I allowedI’d have a

chance to see who was aboard when she come along,because she

would come in close, where the bread did. Whenshe’d got pretty well

along down towards me, I put out mypipe and went to where I fished

out the bread, andlaid down behinda log on the bank in a little open

place. Where the logforked I could peep through.

By and by she come along, and she drifted in so close that theycould

a run out a plank and walked ashore. Most everybody wason the

boat. Pap, and Judge Thatcher, and Bessie Thatcher,and Jo Harper,

and Tom Sawyer, and his old Aunt Polly, and Sid andMary, and

plenty more. Everybody was talking about themurder, but the

captain broke in and says:

“Look sharp, now; the current sets in the closest here,and maybe he’s

washed ashore and got tangled amongst thebrush at the water’s edge.

I hope so,anyway.”

I didn’t hope so. They all crowded up and leanedover the rails, nearly

in my face, and kept still, watching withall their might. I could see

them first-rate, but theycouldn’t see me. Then the captain sung out:

“Stand away!” and the cannon let off such a blastright before me that

it made me deef with the noise and pretty nearblind with the smoke,



and I judged I was gone. Ifthey’d a had some bullets in, I reckon

they’d a got thecorpse they was after. Well, I see I warn’t hurt,thanks

to goodness. The boat floated on and went out of sightaround the

shoulder of the island. I could hear the boomingnow and then,

further and further off, and by and by, after anhour, I didn’t hear it

no more. The island was threemile long. I judged they had got to the

foot, and was givingit up. But they didn’t yet a while. They

turnedaround the foot of the island and started up the channel on

theMissouri side, under steam, and booming once in a while as

theywent. I crossed over to that side and watched them. When

theygot abreast the head of the island they quit shooting and

droppedover to the Missouri shore and went home to the town.

I knowed I was all right now. Nobody else would comea-hunting

after me. I got my traps out of the canoe and made me anice camp in

the thick woods. I made a kind of a tent out ofmy blankets to put my

things under so the rain couldn’t getat them. I catched a catfish and

haggled him open with mysaw, and towards sundown I started my

camp fire and had supper. Then I set out a line to catch some fish for

breakfast.

When it was dark I set by my camp fire smoking, and feelingpretty

well satisfied; but by and by it got sort of lonesome, andso I went and

set on the bank and listened to the current swashingalong, and

counted the stars and drift logs and rafts that comedown, and then

went to bed; there ain’t no better way to putin time when you are

lonesome; you can’t stay so, you soonget over it.

And so for three days and nights. No difference—justthe same thing.

But the next day I went exploring around downthrough the island. I

was boss of it; it all belonged to me,so to say, and I wanted to know

all about it; but mainly I wantedto put in the time. I found plenty

strawberries, ripe andprime; and green summer grapes, and green

razberries; and the greenblackberries was just beginning to show.

They would all comehandy by and by, I judged.

Well, I went fooling along in the deep woods till I judged Iwarn’t far

from the foot of the island. I had my gunalong, but I hadn’t shot

nothing; it was for protection;thought I would kill some game nigh



home. About this time I mightynear stepped on a good-sized snake,

and it went sliding off throughthe grass and flowers, and I after it,

trying to get a shot at it.Iclipped along, and all of a sudden I bounded

right on to the ashesof a camp fire that was still smoking.

My heart jumped up amongst my lungs. I never waited for tolook

further, but uncocked my gun and went sneaking back on mytiptoes

as fast as ever I could. Every now and then I stoppeda second

amongst the thick leaves and listened, but my breath comeso hard I

couldn’t hear nothing else. I slunk alonganother piece further, then

listened again; and so on, and so on. If I see a stump, I took it for a

man; if I trod on a stickand broke it, it made me feel like a person

had cut one of mybreaths in two and I only got half, and the short

half, too.

When I got to camp I warn’t feeling very brash, therewarn’t much

sand in my craw; but I says, this ain’t notime to be fooling around. So

I got all my traps into mycanoe again so as to have them out of sight,

and I put out the fireand scattered the ashes around to look like an

old lastyear’s camp, and then clumb a tree.

I reckon I was up in the tree two hours; but I didn’t seenothing, I

didn’t hear nothing—I onlythoughtI heard andseen as much as a

thousand things. Well, I couldn’tstay up there forever; so at last I got

down, but I kept in thethick woods and on the lookout all the time.

All I could get to eatwas berries and what was left over from

breakfast.

By the time it was night I was pretty hungry. So when itwas good and

dark I slid out from shore before moonrise and paddledover to the

Illinois bank—about a quarter of a mile. Iwent out in the woods and

cooked a supper, and I had about made upmy mind I would stay

there all night when I hear aplunkety-plunk,plunkety-plunk, and

says to myself, horses coming; and next I hearpeople’s voices. I got

everything into the canoe asquick as I could, and then went creeping

through the woods to seewhat I could find out. I hadn’t got far when

I hear aman say:



“We better camp here if we can find a good place; thehorses is about

beat out. Let’s look around.”

I didn’t wait, but shoved out and paddled away easy. I tied up in the

old place, and reckoned I would sleep in thecanoe.

I didn’t sleep much. I couldn’t, somehow, forthinking. And every

time I waked up I thought somebody had meby the neck. So the sleep

didn’t do me no good. By and by I says to myself, I can’t live this

way;I’m a-going to find out who it is that’s here on theisland with

me; I’ll find it out or bust. Well, I feltbetter right off.

So I took my paddle and slid out from shore just a step or two,and

then let the canoe drop along down amongst the shadows. The moon

was shining, and outside of the shadows it made itmost as light as

day. I poked along well on to an hour,everything still as rocks and

sound asleep. Well, by this time Iwas most down to the foot of the

island. A little ripply,cool breeze begun to blow, and that was as good

as saying the nightwas about done. I give her a turn with the paddle

and brungher nose to shore; then I got my gun and slipped out and

into theedge of the woods. I sat down there on a log, and looked

outthrough the leaves. I see the moon go off watch, and thedarkness

begin to blanket theriver. But in a little while I see apale streak over

the treetops, and knowed the day was coming. So I took my gun and

slipped off towards where I had runacross that camp fire, stopping

every minute or two to listen. But I hadn’t no luck somehow; I

couldn’t seem tofind the place. But by and by, sure enough, I catched

aglimpse of fire away through the trees. I went for it,cautious and

slow. By and by I was close enough to have alook, and there laid a

man on the ground. It most give me thefan-tods. He had a blanket

around his head, and his head was nearlyin the fire. I set there

behind a clump of bushes, in aboutsix foot of him, and kept my eyes

on him steady. It wasgetting gray daylight now. Pretty soon he

gapped andstretched himself and hove off the blanket, and it was

MissWatson’s Jim! I bet I was glad to see him. Isays:

“Hello, Jim!” and skipped out.



He bounced up and stared at me wild. Then he drops down onhis

knees, and puts his hands together and says:

“Doan’ hurt me—don’t! Ihain’t ever done no harm to a ghos’. I

alwuzliked dead people, en done all I could for ‘em. You goen git in

de river agin, whah you b’longs, en doan’ donuffn to Ole Jim, ‘at ‘uz

awluz yo’fren’.”

Well, I warn’t long making him understand I warn’tdead. I was ever

so glad to see Jim. I warn’tlonesome now. I told him I warn’t afraid

ofhimtellingthe people where I was. I talked along, but he only set

thereand looked at me; never said nothing. Then I says:

“It’s good daylight. Le’s get breakfast. Make up your camp fire good.”

“What’s de use er makin’ up de camp fire tocook strawbries en sich

truck? But you got a gun, hain’t you? Den we kin git sumfn better den

strawbries.”

“Strawberries and such truck,” I says. "Isthat what you live on?”

“I couldn’ git nuffn else,” he says.

“Why, how long you been on the island, Jim?”

“I come heah de night arter you’s killed.”

“What, all that time?”

“Yes—indeedy.”

“And ain’t you had nothing but that kind of rubbageto eat?”

“No, sah—nuffn else.”

“Well, you must be most starved, ain’tyou?”

“I reck’n I could eat a hoss. I think I could.How long you ben on de

islan’?”



“Since the night I got killed.”

“No! W’y, what has you lived on? But yougot a gun. Oh, yes, you got a

gun. Dat’s good. Now you kill sumfn en I’ll make up de fire.”

So we went over to where the canoe was, and while he built afire in a

grassy open place amongst the trees, I fetched meal andbacon and

coffee, and coffee-pot and frying-pan, andsugar and tincups, and the

nigger was set back considerable, because he reckonedit was all done

with witchcraft. I catched a good big catfish, too,and Jim cleaned him

with his knife, and fried him.

When breakfast was ready we lolled on the grass and eat itsmoking

hot. Jim laid it in with all his might, for he was mostabout starved.

Then when we had got pretty well stuffed, welaid off and lazied. By

and by Jim says:

“But looky here, Huck, who wuz it dat ‘uz killed indat shanty ef it

warn’t you?”

Then I told him the whole thing, and he said it was smart. He said

Tom Sawyer couldn’t get up no better plan thanwhat I had. Then I

says:

“How do you come to be here, Jim, and how’d you gethere?”

He looked pretty uneasy, and didn’t say nothing for aminute. Then

he says:

“Maybe I better not tell.”

“Why, Jim?”

“Well, dey’s reasons. But you wouldn’tell on me ef I uz to tell you,

would you, Huck?”

“Blamed if I would, Jim.”

“Well, I b’lieve you, Huck. I—I runoff.”



“Jim!”

“But mind, you said you wouldn’ tell—you knowyou said you wouldn’

tell, Huck.”

“Well, I did. I said I wouldn’t, andI’ll stick to it. Honestinjun, I will.

Peoplewould call me a low-down Abolitionist and despise me for

keepingmum—but that don’t make no difference. Iain’t a-going to

tell, and I ain’t a-going back there,anyways. So, now, le’s know all

about it.”

“Well, you see, it ‘uz dis way. Olemissus—dat’s Miss Watson—she

pecks on me all detime, en treats me pooty rough, but she awluz said

shewouldn’ sell me down to Orleans. But I noticed dey wuza nigger

trader roun’ de place considable lately, en I beginto git oneasy. Well,

one night I creeps to de do’ pootylate, en de do’ warn’t quite shet, en

I hear old missustell de widder she gwyne to sell me down to

Orleans, but shedidn’ want to, but she could git eight hund’d

dollarsfor me, en it ‘uz sich a big stack o’ money shecouldn’ resis’. De

widder she try to git her tosay she wouldn’ do it, but I never waited to

hear deres’. I lit out mighty quick, I tell you.

“I tuck out en shin down de hill, en ‘spec to steala skift ‘long de sho’

som’ers ‘bove detown, but dey wuz people a-stirring yit, so I hid in de

oletumble-down cooper-shop on de bank to wait for everybody to

go‘way. Well, I wuz dah all night. Dey wuz somebodyroun’ all de

time. ‘Long ‘bout six in demawnin’ skifts begin to go by, en ‘bout

eight er nineevery skift dat went ‘long wuz talkin’ ‘bout howyo’ pap

come over to de town en say you’s killed. Dese las’ skifts wuz full o’

ladies en genlmena-goin’ over for to see de place. Sometimes

dey’dpull up at de sho’ en take a res’ b’fo’ deystarted acrost, so by de

talk I got to know all ‘bout dekillin’. I ‘uz powerful sorry you’s

killed,Huck, but I ain’t no mo’ now.

“I laid dah under de shavin’s all day. I‘uz hungry, but I warn’t afeard;

bekase I knowed olemissus en de widder wuz goin’ to start to

decamp-meet’n’ right arter breakfas’ en begone allday, en dey knows

I goes off wid de cattle ‘bout daylight, sodey wouldn’ ‘spec to see me

roun’ de place, en sodey wouldn’ miss me tell arter dark in de



evenin’. Deyuther servants wouldn’ miss me, kase dey’d shin out

entake holiday soon as de ole folks ‘uz out’n de way.

“Well, when it come dark I tuck out up de river road, enwent ‘bout

two mile er more to whah dey warn’t nohouses. I’d made up my mine

‘bout what I’sagwyne to do. You see, ef I kep’ on tryin’ to gitaway

afoot, de dogs ‘ud track me; ef I stole a skift to crossover, dey’d miss

dat skift, you see, en dey’d know‘bout whah I’d lan’ on de yuther side,

en whah topick up my track. So I says, a raff is what I’s arter;it

doan’makeno track.

“I see a light a-comin’ roun’ de p’intbymeby, so I wade’ in en shove’ a

log ahead o’ meen swum more’n half way acrost de river, en got

in‘mongst de drift-wood, en kep’ my head down low, enkinder swum

agin de current tell de raff come along. Den Iswum to de stern uv it

en tuck a-holt. It clouded up en‘uz pooty dark for a little while. So I

clumb up enlaid down on de planks. De men ‘uz all ‘wayyonder in de

middle, whah de lantern wuz. De river wuza-risin’, en dey wuz a good

current; so Ireck’n’d ‘at by fo’ in de mawnin’I’d be twenty-five mile

down de river, en den I’d slipin jis b’fo’ daylight en swim asho’, en

take tode woods on de Illinois side.

“But I didn’ have no luck. When we ‘uzmos’ down to de head er de

islan’ a man begin to comeaft wid de lantern, I see it warn’t no use fer

to wait, so Islid overboard en struck out fer de islan’. Well, I hada

notion I could lan’ mos’ anywhers, but Icouldn’t—bank too bluff. I ‘uz

mos’to de foot er de islan’ b’fo’ I found’ agood place. I went into de

woods en jedged I wouldn’fool wid raffs no mo’, long as dey move de

lanternroun’ so. I had my pipe en a plug er dog-leg, en somematches

in my cap, en dey warn’t wet, so I ‘uz allright.”

“And so you ain’t had no meat nor bread to eat allthis time? Why

didn’t you get mud-turkles?”

“How you gwyne to git ‘m? You can’t slipup on um en grab um; en

how’s a body gwyne to hit um wid arock? How could a body do it in

de night? En Iwarn’t gwyne to show mysef on de bank in dedaytime.”



“Well, that’s so. You’ve had to keep inthe woods all the time, of

course. Did you hear ‘em shootingthe cannon?”

“Oh, yes. I knowed dey was arter you. I see umgo by heah—watched

um thoo de bushes.”

Some young birds come along, flying a yard or two at a time

andlighting. Jim said it was a sign it was going to rain. Hesaid it was

a sign when young chickens flew that way, and so hereckoned it was

the same way when young birds done it. I wasgoing to catch some of

them, but Jim wouldn’t let me. He said it was death. He said his

father laid mightysick once, and some of them catched a bird, and his

old granny saidhis father would die, and he did.

And Jim said you mustn’t count the things you are going tocook for

dinner, because that would bring bad luck. The sameif you shook the

table-cloth after sundown. And he said if aman owned a beehive and

that man died, the bees must be told aboutit before sun-up next

morning, or else the bees would all weakendown and quit work and

die. Jim said beeswouldn’t stingidiots; but I didn’t believe that,

because I had tried themlots of times myself, and they wouldn’t sting

me.

I had heard about some of these things before, but not all ofthem.

Jim knowed all kinds of signs. He said he knowedmost everything. I

said it looked to me like all the signswas about bad luck, and so I

asked him if there warn’t anygood-luck signs. He says:

“Mighty few—an’deyain’t no use to abody. What you want to know

when good luck’sa-comin’ for? Want to keep it off?” And hesaid: "Ef

you’s got hairy arms en a hairy breas’,it’s a sign dat you’s agwyne to

be rich. Well,dey’s some use in a sign like dat, ‘kase it’s sofur ahead.

You see, maybe you’s got to be po’ a longtime fust, en so you might

git discourage’ en killyo’sef ‘f you didn’ know by de sign dat you

gwyneto be rich bymeby.”

“Have you got hairy arms and a hairy breast,Jim?”

“What’s de use to ax dat question? Don’tyou see I has?”



“Well, are you rich?”

“No, but I ben rich wunst, and gwyne to be rich agin. Wunst I had

foteen dollars, but I tuck tospecalat’n’, en got busted out.”

“What did you speculate in, Jim?”

“Well, fust I tackled stock.”

“What kind of stock?”

“Why, live stock—cattle, you know. I put tendollars in a cow. But I

ain’ gwyne to resk no mo’money in stock. De cow up ‘n’ died on

myhan’s.”

“So you lost the ten dollars.”

“No, I didn’t lose it all. I on’ylos’ ‘bout nine of it. I sole de hide en

tallerfor a dollar en ten cents.”

“You had five dollars and ten cents left. Did youspeculate any more?”

“Yes. You know that one-laigged nigger datb’longs to old Misto

Bradish? Well, he sot up a bank, en sayanybody dat put in a dollar

would git fo’ dollars mo’at de en’ er de year. Well, all de niggers went

in, butdey didn’t have much. I wuz de on’y one dat hadmuch. So I

stuck out for mo’ dan fo’ dollars, enI said ‘f I didn’ git it I’d start a

bank mysef.Well, o’ course dat nigger want’ to keep me out er

debusiness, bekase he says dey warn’t business ‘nough fortwo banks,

so he say I could put in my five dollars en he pay methirty-five at de

en’ er de year.

“So I done it. Den I reck’n’d I’dinves’ de thirty-five dollars right off en

keep thingsa-movin’. Dey wuz a nigger name’ Bob, dat hadketched a

wood-flat, en his marster didn’ know it; en Ibought it off’n him en

told him to take de thirty-fivedollars when de en’ er de year come;

but somebody stole dewood-flat dat night, en nex day de one-laigged

nigger say debank’s busted. So dey didn’ none uv us git nomoney.”

“What did you do with the ten cents, Jim?”



“Well, I ‘uz gwyne to spen’ it, but I had adream, en de dream tole me

to give it to a nigger name’Balum—Balum’s Ass dey call him for

short; he’sone er dem chuckleheads, you know. But he’s lucky,

deysay, en I see I warn’t lucky. De dream say let Baluminves’ de ten

cents en he’d make a raise for me. Well, Balum he tuck de money, en

when he wuz in church hehear de preacher say dat whoever give to

de po’ len’ tode Lord, en boun’ to git his money back a hund’d times.

So Balum he tuck en give de ten cents to de po’, enlaid low to see

what wuz gwyne to come of it.”

“Well, what did come of it, Jim?”

“Nuffn never come of it. I couldn’ manage tok’leck dat money no

way; en Balum he couldn’. Iain’ gwyne to len’ no mo’ money ‘dout I

seede security. Boun’ to git yo’ money back ahund’d times, de

preacher says! Ef I could git detencentsback, I’d call it squah, en be

glad er dechanst.”

“Well, it’s all right anyway, Jim, long asyou’re going to be rich again

some time or other.”

“Yes; en I’s rich now, come to look at it. Iowns mysef, en I’s wuth

eight hund’d dollars. Iwisht I had de money, I wouldn’ want no mo’.”



CHAPTER IX.

I wanted to go and look at a place right about the middle of theisland

that I’d found when I was exploring; so we started andsoon got to it,

because the island was only three miles long and aquarter of a mile

wide.

This place was a tolerable long, steep hill or ridge about fortyfoot

high. We had a rough time getting to the top, the sides was sosteep

and the bushes so thick. We tramped and clumb aroundall over it,

and by and by found a good big cavern in the rock,most up to the top

on the side towards Illinois. The cavernwas as big as two or three

rooms bunched together, and Jim couldstand up straight in it. It was

cool in there. Jim was forputting our traps in there right away, but I

said we didn’twant to be climbing up and down there all the time.

Jim said if we had the canoe hid in a good place, and had allthe traps

in the cavern, we could rush there if anybody was to cometo the

island, and they would never find us without dogs. And, besides, he

said them little birds had said it was goingto rain, and did I want the

things to get wet?

So we went back and got the canoe, and paddled up abreast

thecavern, and lugged all the traps up there. Then we hunted upa

place close by to hide the canoe in, amongst the thick willows. We

took some fish off of the lines and set them again, andbegun to get

ready for dinner.

The door of the cavern was big enough to roll a hogshead in, andon

one side of the door the floor stuck out a little bit, and wasflat and a

good place to build a fire on. So we built itthere and cooked dinner.

We spread the blankets inside for a carpet, and eat our dinnerin

there. We put all the other things handy at the back of thecavern.

Pretty soon it darkened up, and begun to thunder andlighten; so the

birds was right about it. Directly it begunto rain, and it rained like all

fury, too, and I never see the windblow so. It was one of these regular

summer storms. Itwould get so dark that it looked all blue-black



outside, andlovely; and the rain would thrash along by so thick that

the treesoff a little ways looked dim and spider-webby; and here

would comea blast of wind that would bend the trees down and turn

up the paleunderside of the leaves; and then a perfect ripper of a gust

wouldfollow along and set the branches to tossing their arms as if

theywas just wild; and next, when it was just about the bluest

andblackest—FST! it was as bright as glory, and you’d havea little

glimpse of tree-tops a-plunging about away off yonder inthe storm,

hundreds of yards further than you could see before;dark as sin again

in a second, and now you’d hear the thunderlet go with an awful

crash, and then go rumbling, grumbling,tumbling, down the sky

towards the under side of the world, likerolling empty barrels down

stairs—where it’s longstairs and they bounce a good deal, you know.

“Jim, this is nice,” I says. "I wouldn’twant to be nowhere else but

here. Pass me along another hunk offish and some hot corn-bread.”

“Well, you wouldn’t a ben here ‘f ithadn’t a ben for Jim. You’d a ben

down dah in dewoods widout any dinner, en gittn’ mos’ drownded,

too;dat you would, honey. Chickens knows when it’s gwyne torain, en

so do de birds, chile.”

The river went on raising and raising for ten or twelve days,till at last

it was over the banks. The water was three orfour foot deep on the

island in the low places and on the Illinoisbottom. On that side it was

a good many miles wide, but onthe Missouri side it was the same old

distance across—a halfa mile—because the Missouri shore was just a

wall of highbluffs.

Daytimes we paddled all over the island in the canoe, It wasmighty

cool and shady in the deep woods, even if the sun wasblazing outside.

We went winding in and out amongst thetrees, and sometimes the

vines hung so thick we had to back awayand go some other way.

Well, on every old broken-down treeyou could see rabbits and snakes

and such things; and when theisland had been overflowed a day or

two they got so tame, onaccount of being hungry, that you could

paddle right up and putyour hand on them if you wanted to; but not

the snakes andturtles—they would slide off in the water. The



ridgeour cavern was in was full of them. We could a had pets enough

ifwe’d wanted them.

One night we catched a little section of a lumberraft—nice pine

planks. It was twelve foot wide and aboutfifteen or sixteen foot long,

and the top stood above water six orseven inches—a solid, level floor.

We could seesaw-logs go by in the daylight sometimes, but we let

them go; wedidn’t show ourselves in daylight.

Another night when we was up at the head of the island, justbefore

daylight, here comes a frame-house down, on the west side. She was

a two-story, and tilted over considerable. Wepaddled out and got

aboard—clumb in at an upstairs window. But it was too dark to see

yet, so we made the canoe fast andset in her to wait for daylight.

The light begun to come before we got to the foot of the island. Then

we looked in at the window. We could make out abed, and a table,

and two old chairs, and lots of things aroundabout on the floor, and

there was clothes hanging against the wall. There was something

laying on the floor in the far cornerthat looked like a man. So Jim

says:

“Hello, you!”

But it didn’t budge. So I hollered again, and thenJim says:

“De man ain’t asleep—he’s dead. You hold still—I’ll go en see.”

He went, and bent down and looked, and says:

“It’s a dead man. Yes, indeedy; naked, too. He’s ben shot in de back. I

reck’n he’s bendead two er three days. Come in, Huck, but doan’

lookat his face—it’s too gashly.”

I didn’t look at him at all. Jim throwed some oldrags over him, but he

needn’t done it; I didn’t want tosee him. There was heaps of old

greasy cards scattered aroundover the floor, and old whisky bottles,

and a couple of masks madeout of black cloth; and all over the walls

was the ignorantest kindof words and pictures made with charcoal.

There was two olddirty calico dresses, and a sun-bonnet, and some



women’sunderclothes hanging against the wall, and some

men’sclothing, too. We put the lot into the canoe—it mightcome

good. There was a boy’s old speckled straw hat onthe floor; I took

that, too. And there was a bottle that hadhad milk in it, and it had a

rag stopper for a baby to suck. We would a took the bottle, but it was

broke. There wasa seedy old chest, and an old hair trunk with the

hinges broke. They stood open, but there warn’t nothing left in

themthat was any account. The way things was scattered about

wereckoned the people left in a hurry, and warn’t fixed so asto carry

off most of their stuff.

We got an old tin lantern, and a butcher-knife without anyhandle,

and a bran-new Barlow knife worth two bits in any store,and a lot of

tallow candles, and a tin candlestick, and a gourd,and a tin cup, and

a ratty old bedquilt off the bed, and a reticulewith needles and pins

and beeswax and buttons and thread and allsuch truck in it, and a

hatchet and some nails, and a fishline asthick as my little finger with

some monstrous hooks on it, and aroll of buckskin, and a leather

dog-collar, and a horseshoe, andsome vials of medicine that didn’t

have no label on them; andjust as we was leaving I found a tolerable

good curry-comb, and Jimhe found a ratty old fiddle-bow, and a

wooden leg. The strapswas broke offof it, but, barring that, it was a

good enough leg,though it was too long for me and not long enough

for Jim, and wecouldn’t find the other one, though we hunted all

around.

And so, take it all around, we made a good haul. When wewas ready

to shove off we was a quarter of a mile below the island,and it was

pretty broad day; so I made Jim lay down in the canoeand cover up

with the quilt, because if he set up people could tellhe was a nigger a

good ways off. I paddled over to theIllinois shore, and drifted down

most a half a mile doing it. I crept up the dead water under the bank,

and hadn’t noaccidents and didn’t see nobody. We got home allsafe.



CHAPTER X.

AFTER breakfast I wanted to talk about the dead man and guessout

how he come to be killed, but Jim didn’t want to. He said it would

fetch bad luck; and besides, he said, hemight come and ha’nt us; he

said a man that warn’tburied was more likely to go a-ha’nting around

than one thatwas planted and comfortable. That sounded pretty

reasonable,so I didn’t say no more; but I couldn’t keep fromstudying

over it and wishing I knowed who shot the man, and whatthey done

it for.

We rummaged the clothes we’d got, and found eight dollarsin silver

sewed up in the lining of an old blanket overcoat. Jim said he

reckoned the people in that house stole the coat,because if they’d a

knowed the money was there theywouldn’t a left it. I said I reckoned

they killed him,too; but Jim didn’t want to talk about that. Isays:

“Now you think it’s bad luck; but what did you saywhen I fetched in

the snake-skin that I found on the top of theridge day before

yesterday? You said it was the worst bad luck inthe world to touch a

snake-skin with my hands. Well,here’s your bad luck! We’ve raked in

all thistruck and eight dollars besides. I wish we could have somebad

luck like this every day, Jim.”

“Never you mind, honey, never you mind. Don’tyou git too peart. It’s

a-comin’. Mind Itell you, it’s a-comin’.”

It did come, too. It was a Tuesday that we had that talk. Well, after

dinner Friday we was laying around in the grassat the upper end of

the ridge, and got out of tobacco. I wentto the cavern to get some,

and found a rattlesnake in there. I killed him, and curled him up on

the foot of Jim’sblanket, ever so natural, thinking there’d be some

fun whenJim found him there. Well, by night I forgot all about

thesnake, and when Jim flung himself down on the blanket while

Istruck a light the snake’s mate was there, and bit him.

He jumped up yelling, and the first thing the light showed wasthe

varmint curled up and ready for another spring. I laidhim out in a



second with a stick, and Jim grabbed pap’swhisky-jug and begun to

pour it down.

He was barefooted, and the snake bit him right on the heel. That all

comes of my being such a fool as to not rememberthat wherever you

leave a dead snake its mate always comes thereand curls around it.

Jim told me to chop off thesnake’s head and throw it away, and then

skin the body androast a piece of it. I done it, and he eat it and said

itwould help cure him. He made me take off the rattles and tie

themaround his wrist, too. He said that that would help. Then I slid

out quiet and throwed the snakes clear awayamongst the bushes; for

I warn’t going to let Jim find out itwas all my fault, not if I could help

it.

Jim sucked and sucked at the jug, and now and then he got out ofhis

head and pitched around and yelled; but every time he come

tohimself he went to sucking at the jug again. His foot swelledup

pretty big, and so did his leg; but by and by the drunk begun tocome,

and so I judged he was all right; but I’d druther beenbit with a snake

than pap’s whisky.

Jim was laid up for four days and nights. Then theswelling was all

gone and he was around again. I made up mymind I wouldn’t ever

take a-holt of a snake-skin again withmy hands, now that I see what

had come of it. Jim said he reckonedI would believe him next time.

And he said that handling asnake-skin was such awful bad luck that

maybe we hadn’t gotto the end of it yet. He said he druther see the

new moonover his left shoulder as much as a thousand times than

take up asnake-skin in his hand. Well, I was getting to feel that

waymyself, though I’ve always reckoned that looking at the newmoon

over your left shoulder is one of the carelessest andfoolishest things a

body can do. Old Hank Bunker done itonce, and bragged about it;

and in less than two years he got drunkand fell off of the shot-tower,

and spread himself out so that hewas just a kind of a layer, as you

may say; and they slid himedgeways between two barn doors for a

coffin, and buried him so, sothey say, but I didn’t see it. Pap told me.

Butanyway it all come of looking at the moon that way, like afool.



Well, the days went along, and the river went down between itsbanks

again; and about the first thing we done was to bait one ofthe big

hooks with a skinned rabbit and set it and catch a catfishthat was as

big as a man, being six foot two inches long, andweighed over two

hundred pounds. We couldn’t handle him, ofcourse; he would a flung

us into Illinois. We just set thereand watched him rip and tear

around till he drownded. Wefound a brass button in his stomach and

a round ball, and lots ofrubbage. We split the ball openwith the

hatchet, and therewas a spool in it. Jim said he’d had it there a

longtime, to coat it over so and make a ball of it. It was as biga fish as

was ever catched in the Mississippi, I reckon. Jimsaid he hadn’t ever

seen a bigger one. He would a beenworth a good deal over at the

village. They peddle out such afish as that by the pound in the

market-house there; everybody buyssome of him; his meat’s as white

as snow and makes a goodfry.

Next morning I said it was getting slow and dull, and I wantedto get

a stirring up some way. I said I reckoned I would slipover the river

and find out what was going on. Jim liked thatnotion; but he said I

must go in the dark and look sharp. Then he studied it over and said,

couldn’t I put onsome of them old things and dress up like a girl?

That was agood notion, too. So we shortened up one of the calico

gowns,and I turned up my trouser-legs to my knees and got into it.

Jim hitched it behind with the hooks, and it was a fair fit. I put on the

sun-bonnet and tied it under my chin, and thenfor a body to look in

and see my face was like looking down a jointof stove-pipe. Jim said

nobody would know me, even in thedaytime, hardly. I practiced

around all day to get the hangof the things, and by and by I could do

pretty well in them, onlyJim said I didn’t walk like a girl; and he said

I must quitpulling up my gown to get at my britches-pocket. I

tooknotice, and done better.

I started up the Illinois shore in the canoe just afterdark.

I started across to the town from a little below theferry-landing, and

the drift of the current fetched me in at thebottom of the town. I tied

up and started along the bank. There was a light burning in a little

shanty thathadn’t been lived in for a long time, and I wondered who

hadtook up quarters there. I slipped up and peeped in at thewindow.



There was a woman about forty year old in thereknitting by a candle

that was on a pine table. I didn’tknow her face; she was a stranger,

for you couldn’t start aface in that town that I didn’t know. Now this

waslucky, because I was weakening; I was getting afraid I had

come;people might know my voice and find me out. But if this

womanhad been in such a little town two days she could tell me all

Iwanted to know; so I knocked at the door, and made up my mind

Iwouldn’t forget I was a girl.



CHAPTER XI.

“COME in,” says the woman, and I did. Shesays: "Take a cheer.”

I done it. She looked me all over with her little shinyeyes, and says:

“What might your name be?”

“Sarah Williams.”

“Where ‘bouts do you live? In thisneighborhood?’

“No’m. In Hookerville, seven mile below. I’ve walked all the way and

I’m all tiredout.”

“Hungry, too, I reckon. I’ll find yousomething.”

“No’m, I ain’t hungry. I was so hungry Ihad to stop two miles below

here at a farm; so I ain’t hungryno more. It’s what makes me so late.

My mother’sdown sick, and out of money and everything, and I come

to tell myuncle Abner Moore. He lives at the upper end of the town,

shesays. I hain’t ever been here before. Do you knowhim?”

“No; but I don’t know everybody yet. Ihaven’t lived here quite two

weeks. It’s a considerableways to the upper end of the town. You

better stay here allnight. Take off your bonnet.”

“No,” I says; “I’ll rest a while, Ireckon, and go on. I ain’t afeared of

thedark.”

She said she wouldn’t let me go by myself, but her husbandwould be

in by and by, maybe in a hour and a half, and she’dsend him along

with me. Then she got to talking about her husband,and about her

relations up the river, and her relations down theriver, and about

how much better off they used to was, and how theydidn’t know but

they’d made a mistake coming to ourtown, instead of letting well

alone—and so on and so on, tillI was afeard I had made a mistake

coming to her to find out whatwas going on in the town; but by and



by she dropped on to pap andthe murder, and then I was pretty

willing to let her clatter rightalong. She told about me and Tom

Sawyer finding the sixthousand dollars (only she got it ten) and all

about pap and what ahard lot he was, and what a hard lot I was, and

at last she gotdown to where I was murdered. I says:

“Who done it? We’ve heard considerable aboutthese goings on down

in Hookerville, but we don’t know who‘twas that killed Huck Finn.”

“Well, I reckon there’s a right smart chance ofpeopleherethat’d like

to know who killed him. Somethink old Finn done it himself.”

“No—is that so?”

“Most everybody thought it at first. He’llnever know how nigh he

come to getting lynched. But beforenight they changed around and

judged it was done by a runawaynigger named Jim.”

“Whyhe—”

I stopped. I reckoned I better keep still. She runon, and never

noticed I had put in at all:

“The nigger run off the very night Huck Finn was killed. So there’s a

reward out for him—three hundreddollars. And there’s a reward out

for old Finn,too—two hundred dollars. You see, he come to town

themorning after the murder, and told about it, and was out with‘em

on the ferryboat hunt, and right away after he up andleft. Before

night they wanted to lynch him, but he was gone,you see. Well, next

day they found out the nigger was gone;they found out he hadn’t ben

seen sence ten o’clock thenight the murder was done. So then they

put it on him, yousee; and while they was full of it, next day,

backcomes old Finn,and went boo-hooing to Judge Thatcher to get

money to hunt for thenigger all over Illinois with. The judge gave

him some, and thatevening he got drunk, and was around till after

midnight with acouple of mighty hard-looking strangers, and then

went off withthem. Well, he hain’t come back sence, and theyain’t

looking for him back till this thing blows over alittle, for people

thinks now that he killed his boy and fixedthings so folks would think



robbers done it, and then he’dget Huck’s money without having to

bother a long time with alawsuit. People do say he warn’t any too

good to do it. Oh, he’s sly, I reckon. If he don’t comeback for a year

he’ll be all right. You can’tprove anything on him, you know;

everything will be quieted downthen, and he’ll walk in Huck’s money

as easy asnothing.”

“Yes, I reckon so, ‘m. I don’t seenothing in the way of it. Has

everybody quit thinking thenigger done it?”

“Oh, no, not everybody. A good many thinks he doneit. But they’ll get

the nigger pretty soon now, andmaybe they can scare it out of him.”

“Why, are they after him yet?”

“Well, you’re innocent, ain’t you! Doesthree hundred dollars lay

around every day for people to pick up? Some folks think the nigger

ain’t far from here. I’m one of them—but I hain’t talked itaround. A

few days ago I was talking with an old couple thatlives next door in

the log shanty, and they happened to say hardlyanybody ever goes to

that island over yonder that they callJackson’s Island. Don’t anybody

live there? saysI. No, nobody, says they. I didn’t say any more, but

Idone some thinking. I was pretty near certain I’d seensmoke over

there, about the head of the island, a day or two beforethat, so I says

to myself, like as not that nigger’s hidingover there; anyway, says I,

it’s worth the trouble to givethe place a hunt. I hain’t seen any smoke

sence, so Ireckon maybe he’s gone, if it was him; but husband’sgoing

over to see—him and another man. He was gone upthe river; but he

got back to-day, and I told him as soon as he gothere two hours ago.”

I had got so uneasy I couldn’t set still. I had todo something with my

hands; so I took up a needle off of the tableand went to threading it.

My hands shook, and I was making a badjob of it. When the woman

stopped talking I looked up, andshe was looking at me pretty curious

and smiling a little. Iput down the needle and thread, and let on to

beinterested—and I was, too—and says:

“Three hundred dollars is a power of money. I wishmy mother could

get it. Is your husband going over thereto-night?”



“Oh, yes. He went up-town with the man I was tellingyou of, to get a

boat and see if they could borrow another gun. They’ll go over after

midnight.”

“Couldn’t they see better if they was to wait tilldaytime?”

“Yes. And couldn’t the nigger see better, too? After midnight he’ll

likely be asleep, and they canslip around through the woods and

hunt up his camp fire all thebetter for the dark, if he’s got one.”

“I didn’t think of that.”

The woman kept looking at me pretty curious, and I didn’tfeel a bit

comfortable. Pretty soon she says,

“What did you say your name was, honey?”

“M—Mary Williams.”

Somehow it didn’t seem to me that I said it was Marybefore, so I

didn’t look up—seemed to me I said it wasSarah; so I felt sort of

cornered, and was afeared maybe I waslooking it, too. I wished the

woman would say something more;the longer she set still the

uneasier I was. But now shesays:

“Honey, I thought you said it was Sarah when you firstcome in?”

“Oh, yes’m, I did. Sarah Mary Williams. Sarah’s my first name. Some

calls me Sarah, somecalls me Mary.”

“Oh, that’s the way of it?”

“Yes’m.”

I was feeling better then, but I wished I was out of there,anyway. I

couldn’t look up yet.

Well, the woman fell to talking about how hard times was, andhow

poor they had to live, and how the rats was as free as if theyowned

the place, and so forth and so on, and then I got easy again. She was



right about the rats. You’d see one stick hisnose out of a hole in the

corner every little while. She saidshe had to have things handy to

throw at them when she was alone,or they wouldn’t give her no

peace. She showed me a barof lead twisted up into a knot, and said

she was a good shot withit generly, but she’d wrenched her arm a day

or two ago, anddidn’t know whether she could throw true now. But

shewatched for a chance, and directly banged away at a rat; but

shemissed him wide, and said “Ouch!” it hurt her arm so. Then she

told me to try for the next one. I wanted tobe getting away before the

old man got back, but of course Ididn’t let on. I got the thing, and the

first rat thatshowed his nose I let drive, and if he’d a stayed where

hewas he’d a been a tolerable sick rat. She said that wasfirst-rate, and

she reckoned I would hive the next one. Shewent and got the lump of

lead and fetched it back, and broughtalong a hank of yarn which she

wanted me to help her with. Iheld up my two hands and she put the

hank over them, and went ontalking about her and her husband’s

matters. But shebroke off to say:

“Keep your eye on the rats. You better have the leadin your lap,

handy.”

So she dropped the lump into my lap just at that moment, and

Iclapped my legs together on it and she went on talking. Butonly

about a minute. Then she took off the hank and looked mestraight in

the face, and very pleasant, and says:

“Come, now, what’s your real name?”

“Wh—what, mum?”

“What’s your real name? Is it Bill, or Tom, orBob?—or what is it?”

I reckon I shook like a leaf, and I didn’t know hardlywhat to do. But I

says:

“Please to don’t poke fun at a poor girl like me,mum. If I’m in the

way here,I’ll—”

“No, you won’t. Set down and stay where youare. I ain’t going to hurt

you, and I ain’t goingto tell on you, nuther. You just tell me your



secret, andtrust me. I’ll keep it; and, what’s more,I’ll help you. So’ll

my old man if you want him to. You see, you’re a runaway‘prentice,

that’sall. It ain’t anything. There ain’t no harmin it. You’ve been

treated bad, and you made up your mind tocut. Bless you, child, I

wouldn’t tell on you. Tell me all about it now, that’s a good boy.”

So I said it wouldn’t be no use to try to play it anylonger, and I would

just make a clean breast and tell hereverything, but she musn’t go

back on her promise. ThenI told her my father and mother was dead,

and the law had bound meout to a mean old farmer in the country

thirty mile back from theriver, and he treated me so bad I couldn’t

stand it nolonger; he went away to be gone a couple of days, and so I

took mychance and stole some of his daughter’s old clothes

andcleared out, and I had been three nights coming the thirty miles.

I traveled nights, and hid daytimes and slept, and the bag ofbread

and meat I carried from home lasted me all the way, and I hada-

plenty. I said I believed my uncle Abner Moore would takecare of me,

and so that was why I struck out for this town ofGoshen.

“Goshen, child? This ain’t Goshen. Thisis St. Petersburg. Goshen’s

ten mile further up theriver. Who told you this was Goshen?”

“Why, a man I met at daybreak this morning, just as I wasgoing to

turn into the woods for my regular sleep. He told mewhen the roads

forked I must take the right hand, and five milewould fetch me to

Goshen.”

“He was drunk, I reckon. He told you just exactlywrong.”

“Well, he did act like he was drunk, but it ain’t nomatter now. I got to

be moving along. I’ll fetchGoshen before daylight.”

“Hold on a minute. I’ll put you up a snack toeat. You might want it.”

So she put me up a snack, and says:

“Say, when a cow’s laying down, which end of hergets up first?

Answer up prompt now—don’t stop tostudy over it. Which end gets

up first?”



“The hind end, mum.”

“Well, then, a horse?”

“The for’rard end, mum.”

“Which side of a tree does the moss grow on?”

“North side.”

“If fifteen cows is browsing on a hillside, how many ofthem eats with

their heads pointed the same direction?”

“The whole fifteen, mum.”

“Well, I reckon youhavelived in the country. Ithought maybe you was

trying to hocus me again. What’syour real name, now?”

“George Peters, mum.”

“Well, try to remember it, George. Don’tforget and tell me it’s

Elexander before you go, and then getout by saying it’s George

Elexander when I catch you. And don’t go about women in that old

calico. Youdo a girl tolerable poor, but you might fool men, maybe.

Bless you, child, when you set out to thread a needledon’t hold the

thread still andfetch the needle up to it;hold the needle still and poke

the thread at it; that’s theway a woman most always does, but a man

always does t’otherway. And when you throw at a rat or anything,

hitch yourselfup a tiptoe and fetch your hand up over your head as

awkward as youcan, and miss your rat about six or seven foot. Throw

stiff-armedfrom the shoulder, like there was a pivot there for it to

turn on,like a girl; not from the wrist and elbow, with your arm out to

oneside, like a boy. And, mind you, when a girl tries to catchanything

in her lap she throws her knees apart; she don’tclap them together,

the way you did when you catched the lump oflead. Why, I spotted

you for a boy when you was threading theneedle; and I contrived the

other things just to make certain. Now trot along to your uncle, Sarah

Mary Williams GeorgeElexander Peters, and if you get into trouble

you send word to Mrs.Judith Loftus, which is me, and I’ll do what I

can to get youout of it. Keep the river road all the way, and next time



youtramp take shoes and socks with you. The river road’s a rockyone,

and your feet’ll be in a condition when you get toGoshen, I reckon.”

I went up the bank about fifty yards, and then I doubled on mytracks

and slipped back to where my canoe was, a good piece belowthe

house. I jumped in, and was off in a hurry. I wentup-stream far

enough to make the head of the island, and thenstarted across. I took

off the sun-bonnet, for I didn’twant no blinders on then. When I was

about the middle I heardthe clock begin to strike, so I stops and

listens; the sound comefaint over the water but clear—eleven. When I

struckthe head of the island I never waited to blow, though I was

mostwinded, but I shoved right into the timber where my old camp

usedto be, and started a good fire there on a high and dry spot.

Then I jumped in the canoe and dug out for our place, a mile anda

half below, as hard as I could go. I landed, and sloppedthrough the

timber and up the ridge and into the cavern. There Jim laid, sound

asleep on the ground. I rousedhim out and says:

“Git up and hump yourself, Jim! There ain’t aminute to lose. They’re

after us!”

Jim never asked no questions, he never said a word; but the wayhe

worked for the next half an hour showed about how he was scared.

By that time everything we had in the world was on our raft,and she

was ready to be shoved out from the willow cove where shewas hid.

We put out the camp fire at the cavern the firstthing, and didn’t show

a candle outside after that.

I took the canoe out from the shore a little piece, and took alook; but

if there was a boat around I couldn’t see it, forstars and shadows ain’t

good to see by. Then we got outthe raft and slipped along down in the

shade, past the foot of theisland dead still—never saying a word.



CHAPTER XII.

IT must a been close on to one o’clock when we got belowthe island

at last, and the raft did seem to go mighty slow. If a boat was to come

along we was going to take to the canoeand break for the Illinois

shore; and it was well a boatdidn’t come, for we hadn’t ever thought

to put the gunin the canoe, or a fishing-line, or anything to eat. We

wasin ruther too much of a sweat to think of so many things. Itwarn’t

good judgment to puteverythingon the raft.

If the men went to the island I just expect they found the campfire I

built, and watched it all night for Jim to come. Anyways, they stayed

away from us, and if my building thefire never fooled them it warn’t

no fault of mine. Iplayed it as low down on them as I could.

When the first streak of day began to show we tied up to atowhead in

a big bend on the Illinois side, and hacked offcottonwood branches

with the hatchet, and covered up the raft withthem so she looked like

there had been a cave-in in the bank there. A tow-head is a sandbar

that has cottonwoods on it as thickas harrow-teeth.

We had mountains on the Missouri shore and heavy timber on

theIllinois side, and the channel was down the Missouri shore at

thatplace, so we warn’t afraid of anybody running across us. We laid

there all day, and watched the rafts and steamboatsspin down the

Missouri shore, and up-bound steamboats fight the bigriver in the

middle. I told Jim all about the time I hadjabbering with that

woman; and Jim said she was a smart one, and ifshe was to start

after us herself she wouldn’t set down andwatch a camp fire—no, sir,

she’d fetch a dog. Well, then, I said, why couldn’t she tell her

husbandto fetch a dog? Jim said he bet she did think of it by thetime

the men was ready to start, and he believed they must a goneup-town

to get a dog and so they lost all that time, or else wewouldn’t be here

on a towhead sixteen or seventeen mile belowthe village—no,

indeedy, we would be in that same old townagain. So I said I didn’t

care what was the reason theydidn’t get us as long as they didn’t.



When it was beginning to come on dark we poked our heads out

ofthe cottonwood thicket, and looked up and down and across;

nothingin sight; so Jim took up some of the top planks of the raft

andbuilt a snug wigwam to get under in blazing weather and rainy,

andto keep the things dry. Jim made a floor for the wigwam, and

raisedit a foot or more above the level of the raft, so now the

blanketsand all the traps was out of reach of steamboat waves.

Rightin the middle of the wigwam we made a layer of dirt about five

orsix inches deep with a frame around it for to hold it to its place;this

was to build a fire on insloppy weather or chilly; the wigwamwould

keep it from being seen. We made an extra steering-oar,too, because

one of the others might get broke on a snag orsomething. We fixed

up a short forked stick to hang the old lanternon, because we must

always light the lantern whenever we see asteamboat coming down-

stream, to keep from getting run over; but wewouldn’t have to light it

for up-stream boats unless we seewe was in what they call a

“crossing”; for the riverwas pretty high yet, very low banks being still

a little underwater; so up-bound boats didn’t always run the channel,

buthunted easy water.

This second night we run between seven and eight hours, with

acurrent that was making over four mile an hour. We catchedfish

and talked, and we took a swim now and then to keep offsleepiness.

It was kind of solemn, drifting down the big,still river, laying on our

backs looking up at the stars, and wedidn’t ever feel like talking loud,

and it warn’t oftenthat we laughed—only a little kind of a low

chuckle. Wehad mighty good weather as a general thing, and nothing

everhappened to us at all—that night, nor the next, nor thenext.

Every night we passed towns, some of them away up on

blackhillsides, nothing but just a shiny bed of lights; not a

housecould you see. The fifth night we passed St. Louis, and itwas

like the whole world lit up. In St. Petersburg they used to saythere

was twenty or thirty thousand people in St. Louis, but Inever

believed it till I see that wonderful spread of lights at twoo’clock that

still night. There warn’t a soundthere; everybody was asleep.

Every night now I used to slip ashore towards ten o’clockat some

little village, and buy ten or fifteen cents’ worthof meal or bacon or



other stuff to eat; and sometimes I lifted achicken that warn’t

roosting comfortable, and took him along. Pap always said, take a

chicken when you get a chance,because if you don’t want him

yourself you can easy findsomebody that does, and a good deed ain’t

ever forgot. I never see pap when he didn’t want the chickenhimself,

but that is what he used to say, anyway.

Mornings before daylight I slipped into cornfields and borroweda

watermelon, or a mushmelon, or a punkin, or some new corn,

orthings of that kind. Pap always said it warn’t no harmto borrow

things if you was meaning to pay them back some time; butthe

widow said it warn’t anything but a soft name forstealing, and no

decent body would do it. Jim said hereckoned the widow was partly

right and pap was partly right; sothe best way would be for us to pick

out two or three things fromthe list and say we wouldn’t borrow

them any more—thenhe reckoned it wouldn’t be no harm to borrow

the others. So we talked it over all one night, drifting along down

theriver, trying to make up our minds whether to drop the

watermelons,or the cantelopes, or the mushmelons, or what. But

towardsdaylight we got it all settled satisfactory, and concluded to

dropcrabapples and p’simmons. We warn’t feeling justright before

that, but it was all comfortable now. I was gladthe way it come out,

too, because crabapples ain’t ever good,and the p’simmons wouldn’t

be ripe for two or threemonths yet.

We shot a water-fowl now and then that got up too early in

themorning or didn’t go to bed early enough in the evening. Take it

all round, we lived pretty high.

The fifth night below St. Louis we had a big storm aftermidnight,

with a power of thunder and lightning, and the rainpoured down in a

solid sheet. We stayed in the wigwam and let theraft take care of

itself. When the lightning glared out we couldsee a big straight river

ahead, and high, rocky bluffs on bothsides. By and by says I, “Hel-lo,

Jim, lookyyonder!” It was a steamboat that had killed herself on

arock. We was drifting straight down for her. Thelightning showed

her very distinct. She was leaning over,with part of her upper deck

above water, and you could see everylittle chimbly-guy clean and



clear, and a chair by the big bell,with an old slouch hat hanging on

the back of it, when the flashescome.

Well, it being away in the night and stormy, and all somysterious-

like, I felt just the way any other boy would a feltwhen I see that

wreck laying there so mournful and lonesome in themiddle of the

river. I wanted to get aboard of her and slinkaround a little, and see

what there was there. So I says:

“Le’s land on her, Jim.”

But Jim was dead against it at first. He says:

“I doan’ want to go fool’n ‘long er nowrack. We’s doin’ blame’ well, en

we betterlet blame’ well alone, as de good book says. Like asnot dey’s

a watchman on dat wrack.”

“Watchman your grandmother,” I says; “thereain’t nothing to watch

but the texas and the pilot-house; anddo you reckon anybody’s going

to resk his life for a texasand a pilot-house such a night as this, when

it’s likely tobreak up and wash off down the river any minute?”

Jimcouldn’t say nothing to that, so he didn’t try. "And besides,” I

says, “we might borrow somethingworth having out of the captain’s

stateroom. Seegars, Ibet you—and cost five cents apiece, solid cash.

Steamboat captains is always rich, and get sixty dollars amonth,

andtheydon’t care a cent what a thing costs, you know,long as they

want it. Stick a candle in your pocket; Ican’t rest, Jim, till we give her

a rummaging. Do youreckon Tom Sawyer would ever go by this

thing? Not for pie,he wouldn’t. He’d call it anadventure—that’s what

he’d call it; andhe’d land on that wreck if it was his last act.

Andwouldn’t he throw style into it?—wouldn’t hespread himself, nor

nothing? Why, you’d think it wasChristopher C’lumbus discovering

Kingdom-Come. I wishTom Sawyerwashere.”

Jim he grumbled a little, but give in. He said wemustn’t talk any

more than we could help, and then talkmighty low. The lightning

showed us the wreck again just intime, and we fetched the stabboard

derrick, and made fastthere.



The deck was high out here. We went sneaking down theslope of it to

labboard, in the dark, towards the texas, feelingour way slow with

our feet, and spreading our hands out to fend offthe guys, for it was

so dark we couldn’t see no sign of them. Pretty soon we struck the

forward end of the skylight, andclumb on to it; and the next step

fetched us in front of thecaptain’s door, which was open, and by

Jimminy, away downthrough the texas-hall we see a light! and all in

the same secondwe seem to hear low voices in yonder!

Jim whispered and said he was feeling powerful sick, and told meto

come along. I says, all right, and was going to start forthe raft; but

just then I heard a voice wail out and say:

“Oh, please don’t, boys; I swear I won’t evertell!”

Another voice said, pretty loud:

“It’s a lie, Jim Turner. You’ve actedthis way before. You always want

more’n your share ofthe truck, and you’ve always got it, too,

becauseyou’ve swore ‘t if you didn’t you’d tell. But this time you’ve

said it jest one time too many. You’re the meanest, treacherousest

hound in thiscountry.”

By this time Jim was gone for the raft. I was justa-biling with

curiosity; and I says to myself, Tom Sawyerwouldn’t back out now,

and so I won’t either; I’ma-going to see what’s going on here. So I

dropped on myhands and knees in the little passage, and crept aft in

the darktill there warn’t but one stateroom betwixt me and thecross-

hall of the texas. Then in there I see a man stretchedon the floor and

tied hand and foot, and two men standing over him,and one of them

had a dim lantern in his hand, and the other onehad a pistol. This

one kept pointing the pistol at theman’s head on the floor, and

saying:

“I’dliketo! And I orter, too—a meanskunk!”

The man on the floor would shrivel up and say, “Oh, pleasedon’t,

Bill; I hain’t ever goin’ totell.”



And every time he said that the man with the lantern would

laughand say:

“‘Deed youain’t! You never said no truerthing ‘n that, you bet you.”

And once he said: "Hear him beg! and yit if we hadn’t got the best of

himand tied him he’d a killed us both. And whatfor? Jist for noth’n.

Jist because we stood onourrights—that’s what for. But I lay youain’t

a-goin’ to threaten nobody any more, Jim Turner. Putupthat pistol,

Bill.”

Bill says:

“I don’t want to, Jake Packard. I’m forkillin’ him—and didn’t he kill

old Hatfield jistthe same way—and don’t he deserve it?”

“But I don’twanthim killed, and I’ve got myreasons for it.”

“Bless yo’ heart for them words, Jake Packard! I’ll never forgit you

long’s I live!” saysthe man on the floor, sort of blubbering.

Packard didn’t take no notice of that, but hung up hislantern on a

nail and started towards where I was there in thedark, and motioned

Bill to come. I crawfished as fast as Icould about two yards, but the

boat slanted so that Icouldn’t make very good time; so to keep from

getting runover and catched I crawled into a stateroom on the upper

side. The man came a-pawing along in the dark, and when Packard

gotto my stateroom, he says:

“Here—come in here.”

And in he come, and Bill after him. But before they got inI was up in

the upper berth, cornered, and sorry I come. Thenthey stood there,

with their hands on the ledge of the berth, andtalked. I couldn’t see

them, but I could tell wherethey was by the whisky they’d been

having. I was glad Ididn’t drink whisky; but it wouldn’t made

muchdifferenceanyway, because most of the time they couldn’t

atreed me because I didn’t breathe. I was too scared. And, besides, a

bodycouldn’tbreathe and hear such talk. They talked low and

earnest. Bill wanted to killTurner. He says:



“He’s said he’ll tell, and he will. Ifwe was to give both our shares to

himnowit wouldn’t make nodifference after the row and the way

we’ve served him. Shore’s you’re born, he’ll turnState’s evidence;

now you hearme. I’m for puttinghim out of his troubles.”

“So’m I,” says Packard, very quiet.

“Blame it, I’d sorter begun to think youwasn’t. Well, then, that’s all

right. Le’s go and do it.”

“Hold on a minute; I hain’t had my say yit. You listen to me.

Shooting’s good, but there’squieter ways if the thing’sgotto be done.

But what I say isthis: it ain’t good sense to go court’n aroundafter a

halter if you can git at what you’re up to in someway that’s jist as

good and at the same time don’tbring you into no resks. Ain’t that

so?”

“You bet it is. But how you goin’ to manage itthis time?”

“Well, my idea is this: we’ll rustle aroundand gather up whatever

pickins we’ve overlooked in thestaterooms, and shove for shore and

hide the truck. Thenwe’ll wait. Now I say it ain’t a-goin’ tobe more’n

two hours befo’ this wrack breaks up andwashes off down the river.

See? He’ll be drownded, andwon’t have nobody to blame for it but

his own self. Ireckon that’s a considerble sight better ‘nkillin’ of him.

I’m unfavorable to killin’a man as long as you can git aroun’ it; it ain’t

goodsense, it ain’t good morals. Ain’t Iright?”

“Yes, I reck’n you are. But s’poseshedon’tbreak up and wash off?”

“Well, we can wait the two hours anyway and see,can’t we?”

“All right, then; come along.”

So they started, and I lit out, all in a cold sweat, andscrambled

forward. It was dark as pitch there; but I said, in akind of a coarse

whisper, “Jim!” and he answered up,right at my elbow, with a sort of

a moan, and I says:



“Quick, Jim, it ain’t no time for fooling around andmoaning; there’s a

gang of murderers in yonder, and if wedon’t hunt up their boat and

set her drifting down the riverso these fellows can’t get away from

the wreck there’sone of ‘em going to be in a bad fix. But if we

findtheir boat we can putallof ‘em in a bad fix—for thesheriff ‘ll get

‘em. Quick—hurry! I’ll hunt the labboard side, you hunt the

stabboard.You start at the raft, and—”

“Oh, my lordy, lordy! raf‘? Deyain’ no raf’ no mo’; she done broke

loose en goneI—en here we is!”



CHAPTER XIII.

WELL, I catched my breath and most fainted. Shut up on awreck

with such a gang as that! But it warn’t no timeto be sentimentering.

We’dgotto find that boatnow—had to have it for ourselves. So we

went a-quakingand shaking down the stabboard side, and slow work

it was,too—seemed a week before we got to the stern. No signof a

boat. Jim said he didn’t believe he could go anyfurther—so scared he

hadn’t hardly any strength left,he said. But I said, come on, if we get

left on this wreck weare in a fix, sure. So on we prowled again. We

struckfor the stern of the texas, and found it, and then scrabbled

alongforwards on the skylight, hanging on from shutter to shutter,

forthe edge of the skylight was in the water. When we got prettyclose

to the cross-hall door there was the skiff, sure enough! I could just

barely see her. I felt ever so thankful. In another second I would a

been aboard of her, but just thenthe door opened. One of the men

stuck his head out only abouta couple of foot from me, and I thought

I was gone; but he jerkedit in again, and says:

“Heave that blame lantern out o’ sight,Bill!”

He flung a bag of something into the boat, and then got inhimself

and set down. It was Packard. Then Billhecomeout and got in.

Packard says, in a low voice:

“All ready—shove off!”

I couldn’t hardly hang on to the shutters, I was so weak. But Bill says:

“Hold on—‘d you go through him?”

“No. Didn’t you?”

“No. So he’s got his share o’ the cashyet.”

“Well, then, come along; no use to take truck and leavemoney.”

“Say, won’t he suspicion what we’re upto?”



“Maybe he won’t. But we got to have it anyway.Come along.”

So they got out and went in.

The door slammed to because it was on the careened side; and ina

half second I was in the boat, and Jim come tumbling after me. I out

with my knife and cut the rope, and away we went!

We didn’t touch an oar, and we didn’t speak norwhisper, nor hardly

even breathe. We went gliding swiftalong, dead silent, past the tip of

the paddle-box, and past thestern; then in a second or two more we

was a hundred yards belowthe wreck, and the darkness soaked her

up, every last sign of her,and we was safe, and knowed it.

When we was three or four hundred yards down-stream we see

thelantern show like a little spark at the texas door for a second,and

we knowed by that that the rascals hadmissed their boat, andwas

beginning to understand that they was in just as much troublenow as

Jim Turner was.

Then Jim manned the oars, and we took out after our raft. Now was

the first time that I begun to worry about themen—I reckon I hadn’t

had time to before. I begunto think how dreadful it was, even for

murderers, to be in such afix. I says to myself, there ain’t no telling

but Imight come to be a murderer myself yet, and then how would I

likeit? So says I to Jim:

“The first light we see we’ll land a hundred yardsbelow it or above it,

in a place where it’s a goodhiding-place for you and the skiff, and

then I’ll go and fixup some kind of a yarn, and get somebody to go for

that gang andget them out of their scrape, so they can be hung when

their timecomes.”

But that idea was a failure; for pretty soon it begun to stormagain,

and this time worse than ever. The rain poured down,and never a

light showed; everybody in bed, I reckon. Weboomed along down the

river, watching for lights and watching forour raft. After a long time

the rain let up, but the cloudsstayed, and the lightning kept



whimpering, and by and by a flashshowed us a black thing ahead,

floating, and we made for it.

It was the raft, and mighty glad was we to get aboard of itagain. We

seen a light now away down to the right, on shore. So I said I would

go for it. The skiff was half full ofplunder which that gang had stole

there on the wreck. Wehustled it on to the raft in a pile, and I told

Jim to float alongdown, and show a light when he judged he had

gone about two mile,and keep it burning till I come; then I manned

my oars and shovedfor the light. As I got down towards it three or

four moreshowed—up on a hillside. It was a village. Iclosed in above

the shore light, and laid on my oars and floated. As I went by I see it

was a lantern hanging on the jackstaffof a double-hull ferryboat. I

skimmed around for thewatchman, a-wondering whereabouts he

slept; and by and by I foundhim roosting on the bitts forward, with

his head down between hisknees. I gave his shoulder two or three

little shoves, andbegun to cry.

He stirred up in a kind of a startlish way; but when he see itwas only

me he took a good gap and stretch, and then he says:

“Hello, what’s up? Don’t cry, bub. What’s the trouble?”

I says:

“Pap, and mam, and sis, and—”

Then I broke down. He says:

“Oh, dang it now,don’ttake on so; we all has to haveour troubles, and

this ‘n ‘ll come out all right. What’s the matter with ‘em?”

“They’re—they’re—are you thewatchman of the boat?”

“Yes,” he says, kind of pretty-well-satisfied like. "I’m the captain and

the owner and the mate and thepilot and watchman and head deck-

hand; and sometimes I’m thefreight and passengers. I ain’t as rich as

old JimHornback, and I can’t be so blame’ generous and good

toTom, Dick, and Harry as what he is, and slam around money the

wayhe does; but I’ve told him a many a time ‘t Iwouldn’t trade places



with him; for, says I, a sailor’slife’s the life for me, and I’m derned

ifI’dlivetwo mile out o’ town, where there ain’t nothing evergoin’ on,

not for all his spondulicks and as much more on topof it. Says I—”

I broke in and says:

“They’re in an awful peck of trouble,and—”

“Whois?”

“Why, pap and mam and sis and Miss Hooker; and ifyou’d take your

ferryboat and go up there—”

“Up where? Where are they?”

“On the wreck.”

“What wreck?”

“Why, there ain’t but one.”

“What, you don’t mean the Walter Scott?”

“Yes.”

“Good land! what are they doin’there, for gracioussakes?”

“Well, they didn’t go there a-purpose.”

“I bet they didn’t! Why, great goodness, thereain’t no chance for ‘em

if they don’t git offmighty quick! Why, how in the nation did they

ever git intosuch a scrape?”

“Easy enough. Miss Hooker was a-visiting up there tothe town—”

“Yes, Booth’s Landing—go on.”

“She was a-visiting there at Booth’s Landing, andjust in the edge of

the evening she started over with her niggerwoman in the horse-ferry

to stay all night at her friend’shouse, Miss What-you-may-call-her I



disremember her name—andthey lost their steering-oar, and swung

around and went a-floatingdown, stern first, about two mile, and

saddle-baggsed on the wreck,and the ferryman and the nigger

woman and the horses was all lost,but Miss Hooker she made a grab

and got aboard the wreck. Well, about an hour after dark we come

along down in ourtrading-scow, and it was so dark we didn’t notice

the wrecktill we was right on it; and sowesaddle-baggsed; but all of

us wassaved but Bill Whipple—and oh, hewasthe best cretur!—Imost

wish ‘t it had been me, I do.”

“My George! It’s the beatenest thing I everstruck. Andthenwhat did

you all do?”

“Well, we hollered and took on, but it’s so widethere we couldn’t

make nobody hear. So pap saidsomebody got to get ashore and get

help somehow. I was the only onethat could swim, so I made a dash

for it, and Miss Hooker she saidif I didn’t strike help sooner, come

here and hunt up heruncle, and he’d fix the thing. I made the land

about amile below, and been fooling along ever since, trying to get

peopleto do something, but they said, ‘What, in such a night andsuch

a current? There ain’t no sense in it; go for the steamferry.’ Now if

you’ll go and—”

“By Jackson, I’dliketo, and, blame it, I don’tknow but I will; but who

in the dingnation’s a-going’topayfor it? Do you reckon your pap—”

“Whythat’sall right. Miss Hooker she toleme,particular, that her

uncle Hornback—”

“Great guns! isheher uncle? Looky here, you breakfor that light over

yonder-way, and turn out west when you gitthere, and about a

quarter of a mile out you’ll come to thetavern; tell ‘em to dart you out

to Jim Hornback’s, andhe’ll foot the bill. And don’t you fool

aroundany, because he’ll want to know the news. Tell himI’ll have his

niece all safe before he can get to town. Hump yourself, now; I’m a-

going up around the cornerhere to roust out my engineer.”

I struck for the light, but as soon as he turned the corner Iwent back

and got into my skiff and bailed her out, and then pulledup shore in



the easy water about six hundred yards, and tuckedmyself in among

some woodboats; for I couldn’t rest easy tillI could see the ferryboat

start. But take it all around, I wasfeeling ruther comfortable on

accounts of taking all this troublefor that gang, for not many would a

done it. I wished thewidow knowed about it. I judged she would be

proud of me forhelping these rapscallions, because rapscallions and

dead beats isthe kind the widow and good people takes the most

interest in.

Well, before long here comes the wreck, dim and dusky, slidingalong

down! A kind of cold shiver went through me, and then Istruck out

for her. She was very deep, and I see in a minutethere warn’t much

chance for anybody being alive in her. I pulled all around her and

hollered a little, but therewasn’t any answer; all dead still. I felt a

little bitheavy-hearted about the gang, but not much, for I reckoned

if theycould stand it I could.

Then here comes the ferryboat; so I shoved for the middle of theriver

on a long down-stream slant; and when I judged I was out ofeye-

reach I laid on my oars, and looked back and see her go andsmell

around the wreck for Miss Hooker’s remainders, becausethe captain

would know her uncle Hornback would want them; and thenpretty

soon the ferryboat give it up and went for the shore, and Ilaid into

my work and went a-booming down the river.

It did seem a powerful long time before Jim’s light showedup; and

when it did show it looked like it was a thousand mile off. By the time

I got there the sky was beginning to get a littlegray in the east; so we

struck for an island, and hid the raft, andsunk the skiff, and turned in

and slept like dead people.



CHAPTER XIV.

BY and by, when we got up, we turned over the truck the gang

hadstole off of the wreck, and found boots, and blankets, and

clothes,and all sorts of other things, and a lot of books, and a

spyglass,and three boxes of seegars. We hadn’t ever been thisrich

before in neither of our lives. The seegars was prime. We laid off all

the afternoon in the woods talking, and mereading the books, and

having a general good time. I told Jim allabout what happened inside

the wreck and at the ferryboat, and Isaid these kinds of things was

adventures; but he said hedidn’t want no more adventures. He said

that when Iwent in the texas and he crawled back to get on the raft

and foundher gone he nearly died, because he judged it was all

upwithhimanyway it could be fixed; for if he didn’t get savedhe

would get drownded; and if he did get saved, whoever saved

himwould send him back home so as to get the reward, and then

MissWatson would sell him South, sure. Well, he was right; he

wasmost always right; he had an uncommon level head for a nigger.

I read considerable to Jim about kings and dukes and earls andsuch,

and how gaudy they dressed, and how much style they put on,and

called each other your majesty, and your grace, and yourlordship,

and so on, ‘stead of mister; and Jim’s eyesbugged out, and he was

interested. He says:

“I didn’ know dey was so many un um. Ihain’t hearn ‘bout none un

um, skasely, but ole KingSollermun, onless you counts dem kings

dat’s in a pack erk’yards. How much do a king git?”

“Get?” I says; “why, they get a thousanddollars a month if they want

it; they can have just as much as theywant; everything belongs to

them.”

“Ain‘dat gay? En what dey got to do,Huck?”

“Theydon’t do nothing! Why, how you talk! Theyjust set around.”

“No; is dat so?”



“Of course it is. They just set around—except,maybe, when there’s a

war; then they go to the war. Butother times they just lazy around; or

go hawking—just hawkingand sp—Sh!—d’ you hear a noise?”

We skipped out and looked; but it warn’t nothing but theflutter of a

steamboat’s wheel away down, coming around thepoint; so we come

back.

“Yes,” says I, “and other times, when thingsis dull, they fuss with the

parlyment; and if everybody don’tgo just so he whacks their heads

off. But mostly they hang roundthe harem.”

“Roun’ de which?”

“Harem.”

“What’s de harem?”

“The place where he keeps his wives. Don’t youknow about the

harem? Solomon had one; he had about a millionwives.”

“Why, yes, dat’s so; I—I’d done forgotit. A harem’s a bo’d’n-house,

Ireck’n. Mos’ likely dey has rackety times in denussery. En I reck’n de

wives quarrels considable; endat ‘crease de racket. Yit dey say

Sollermun dewises’ man dat ever live’. I doan’ take nostock in dat.

Bekase why: would a wise man want to live in demids’ er sich a blim-

blammin’ all de time? No—‘deed he wouldn’t. A wise man‘ud take en

buil’ a biler-factry; en den he couldshetdownde biler-factry when he

want to res’.”

“Well, but hewasthe wisest man, anyway; because the widowshe told

me so, her own self.”

“I doan k’yer what de widder say, hewarn’tnowise man nuther. He

had some er de dad-fetchedes’ waysI ever see. Does you know ‘bout

dat chile dat he‘uz gwyne to chop in two?”

“Yes, the widow told me all about it.”



“Well, den! Warn’ dat de beatenes’notion in de worl’? You jes’ take en

look at it aminute. Dah’s de stump, dah—dat’s one er dewomen;

heah’s you—dat’s de yuther one; I’sSollermun; en dish yer dollar

bill’s de chile. Bofe unyou claims it. What does I do? Does I shin

aroun’mongs’ de neighbors en fine out which un you debilldob’long

to, en han’ it over to de right one, allsafe en soun’, de way dat

anybody dat had any gumption would? No; I take en whack de bill

intwo, en give half un it to you,en de yuther half to de yuther woman.

Dat’s de waySollermun was gwyne to do wid de chile. Now I want to

astyou: what’s de use er dat half abill?—can’t buy noth’n wid it. En

what useis a half a chile? I wouldn’ give a dern for a millionun um.”

“But hang it, Jim, you’ve clean missed thepoint—blame it, you’ve

missed it a thousandmile.”

“Who? Me? Go ‘long. Doan’talk to me ‘bout yo’ pints. I reck’n Iknows

sense when I sees it; en dey ain’ no sense in sichdoin’s as dat. De

‘spute warn’t ‘bout ahalf a chile, de ‘spute was ‘bout a whole chile; en

deman dat think he kin settle a ‘spute ‘bout a wholechile wid a half a

chile doan’ know enough to come inout’n de rain. Doan’ talk to me

‘boutSollermun, Huck, I knows him by de back.”

“But I tell you you don’t get the point.”

“Blame de point! I reck’n I knows what Iknows. En mine you,

derealpint is downfurder—it’s down deeper. It lays in de

waySollermun was raised. You take a man dat’s goton’y one or two

chillen; is dat man gwyne to be wasefulo’ chillen? No, he ain’t; he

can’t‘ford it. Heknow how to value ‘em. But youtake a man dat’s got

‘bout five million chillenrunnin’ roun’ de house, en it’s diffunt. Heas

soon chop a chile in two as a cat. Dey’s plentymo’. A chile er two, mo’

er less, warn’t noconsekens to Sollermun, dad fatch him!”

I never see such a nigger. If he got a notion in his headonce, there

warn’t no getting it out again. He was themost down on Solomon of

any nigger I ever see. So I went totalking about other kings, and let

Solomon slide. I toldabout Louis Sixteenth that got his head cut off in

France long timeago; and about his little boy the dolphin, that would



a been aking, but they took and shut him up in jail, and some say he

diedthere.

“Po’ little chap.”

“But some says he got out and got away, and come toAmerica.”

“Dat’s good! But he’ll be pootylonesome—dey ain’ no kings here, is

dey,Huck?”

“No.”

“Den he cain’t git no situation. What he gwyneto do?”

“Well, I don’t know. Some of them gets on thepolice, and some of

them learns people how to talkFrench.”

“Why, Huck, doan’ de French people talk de same waywe does?”

“No, Jim; you couldn’t understand a word theysaid—not a single

word.”

“Well, now, I be ding-busted! How do datcome?”

“I don’t know; but it’s so. I got someof their jabber out of a book.

S’pose a man was to come toyou and say Polly-voo-franzy—what

would you think?”

“I wouldn’ think nuff’n; I’d take enbust him over de head—dat is, if

he warn’t white. I wouldn’t ‘low no nigger to call medat.”

“Shucks, it ain’t calling you anything. It’s only saying, do you know

how to talkFrench?”

“Well, den, why couldn’t hesayit?”

“Why, heisa-saying it. That’s aFrenchman’swayof saying it.”

“Well, it’s a blame ridicklous way, en I doan’want to hear no mo’

‘bout it. Dey ain’ nosense in it.”



“Looky here, Jim; does a cat talk like we do?”

“No, a cat don’t.”

“Well, does a cow?”

“No, a cow don’t, nuther.”

“Does a cat talk like a cow, or a cow talk like acat?”

“No, dey don’t.”

“It’s natural and right for ‘em to talkdifferent from each other, ain’t

it?”

“Course.”

“And ain’t it natural and right for a cat and a cowto talk different

fromus?”

“Why, mos’ sholy it is.”

“Well, then, why ain’t it natural and right foraFrenchmanto talk

different from us? You answer methat.”

“Is a cat a man, Huck?”

“No.”

“Well, den, dey ain’t no sense in a cattalkin’ like a man. Is a cow a

man?—er is a cow acat?”

“No, she ain’t either of them.”

“Well, den, she ain’t got no business to talk likeeither one er the

yuther of ‘em. Is a Frenchman aman?”

“Yes.”



“Well, den! Dad blame it, why doan’ hetalklikea man? You answer

medat!”

I see it warn’t no use wasting words—you can’tlearn a nigger to

argue. So I quit.



CHAPTER XV.

WE judged that three nights more would fetch us to Cairo, at

thebottom of Illinois, where the Ohio River comes in, and that

waswhat we was after. We would sell the raft and get on asteamboat

and go way up the Ohio amongst the free States, and thenbe out of

trouble.

Well, the second night a fog begun to come on, and we made for

atowhead to tie to, for it wouldn’t do to try to run in a fog;but when I

paddled ahead in the canoe, with the line to make fast,there warn’t

anything but little saplings to tie to. Ipassed the line around one of

them right on the edge of the cutbank, but there was a stiff current,

and the raft come booming downso lively she tore it out by the roots

and away she went. Isee the fog closing down, and it made me so sick

and scared Icouldn’t budge for most a half a minute it seemed tome—

and then there warn’t no raft in sight; youcouldn’t see twenty yards. I

jumped into the canoe andrun back to the stern, and grabbed the

paddle and set her back astroke. But she didn’t come. I was in such

ahurry I hadn’t untied her. I got up and tried to untieher, but I was

so excited my hands shook so I couldn’t hardlydo anything with

them.

As soon as I got started I took out after the raft, hot andheavy, right

down the towhead. That was all right as far asit went, but the

towhead warn’t sixty yards long, and theminute I flew by the foot of

it I shot out into the solid whitefog, and hadn’t no more idea which

way I was going than adead man.

Thinks I, it won’t do to paddle; first I know I’llrun into the bank or a

towhead or something; I got to set still andfloat, and yet it’s mighty

fidgety business to have to holdyour hands still at such a time. I

whooped and listened. Away down there somewheres I hears a small

whoop, and upcomes my spirits. I went tearing after it, listening

sharp tohear it again. The next time it come I see I warn’theading for

it, but heading away to the right of it. And thenext time I was heading

away to the left of it—and notgaining on it much either, for I was



flying around, this way andthat and t’other, but it was going straight

ahead all thetime.

I did wish the fool would think to beat a tin pan, and beat itall the

time, but he never did, and it was the still places betweenthe whoops

that was making the trouble for me. Well, I foughtalong, and directly

I hears the whoopbehindme. I was tangledgood now. That was

somebody else’s whoop, or else I wasturned around.

I throwed the paddle down. I heard the whoop again; it wasbehind

me yet, but in a different place; it kept coming, and keptchanging its

place, and I kept answering, till by and by it was infront of me again,

and I knowed the current had swung thecanoe’s head down-stream,

and I was all right if that was Jimand not some other raftsman

hollering. I couldn’t tellnothing about voices in a fog, for nothing

don’t look naturalnor sound natural in a fog.

The whooping went on, and in about a minute I come a-

boomingdown on a cut bank with smoky ghosts of big trees on it, and

thecurrent throwed me off to the left and shot by, amongst a lot

ofsnags that fairly roared, the currrent was tearing by them soswift.

In another second or two it was solid white and still again. I set

perfectly still then, listening to my heart thump, andI reckon I didn’t

draw a breath while it thumped ahundred.

I just give up then. I knowed what the matter was. That cut bank was

an island, and Jim had gone downt’other side of it. It warn’t no

towhead that youcould float by in ten minutes. It had the big timber

of aregular island; it might be five or six miles long and more

thanhalf a mile wide.

I kept quiet, with my ears cocked, about fifteen minutes, Ireckon. I

was floating along, of course, four or five milesan hour; but you don’t

ever think of that. No,youfeellike you are laying dead still on the

water; and if a littleglimpse of a snag slips by you don’t think to

yourself howfastyou’regoing, but you catch your breath and think,

my! howthat snag’s tearing along. If you think it ain’tdismal and



lonesome out in a fog that way by yourself in the night,you try it once

—you’ll see.

Next, for about a half an hour, I whoops now and then; at last Ihears

the answer a long ways off, and tries to follow it, but Icouldn’t do it,

and directly I judged I’d got into anest of towheads, for I had little

dim glimpses of them on bothsides of me—sometimes just a narrow

channel between, and somethat I couldn’t see I knowed was there

because I’d hearthe wash of the current against the old dead brush

and trash thathung over the banks. Well, I warn’t long loosing

thewhoops down amongst the towheads; and I only tried to chase

them alittle while, anyway, because it was worse than chasing aJack-

o’-lantern. You never knowed a sound dodge aroundso, and swap

places so quick and so much.

I had to claw away from the bank pretty lively four or fivetimes, to

keep from knocking the islands out of the river; and so Ijudged the

raft must be butting into the bank every now and then,or else it

would get further ahead and clear out ofhearing—it was floating a

little faster than what I was.

Well, I seemed to be in the open river again by and by, but Icouldn’t

hear no sign of a whoop nowheres. I reckonedJim had fetched up on

a snag, maybe, and it was all up with him. I was good and tired, so I

laid down in the canoe and said Iwouldn’t bother no more. I didn’t

want to go tosleep, of course; but I was so sleepy I couldn’t help it;

soI thought I would take jest one little cat-nap.

But I reckon it was more than a cat-nap, for when I waked up

thestars was shining bright, the fog was all gone, and I was

spinningdown a big bend stern first. First I didn’t know whereI was;

I thought I was dreaming; and when things began to come backto me

they seemed to come up dim out of last week.

It was a monstrous big river here, with the tallest and thethickest

kind of timber on both banks; just a solid wall, as wellas I could see

by the stars. I looked away down-stream, andseen a black speck on

the water. I took after it; but when I got toit it warn’t nothing but a



couple of sawlogs made fasttogether. Then I see another speck, and

chased that; thenanother, and this time I was right. It was the raft.

When I got to it Jim was setting there with his head downbetween

his knees, asleep, with his right arm hanging over thesteering-oar.

The other oar was smashed off, and the raft waslittered up with

leaves and branches and dirt. So she’dhad a rough time.

I made fast and laid down under Jim’s nose on the raft,and began to

gap, and stretch my fists out against Jim, andsays:

“Hello, Jim, have I been asleep? Why didn’tyou stir me up?”

“Goodness gracious, is dat you, Huck? En youain’ dead—you ain’

drownded—you’sback agin? It’s too good for true, honey, it’stoo good

for true. Lemme look at you chile, lemme feel o’you. No, you ain’

dead! you’s back agin,‘live en soun’, jis de same ole Huck—de same

oleHuck, thanks to goodness!”

“What’s the matter with you, Jim? You beena-drinking?”

“Drinkin’? Has I ben a-drinkin’? Has I had a chance to be a-

drinkin’?”

“Well, then, what makes you talk so wild?”

“How does I talk wild?”

“How? Why, hain’t you been talking about mycoming back, and all

that stuff, as if I’d been goneaway?”

“Huck—Huck Finn, you look me in de eye; look me inde eye.

Hain’tyou ben gone away?”

“Gone away? Why, what in the nation do you mean? I hain’t been

gone anywheres. Where would I goto?”

“Well, looky here, boss, dey’s sumf’n wrong,dey is. Is Ime, or whoisI?

Is I heah, or whahisI? Nowdat’s what I wants to know.”



“Well, I think you’re here, plain enough, but Ithink you’re a tangle-

headed old fool, Jim.”

“I is, is I? Well, you answer me dis: Didn’t you tote out de line in de

canoe fer to makefas’ to de tow-head?”

“No, I didn’t. What tow-head? Ihain’t see no tow-head.”

“You hain’t seen no towhead? Looky here,didn’t de line pull loose en

de raf’ go a-hummin’down de river, en leave you en de canoe behine

in defog?”

“What fog?”

“Why, de fog!—de fog dat’s been aroun’all night. En didn’t you

whoop, en didn’t Iwhoop, tell we got mix’ up in de islands en one un

us gotlos’ en t’other one was jis’ as good aslos’, ‘kase he didn’ know

whah he wuz? Endidn’t I bust up agin a lot er dem islands en have a

turribletime en mos’ git drownded? Now ain’ dat so,boss—ain’t it so?

You answer me dat.”

“Well, this is too many for me, Jim. I hain’tseen no fog, nor no

islands, nor no troubles, nor nothing. Ibeen setting here talking with

you all night till you went to sleepabout ten minutes ago, and I

reckon I done the same. Youcouldn’t a got drunk in that time, so of

course you’vebeen dreaming.”

“Dad fetch it, how is I gwyne to dream all dat in tenminutes?”

“Well, hang it all, you did dream it, because theredidn’t any of it

happen.”

“But, Huck, it’s all jis’ as plain to meas—”

“It don’t make no difference how plain it is; thereain’t nothing in it. I

know, because I’ve been here allthe time.”

Jim didn’t say nothing for about five minutes, but setthere studying

over it. Then he says:



“Well, den, I reck’n I did dream it, Huck; but dogmy cats ef it ain’t de

powerfullest dream I ever see. En I hain’t ever had no dream

b’fo’dat’s tired me like dis one.”

“Oh, well, that’s all right, because a dream doestire a body like

everything sometimes. But this one was astaving dream; tell me all

about it, Jim.”

So Jim went to work and told me the whole thing right through,just

as it happened, only he painted it up considerable. Thenhe said he

must start in and “‘terpret” it,because it was sent for a warning. He

said the first towheadstood for a man that would try to do us some

good, but the currentwas another man that would get us away from

him. The whoopswas warnings that would come to us every now and

then, and if wedidn’t try hard to make out to understand them

they’djust take us into bad luck, ‘stead of keeping us out of it. The lot

of towheads was troubles we was going to get intowith quarrelsome

people and all kinds of mean folks, but if weminded our business and

didn’t talk back and aggravate them,we would pull through and get

out of the fog and into the big clearriver, which was the free States,

and wouldn’t have no moretrouble.

It had clouded up pretty dark just after I got on to the raft,but it was

clearing up again now.

“Oh, well, that’s all interpreted well enough as faras it goes, Jim,” I

says; “but what doesthesethingsstand for?”

It was the leaves and rubbish on the raft and the smashed oar. You

could see them first-rate now.

Jim looked at the trash, and then looked at me, and back at thetrash

again. He had got the dream fixed so strong in his headthat he

couldn’t seem to shake it loose and get the factsback into its place

again right away. But when he did get thething straightened around

he looked at me steady without eversmiling, and says:

“What do dey stan’ for? I’se gwyne totell you. When I got all wore out

wid work, en wid decallin’ for you, en went to sleep, my heart wuz



mos’broke bekase you wuz los’, en I didn’ k’yerno’ mo’ what become

er me en de raf’. Enwhen I wake up en fine you back agin, all safe en

soun’, detears come, en I could a got down on my knees en kiss

yo’foot, I’s so thankful. En all you wuz thinkin’‘bout wuz how you

could make a fool uv ole Jim wid a lie. Dat truck dah istrash; en trash

is what people is dat putsdirt on de head er dey fren’s en makes

‘emashamed.”

Then he got up slow and walked to the wigwam, and went in

therewithout saying anything but that. But that was enough. It made

me feel so mean I could almost kissedhisfoot to gethim to take it

back.

It was fifteen minutes before I could work myself up to go

andhumble myself to a nigger; but I done it, and I warn’t eversorry

for it afterwards, neither. I didn’t do him nomore mean tricks, and I

wouldn’t done that one if I’d aknowed it would make him feel that

way.



CHAPTER XVI.

WE slept most all day, and started out at night, a little waysbehind a

monstrous long raft that was as long going by as aprocession. She

had four long sweeps at each end, so wejudged she carried as many

as thirty men, likely. She hadfive big wigwams aboard, wide apart,

and an open camp fire in themiddle, and a tall flag-pole at each end.

There was a powerof style about her. Itamountedto something being

a raftsmanon such a craft as that.

We went drifting down into a big bend, and the night clouded upand

got hot. The river was very wide, and was walled withsolid timber on

both sides; you couldn’t see a break in ithardly ever, or a light. We

talked about Cairo, and wonderedwhether we would know it when

we got to it. I said likely wewouldn’t, because I had heard say there

warn’t butabout a dozen houses there, and if they didn’t happen to

havethem lit up, how was we going to know we was passing a town?

Jim said if the two big rivers joined together there, thatwould show.

But I said maybe we might think we was passingthe foot of an island

and coming into the same old river again.That disturbed Jim—and

me too. So the question was,what to do? I said, paddle ashore the

first time a lightshowed, and tell them pap was behind, coming along

with atrading-scow, and was a green hand at the business, and

wanted toknow how far it was to Cairo. Jim thought it was a good

idea,so we took a smoke on it and waited.

There warn’t nothing to do now but to look out sharp forthe town,

and not pass it without seeing it. He saidhe’d be mighty sure to see it,

because he’d be a freeman the minute he seen it, but if he missed it

he’d be in aslave country again and no more show for freedom.

Everylittle while he jumps up and says:

“Dah she is?”

But it warn’t. It was Jack-o’-lanterns, orlightning bugs; so he set

down again, and went to watching, same asbefore. Jim said it made

him all over trembly and feverish tobe so close to freedom. Well, I



can tell you it made me allover trembly and feverish, too, to hear

him, because I begun to getit through my head that hewasmost free—

and who was to blamefor it? Why,me. I couldn’t get that out of

myconscience, no how nor no way. It got to troubling me so Icouldn’t

rest; I couldn’t stay still in one place. It hadn’t ever come home to me

before, what this thingwas that I was doing. But now it did; and it

stayed with me,and scorched me more and more. I tried to make out

to myselfthat I warn’t to blame, because I didn’t run Jim offfrom his

rightful owner; but it warn’t no use, conscience upandsays, every

time, “But you knowed he was running for hisfreedom, and you could

a paddled ashore and told somebody.” That was so—I couldn’t get

around that noway. That was where it pinched. Conscience says to

me,“What had poor Miss Watson done to you that you could see

hernigger go off right under your eyes and never say one single

word? What did that poor old woman do to you that you could

treather so mean? Why, she tried to learn you your book, she triedto

learn you your manners, she tried to be good to you every wayshe

knowed how. That’swhat she done.”

I got to feeling so mean and so miserable I most wished I wasdead. I

fidgeted up and down the raft, abusing myself tomyself, and Jim was

fidgeting up and down past me. We neitherof us could keep still.

Every time he danced around and says,“Dah’s Cairo!” it went

through me like a shot,and I thought if itwasCairo I reckoned I would

die ofmiserableness.

Jim talked out loud all the time while I was talking to myself. He was

saying how the first thing he would do when he got toa free State he

would go to saving up money and never spend asingle cent, and

when he got enough he would buy his wife, whichwas owned on a

farm close to where Miss Watson lived; and then theywould both

work to buy the two children, and if their masterwouldn’t sell them,

they’d get an Ab’litionist togo and steal them.

It most froze me to hear such talk. He wouldn’t everdared to talk

such talk in his life before. Just see what adifference it made in him

the minute he judged he was about free. It was according to the old

saying, “Give a nigger aninch and he’ll take an ell.” Thinks I, this

iswhat comes of my not thinking. Here was this nigger, which Ihad as



good as helped to run away, coming right out flat-footed andsaying

he would steal his children—children that belonged toa man I didn’t

even know; a man that hadn’t ever doneme no harm.

I was sorry to hear Jim say that, it was such a lowering of him. My

conscience got to stirring me up hotter than ever, untilat last I says to

it, “Let up on me—it ain’t toolate yet—I’ll paddle ashore at the first

light andtell.” I felt easy and happy and light as a featherright off. All

my troubles was gone. I went to lookingout sharp for a light, and sort

of singing to myself. By andby one showed. Jim sings out:

“We’s safe, Huck, we’s safe! Jump up andcrack yo’ heels! Dat’s de

good ole Cairo atlas’, I jis knows it!”

I says:

“I’ll take the canoe and go and see, Jim. Itmightn’t be, you know.”

He jumped and got the canoe ready, and put his old coat in

thebottom for me to set on, and give me the paddle; and as I

shovedoff, he says:

“Pooty soon I’ll be a-shout’n’ for joy,en I’ll say, it’s all on accounts o’

Huck;I’s a free man, en I couldn’t ever ben free ef ithadn’ ben for

Huck; Huck done it. Jim won’t everforgit you, Huck; you’s de bes’

fren’ Jim’sever had; en you’s deonlyfren’ ole Jim’s gotnow.”

I was paddling off, all in a sweat to tell on him; but when hesays this,

it seemed to kind of take the tuck all out of me. I went along slow

then, and I warn’t right down certainwhether I was glad I started or

whether I warn’t. WhenI was fifty yards off, Jim says:

“Dah you goes, de ole true Huck; de on’y whitegenlman dat ever kep’

his promise to ole Jim.”

Well, I just felt sick. But I says, Igotto do it—Ican’t getoutof it. Right

then along comes a skiff withtwo men in it with guns, and they

stopped and I stopped. Oneof them says:

“What’s that yonder?”



“A piece of a raft,” I says.

“Do you belong on it?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Any men on it?”

“Only one, sir.”

“Well, there’s five niggers run off to-night upyonder, above the head

of the bend. Is your man white orblack?”

I didn’t answer up prompt. I tried to, but the wordswouldn’t come. I

tried for a second or two to brace up andout with it, but I warn’t man

enough—hadn’t thespunk of a rabbit. I see I was weakening; so I just

give uptrying, and up and says:

“He’s white.”

“I reckon we’ll go and see for ourselves.”

“I wish you would,” says I, “becauseit’s pap that’s there, and maybe

you’d help metow the raft ashore where the light is. He’ssick—and so

is mam and Mary Ann.”

“Oh, the devil! we’re in a hurry, boy. But Is’pose we’ve got to. Come,

buckle to your paddle,and let’s get along.”

I buckled to my paddle and they laid to their oars. Whenwe had

made a stroke or two, I says:

“Pap’ll be mighty much obleeged to you, I can tellyou. Everybody

goes away when I want them to help me tow theraft ashore, and I

can’t do it by myself.”

“Well, that’s infernal mean. Odd, too. Say, boy, what’s the matter

with yourfather?”

“It’s the—a—the—well, itain’t anything much.”



They stopped pulling. It warn’t but a mighty littleways to the raft

now. One says:

“Boy, that’s a lie. Whatisthe matter with yourpap? Answer up square

now, and it’ll be the better foryou.”

“I will, sir, I will, honest—but don’t leaveus, please. It’s the—the—

Gentlemen, ifyou’ll only pull ahead, and let me heave you the

headline,you won’t have to come a-near the raft—pleasedo.”

“Set her back, John, set her back!” says one. They backed water.

"Keep away, boy—keep tolooard. Confound it, I just expect the wind

has blowed it tous. Your pap’s got the small-pox, and you know

itprecious well. Why didn’t you come out and say so? Do you want to

spread it all over?”

“Well,” says I, a-blubbering, “I’ve toldeverybody before, and they just

went away and left us.”

“Poor devil, there’s something in that. We areright down sorry for

you, but we—well, hang it, wedon’t want the small-pox, you see. Look

here,I’ll tell you what to do. Don’t you try to landby yourself, or you’ll

smash everything to pieces. Youfloat along down about twenty miles,

and you’ll come to atown on the left-hand side of the river. It will be

longafter sun-up then, and when you ask for help you tell them

yourfolks are all down with chills and fever. Don’t be afool again, and

let people guess what is the matter. Nowwe’re trying to do you a

kindness; so you just put twentymiles between us, that’s a good boy.

It wouldn’tdo any good to land yonder where the light is—it’s onlya

wood-yard. Say, I reckon your father’s poor, and I’mbound to say

he’s in pretty hard luck. Here, I’llput a twenty-dollar gold piece on

this board, and you get it whenit floats by. I feel mighty mean to

leave you; but mykingdom! it won’t do to fool with small-pox, don’t

yousee?”

“Hold on, Parker,” says the other man,“here’s a twenty to put on the

board for me. Good-bye, boy; you do as Mr. Parker told you,

andyou’ll be all right.”



“That’s so, my boy—good-bye, good-bye. If you see any runaway

niggers you get help and nab them, andyou can make some money by

it.”

“Good-bye, sir,” says I; “I won’t let norunaway niggers get by me if I

can help it.”

They went off and I got aboard the raft, feeling bad and low,because I

knowed very well I had done wrong, and I see itwarn’t no use for me

to try to learn to do right; a body thatdon’t getstartedright when he’s

little ain’t gotno show—when the pinch comes there ain’t nothing

toback him up and keep him to his work, and so he gets beat. Then I

thought a minute, and says to myself, hold on;s’pose you’d a done

right and give Jim up, would youfelt better than what you do now?

No, says I, I’d feelbad—I’d feel just the same way I do now.

Well,then, says I, what’s the use you learning to do right whenit’s

troublesome to do right and ain’t no trouble to dowrong, and the

wages is just the same? I was stuck. Icouldn’t answer that. So I

reckoned I wouldn’tbother no more about it, but after this always do

whichever comehandiest at the time.

I went into the wigwam; Jim warn’t there. I lookedall around; he

warn’t anywhere. I says:

“Jim!”

“Here I is, Huck. Is dey out o’ sight yit? Don’t talk loud.”

He was in the river under the stern oar, with just his nose out. I told

him they were out of sight, so he come aboard. He says:

“I was a-listenin’ to all de talk, en I slips intode river en was gwyne to

shove for sho’ if dey come aboard. Den I was gwyne to swim to de raf’

agin when dey wasgone. But lawsy, how you did fool ‘em, Huck!

Datwuzde smartes’ dodge! I tell you, chile,I’spec it save’ ole Jim—ole

Jim ain’t goingto forgit you for dat, honey.”

Then we talked about the money. It was a pretty goodraise—twenty

dollars apiece. Jim said we could takedeck passage on a steamboat

now, and the money would last us as faras we wanted to go in the



free States. He said twenty mile morewarn’t far for the raft to go, but

he wished we was alreadythere.

Towards daybreak we tied up, and Jim was mighty particular

abouthiding the raft good. Then he worked all day fixing things

inbundles, and getting all ready to quit rafting.

That night about ten we hove in sight of the lights of a townaway

down in a left-hand bend.

I went off in the canoe to ask about it. Pretty soon Ifound a man out

in the river with a skiff, setting a trot-line. I ranged up and says:

“Mister, is that town Cairo?”

“Cairo? no. You must be a blame’fool.”

“What town is it, mister?”

“If you want to know, go and find out. If you stayhere botherin’

around me for about a half a minute longeryou’ll get something you

won’t want.”

I paddled to the raft. Jim was awful disappointed, but Isaid never

mind, Cairo would be the next place, I reckoned.

We passed another town before daylight, and I was going outagain;

but it was high ground, so I didn’t go. No highground about Cairo,

Jim said. I had forgot it. We laid up forthe day on a towhead

tolerable close to the left-hand bank. Ibegun to suspicion something.

So did Jim. I says:

“Maybe we went by Cairo in the fog that night.”

He says:

“Doan’ le’s talk about it, Huck. Po’ niggers can’t have no luck. I

awluz‘spected dat rattlesnake-skin warn’t done wid itswork.”



“I wish I’d never seen that snake-skin, Jim—Ido wish I’d never laid

eyes on it.”

“It ain’t yo’ fault, Huck; you didn’know. Don’t you blame yo’self

‘boutit.”

When it was daylight, here was the clear Ohio water inshore,sure

enough, and outside was the old regular Muddy! So it wasall up with

Cairo.

We talked it all over. It wouldn’t do to take to theshore; we couldn’t

take the raft up the stream, of course. There warn’t no way but to

wait for dark, and startback in the canoe and take the chances. So we

slept all dayamongst the cottonwood thicket, so as to be fresh for the

work, andwhen we went back to the raft about dark the canoe was

gone!

We didn’t say a word for a good while. Therewarn’t anything to say.

We both knowed well enough itwas some more work of the

rattlesnake-skin; so what was the use totalk about it? It would only

look like we was finding fault,and that would be bound to fetch more

bad luck—and keep onfetching it, too, till we knowed enough to keep

still.

By and by we talked about what we better do, and found therewarn’t

no way but just to go along down with the raft till wegot a chance to

buy a canoe to go back in. We warn’tgoing to borrow it when there

warn’t anybody around, the waypap would do, for that might set

people after us.

So we shoved out after dark on the raft.

Anybody that don’t believe yet that it’s foolishnessto handle a snake-

skin, after all that that snake-skin done for us,will believe it now if

they read on and see what more it done forus.

The place to buy canoes is off of rafts laying up at shore. But we

didn’t see no rafts laying up; so we went alongduring three hours and

more. Well, the night got gray andruther thick, which is the next

meanest thing to fog. Youcan’t tell the shape of the river, and you



can’t see nodistance. It got to be very late and still, and then along

comes asteamboat up the river. We lit the lantern, and judged

shewould see it. Up-stream boats didn’t generly come closeto us;

they go out and follow the bars and hunt for easy waterunder the

reefs; but nights like this they bull right up thechannel against the

whole river.

We could hear her pounding along, but we didn’t see hergood till she

was close. She aimed right for us. Oftenthey do that and try to see

how close they can come withouttouching; sometimes the wheel bites

off a sweep, and then the pilotsticks his head out and laughs, and

thinks he’s mighty smart. Well, here she comes, and we said she was

going to try andshave us; but she didn’t seem to be sheering off a bit.

She was a big one, and she was coming in a hurry, too,looking like a

black cloud with rows of glow-worms around it; butall of a sudden

she bulged out, big and scary, with a long row ofwide-open furnace

doors shining like red-hot teeth, and hermonstrous bows and guards

hanging right over us. There was ayell at us, and a jingling of bells to

stop the engines, a powwowof cussing, and whistling of steam—and

as Jim went overboardon one side and I on the other, she come

smashing straight throughthe raft.

I dived—and I aimed to find the bottom, too, for athirty-foot wheel

had got to go over me, and I wanted it to haveplenty of room. I could

always stay under water a minute;this time I reckon I stayed under a

minute and a half. Then Ibounced for the top in a hurry, for I was

nearly busting. Ipopped out to my armpits and blowed the water out

of my nose, andpuffed a bit. Of course there was a booming current;

and ofcourse that boat started her engines again ten seconds after

shestopped them, for they never cared much for raftsmen; so now

shewas churning along up the river, out of sight in the thick

weather,though I could hear her.

I sung out for Jim about a dozen times, but I didn’t getany answer; so

I grabbed a plank that touched me while I was“treading water,” and

struck out for shore, shoving itahead of me. But I made out to see

that the drift of thecurrent was towards the left-hand shore, which

meant that I was ina crossing; so I changed off and went that way.



It was one of these long, slanting, two-mile crossings; so I wasa good

long time in getting over. I made a safe landing, andclumb up the

bank. I couldn’t see but a little ways, but Iwent poking along over

rough ground for a quarter of a mile ormore, and then I run across a

big old-fashioned double log-housebefore I noticed it. I was going to

rush by and get away, buta lot of dogs jumped out and went to

howling and barking at me, andI knowed better than to move

another peg.



CHAPTER XVII.

IN about a minute somebody spoke out of a window without

puttinghis head out, and says:

“Be done, boys! Who’s there?”

I says:

“It’s me.”

“Who’s me?”

“George Jackson, sir.”

“What do you want?”

“I don’t want nothing, sir. I only want to goalong by, but the dogs

won’t let me.”

“What are you prowling around here this time of nightfor—hey?”

“I warn’t prowling around, sir, I fell overboard offof the steamboat.”

“Oh, you did, did you? Strike a light there,somebody. What did you

say your name was?”

“George Jackson, sir. I’m only aboy.”

“Look here, if you’re telling the truth youneedn’t be afraid—nobody’ll

hurt you. Butdon’t try to budge; stand right where you are. Rouseout

Bob and Tom, some of you, and fetch the guns. GeorgeJackson, is

there anybody with you?”

“No, sir, nobody.”

I heard the people stirring around in the house now, and see alight.

The man sung out:



“Snatch that light away, Betsy, you oldfool—ain’t you got any sense?

Put it on the floorbehind the front door. Bob, if you and Tom are

ready, takeyour places.”

“All ready.”

“Now, George Jackson, do you know theShepherdsons?”

“No, sir; I never heard of them.”

“Well, that may be so, and it mayn’t. Now, allready. Step forward,

George Jackson. And mind,don’t you hurry—come mighty slow.

Ifthere’s anybody with you, let him keep back—if he showshimself

he’ll be shot. Come along now. Come slow; pushthe door open

yourself—just enough to squeeze in, d’you hear?”

I didn’t hurry; I couldn’t if I’d a wanted to. I took one slow step at a

time and there warn’t asound, only I thought I could hear my heart.

The dogs were asstill as the humans, but they followed a little behind

me. When Igot to the three log doorsteps I heard them unlocking and

unbarringand unbolting. I put my hand on the door and pushed it

alittle and a little more till somebody said, “There,that’s enough—put

your head in.” I done it, but Ijudged they would take it off.

The candle was on the floor, and there they all was, looking atme,

and me at them, for about a quarter of a minute: Threebig men with

guns pointed at me, which made me wince, I tell you;the oldest, gray

and about sixty, the other two thirty ormore—all of them fine and

handsome—and the sweetest oldgray-headed lady, and back of her

two young women which Icouldn’t see right well. The old gentleman

says:

“There; I reckon it’s all right. Comein.”

As soon as I was in the old gentleman he locked the door andbarred

it and bolted it, and told the young men to come in withtheir guns,

and they all went in a big parlor that had a new ragcarpet on the

floor, and got together in a corner that was out ofthe range of the

front windows—there warn’t none on theside. They held the candle,

and took a good look at me, andall said, “Why,heain’t a Shepherdson



—no, thereain’t any Shepherdson about him.” Then the oldman said

he hoped I wouldn’t mind being searched for arms,because he didn’t

mean no harm by it—it was only tomake sure. So he didn’t pry into

my pockets, but onlyfelt outside with his hands, and said it was all

right. Hetold me to make myself easy and at home, and tell all about

myself;but the old lady says:

“Why, bless you, Saul, the poor thing’s as wet as hecan be; and don’t

you reckon it may be he’shungry?”

“True for you, Rachel—I forgot.”

So the old lady says:

“Betsy” (this was a nigger woman), “you flyaround and get him

something to eat as quick as you can, poorthing; and one of you girls

go and wake up Buck and tellhim—oh, here he is himself. Buck, take

this littlestranger and get the wet clothes off from him and dress him

up insome of yours that’s dry.”

Buck looked about as old as me—thirteen or fourteen oralong there,

though he was a little bigger than me. Hehadn’t on anything but a

shirt, and he was veryfrowzy-headed. He came in gaping and digging

one fist intohis eyes, and he was dragging a gun along with the other

one. Hesays:

“Ain’t they no Shepherdsons around?”

They said, no, ‘twas a false alarm.

“Well,” he says, “if they’d a ben some,I reckon I’d a got one.”

They all laughed, and Bob says:

“Why, Buck, they might have scalped us all, you’vebeen so slow in

coming.”

“Well, nobody come after me, and it ain’t rightI’m always kept down;

I don’t get no show.”



“Never mind, Buck, my boy,” says the old man,“you’ll have show

enough, all in good time, don’tyou fret about that. Go ‘long with you

now, and do asyour mother told you.”

When we got up-stairs to his room he got me a coarse shirt and

aroundabout and pants of his, and I put them on. While I wasat it he

asked me what my name was, but before I could tell him hestarted to

tell me about a bluejay and a young rabbit he hadcatched in the

woods day before yesterday, and he asked me whereMoses was when

the candle went out. I said I didn’tknow; I hadn’t heard about it

before, no way.

“Well, guess,” he says.

“How’m I going to guess,” says I, “whenI never heard tell of it

before?”

“But you can guess, can’t you? It’s justas easy.”

“Whichcandle?” I says.

“Why, any candle,” he says.

“I don’t know where he was,” says I;“where was he?”

“Why, he was in thedark! That’s where hewas!”

“Well, if you knowed where he was, what did you ask mefor?”

“Why, blame it, it’s a riddle, don’t you see? Say, how long are you

going to stay here? You got tostay always. We can just have booming

times—theydon’t have no school now. Do you own a dog? I’ve got a

dog—and he’ll go in the riverand bring out chips that you throw in.

Do you like to comb upSundays, and all that kind of foolishness? You

bet Idon’t, but ma she makes me. Confound these olebritches! I

reckon I’d better put ‘em on, butI’d ruther not, it’s so warm. Are you

all ready?All right. Come along, old hoss.”

Cold corn-pone, cold corn-beef, butter and buttermilk—thatis what

they had for me down there, and there ain’t nothingbetter that ever



I’ve come across yet. Buck and his maand all of them smoked cob

pipes, except the nigger woman, whichwas gone, and the two young

women. They all smoked andtalked, and I eat and talked. The young

women had quiltsaround them, and their hair down their backs.

They all askedme questions, and I told them how pap and me and all

the family wasliving on a little farm down at the bottom of Arkansaw,

and mysister Mary Ann run off and got married and never was heard

of nomore, and Bill went to hunt them and he warn’t heard of

nomore, and Tom and Mort died, and then there warn’t nobody

butjust me and pap left, and he was just trimmed down to nothing,

onaccount of his troubles; so when he died I took what there wasleft,

because the farm didn’t belong to us, and started upthe river, deck

passage, and fell overboard; and that was how Icome to be here. So

they said I could have a home there aslong as I wanted it. Then it was

most daylight and everybodywent to bed, and I went to bed with

Buck, and when I waked up inthe morning, drat it all, I had forgot

what my name was. So I laidthere about an hour trying to think, and

when Buck waked up Isays:

“Can you spell, Buck?”

“Yes,” he says.

“I bet you can’t spell my name,” says I.

“I bet you what you dare I can,” says he.

“All right,” says I, “go ahead.”

“G-e-o-r-g-e J-a-x-o-n—there now,” hesays.

“Well,” says I, “you done it, but Ididn’t think you could. It ain’t no

slouch of aname to spell—right off without studying.”

I set it down, private, because somebody might wantmeto spell

itnext, and so I wanted to be handy with it and rattle it off like Iwas

used to it.

It was a mighty nice family, and a mighty nice house, too. I hadn’t

seen no house out in the country before thatwas so nice and had so



much style. It didn’t have aniron latch on the front door, nor a

wooden one with a buckskinstring, but a brass knob to turn, the

same as houses in town. Therewarn’t no bed in the parlor, nor a sign

of a bed; but heapsof parlors in towns has beds in them. There was a

bigfireplace that was bricked on the bottom, and the bricks was

keptclean and red by pouring water on them and scrubbing them

withanother brick; sometimes they wash them over with red water-

paintthat they call Spanish-brown, same as they do in town. Theyhad

big brass dog-irons that could hold up a saw-log. There was aclock on

the middle of the mantelpiece, with a picture of a townpainted on the

bottom half of the glass front, and a round place inthe middle of it for

the sun, and you could see the pendulumswinging behind it. It was

beautiful to hear that clock tick;and sometimes when one of these

peddlers had been along and scouredher up and got her in good

shape, she would start in and strike ahundred and fifty before she got

tuckered out. Theywouldn’t took any money for her.

Well, there was a big outlandish parrot on each side of theclock,

made out of something like chalk, and painted up gaudy. By one of

the parrots was a cat made of crockery, and acrockery dog by the

other; and when you pressed down on them theysqueaked, but didn’t

open their mouths nor look different norinterested. They squeaked

through underneath. There wasa couple of big wild-turkey-wing fans

spread out behind thosethings. On the table in the middle of the

room was a kind ofa lovely crockery basket that had apples and

oranges and peachesand grapes piled up in it, which was much

redder and yellower andprettier than real ones is, but they warn’t

real because youcould see where pieces had got chipped off and

showed the whitechalk, or whatever it was, underneath.

This table had a cover made out of beautiful oilcloth, with ared and

blue spread-eagle painted on it, and a painted border allaround. It

come all the way from Philadelphia, they said. There was some

books, too, piled up perfectly exact, on eachcorner of the table. One

was a big family Bible full ofpictures. One was Pilgrim’s Progress,

about a man thatleft his family, it didn’t say why. I read

considerablein it now and then. The statements was interesting,

buttough. Another was Friendship’s Offering, full ofbeautiful stuff

and poetry; but I didn’t read the poetry. Another was Henry Clay’s



Speeches, and another was Dr.Gunn’s Family Medicine, which told

you all about what to doif a body was sick or dead. There was a hymn

book, and a lotof other books. And there was nice split-bottom

chairs, andperfectly sound, too—not bagged down in the middle

andbusted, like an old basket.

They had pictures hung on the walls—mainly Washingtons

andLafayettes, and battles, and Highland Marys, and one

called“Signing the Declaration.” There was some that theycalled

crayons, which one of the daughters which was dead made herown

self when she was only fifteen years old. They wasdifferent from any

pictures I ever see before—blacker,mostly, than is common. One was

a woman in a slim blackdress, belted small under thearmpits, with

bulges like a cabbage inthe middle of the sleeves, and a large black

scoop-shovel bonnetwith a black veil, and white slim ankles crossed

about with blacktape, and very wee black slippers, like a chisel, and

she wasleaning pensive on a tombstone on her right elbow, under a

weepingwillow, and her other hand hanging down her side holding a

whitehandkerchief and a reticule, and underneath the picture it

said“Shall I Never See Thee More Alas.” Another onewas a young

lady with her hair all combed up straight to the top ofher head, and

knotted there in front of a comb like a chair-back,and she was crying

into a handkerchief and had a dead bird layingon its back in her

other hand with its heels up, and underneath thepicture it said “I

Shall Never Hear Thy Sweet Chirrup MoreAlas.” There was one

where a young lady was at a windowlooking up at the moon, and

tears running down her cheeks; and shehad an open letter in one

hand with black sealing wax showing onone edge of it, and she was

mashing a locket with a chain to itagainst her mouth, and

underneath the picture it said “AndArt Thou Gone Yes Thou Art

Gone Alas.” These was allnice pictures, I reckon, but I didn’t

somehow seem to take tothem, because if ever I was down a little

they always give me thefan-tods. Everybody was sorry she died,

because she had laidout a lot more of these pictures to do, and a body

could see bywhat she had done what they had lost. But I reckoned

thatwith her disposition she was having a better time in the

graveyard. She was at work on what they said was her greatest

picturewhen she took sick, and every day and every night it was her

prayerto be allowed to live till she got it done, but she never got



thechance. It was a picture of a young woman in a long whitegown,

standing on the rail of a bridge all ready to jump off, withher hair all

down her back, and looking up to the moon, with thetears running

down her face, and she had two arms folded across herbreast, and

two arms stretched out in front, and two more reachingup towards

the moon—and the idea was to see which pair wouldlook best, and

then scratch out all the other arms; but, as I wassaying, she died

before she got her mind made up, and now they keptthis picture over

the head of the bed in her room, and every timeher birthday come

they hung flowers on it. Other times it washid with a little curtain.

The young woman in the picture hada kind of a nice sweet face, but

there was so many arms it made herlook too spidery, seemed to me.

This young girl kept a scrap-book when she was alive, and usedto

paste obituaries and accidents and cases of patient suffering init out

of the Presbyterian Observer, and write poetry after themout of her

own head. It was very good poetry. This is what shewrote about a boy

by the name of Stephen Dowling Bots that felldown a well and was

drownded:

ODE TO STEPHEN DOWLING BOTS, DEC’D

And did young Stephen sicken, And did young Stephendie?And did

the sad hearts thicken, And did themourners cry?No; such was not

the fate of Young StephenDowling Bots;Though sad hearts round

him thickened, ‘Twas not from sickness’ shots.No whooping-

coughdid rack his frame, Nor measles drear with spots;Notthese

impaired the sacred name Of Stephen DowlingBots.Despised love

struck not with woe That head ofcurly knots,Nor stomach troubles

laid him low, YoungStephen Dowling Bots.O no. Then list with

tearful eye, Whilst I his fate do tell.His soul did from this cold

worldfly By falling down a well.They got him out and emptiedhim;

Alas it was too late;His spirit was gone for tosport aloft In the realms

of the good and great.

If Emmeline Grangerford could make poetry like that before shewas

fourteen, there ain’t no telling what she could a done byand by. Buck

said she could rattle off poetry like nothing. She didn’t ever have to

stop to think. He saidshe would slap down a line, and if she couldn’t



find anythingto rhyme with it would just scratch it out and slap down

anotherone, and go ahead. She warn’t particular; she could

writeabout anything you choose to give her to write about just so it

wassadful. Every time a man died, or a woman died, or a child

died,she would be on hand with her “tribute” before he wascold. She

called them tributes. The neighbors said it was thedoctor first, then

Emmeline, then the undertaker—theundertaker never got in ahead of

Emmeline but once, and then shehung fire on a rhyme for the dead

person’s name, which wasWhistler. She warn’t ever the same after

that; shenever complained, but she kinder pined away and did not

live long. Poor thing, many’s the time I made myself go up to thelittle

room that used to be hers and get out her poor oldscrap-book and

read in it when her pictures had been aggravating meand I had

soured on her a little. I liked all that family,dead ones and all, and

warn’t going to let anything comebetween us. Poor Emmeline made

poetry about all the deadpeople when she was alive, and it didn’t

seem right thatthere warn’t nobody to make some about her now she

was gone;so I tried to sweat out a verse or two myself, but I

couldn’tseem to make it go somehow. They kept Emmeline’s

roomtrim and nice, and all the things fixed in it just the way sheliked

to have them when she was alive, and nobody ever slept there. The

old ladytook care of the room herself, though there wasplenty of

niggers, and she sewed there a good deal and read herBible there

mostly.

Well, as I was saying about the parlor, there was beautifulcurtains on

the windows: white, with pictures painted on themof castles with

vines all down the walls, and cattle coming down todrink. There was

a little old piano, too, that had tin pansin it, I reckon, and nothing

was ever so lovely as to hear theyoung ladies sing “The Last Link is

Broken” and play“The Battle of Prague” on it. The walls of allthe

rooms was plastered, and most had carpets on the floors, andthe

whole house was whitewashed on the outside.

It was a double house, and the big open place betwixt them

wasroofed and floored, and sometimes the table was set there in

themiddle of the day, and it was a cool, comfortable place. Nothing

couldn’t be better. And warn’t thecooking good, and just bushels of it

too!



CHAPTER XVIII.

COL. Grangerford was a gentleman, you see. He was agentleman all

over; and so was his family. He was well born,as the saying is, and

that’s worth as much in a man as it isin a horse, so the Widow

Douglas said, and nobody ever denied thatshe was of the first

aristocracy in our town; and pap he alwayssaid it, too, though he

warn’t no more quality than a mudcathimself. Col. Grangerford was

very tall and very slim,and had a darkish-paly complexion, not a sign

of red in itanywheres; he was clean shaved every morning all over his

thinface, and he had the thinnest kind of lips, and the thinnest kindof

nostrils, and a high nose, and heavy eyebrows, and the blackestkind

of eyes, sunk so deep back that they seemed like they waslooking out

of caverns at you, as you may say. His foreheadwas high, and his hair

was black and straight and hung to hisshoulders. His hands was long

and thin, and every day of his lifehe put on a clean shirt and a full

suit from head to foot made outof linen so white it hurt your eyes to

look at it; and on Sundayshe wore a blue tail-coat with brass buttons

on it. He carrieda mahogany cane with a silver head to it. There

warn’tno frivolishness about him, not a bit, and he warn’t everloud.

He was as kind as he could be—you could feelthat, you know, and so

you had confidence. Sometimes hesmiled, and it was good to see; but

when he straightened himself uplike a liberty-pole, and the lightning

begun to flicker out fromunder his eyebrows, you wanted to climb a

tree first, and findoutwhat the matter was afterwards. He didn’t ever

haveto tell anybody to mind their manners—everybody was

alwaysgood-mannered where he was. Everybody loved to have

himaround, too; he was sunshine most always—I mean he made

itseem like good weather. When he turned into a cloudbank itwas

awful dark for half a minute, and that was enough; therewouldn’t

nothing go wrong again for a week.

When him and the old lady come down in the morning all thefamily

got up out of their chairs and give them good-day, anddidn’t set

down again till they had set down. Then Tomand Bob went to the

sideboard where the decanter was, and mixed aglass of bitters and

handed it to him, and he held it in his handand waited till Tom’s and



Bob’s was mixed, and thenthey bowed and said, “Our duty to you, sir,

and madam;”andtheybowed the least bit in the world and said thank

you, and sothey drank, all three, and Bob and Tom poured a spoonful

of wateron the sugar and the mite of whisky or apple brandy in the

bottomof their tumblers, and give it to me and Buck, and we drank to

theold people too.

Bob was the oldest and Tom next—tall, beautiful men withvery broad

shoulders and brown faces, and long black hair and blackeyes. They

dressed in white linen from head to foot, like theold gentleman, and

wore broad Panama hats.

Then there was Miss Charlotte; she was twenty-five, and tall

andproud and grand, but as good as she could be when she

warn’tstirred up; but when she was she had a look that would make

youwilt in your tracks, like her father. She was beautiful.

So was her sister, Miss Sophia, but it was a different kind. She was

gentle and sweet like a dove, and she was onlytwenty.

Each person had their own nigger to wait on them—Buck too. My

nigger had a monstrous easy time, because I warn’tused to having

anybody do anything for me, but Buck’s was onthe jump most of the

time.

This was all there was of the family now, but there used to bemore—

three sons; they got killed; and Emmeline that died.

The old gentleman owned a lot of farms and over a hundredniggers.

Sometimes a stack of people would come there, horseback,from ten

or fifteen mile around, and stay five or six days, andhave such

junketings round about and on the river, and dances andpicnics in

the woods daytimes, and balls at the house nights. These people was

mostly kinfolks of the family. The menbrought their guns with them.

It was a handsome lot ofquality, I tell you.

There was another clan of aristocracy around there—five orsix

families—mostly of the name of Shepherdson. Theywas as high-

toned and well born and rich and grand as the tribe ofGrangerfords.



The Shepherdsons and Grangerfords used the samesteamboat

landing, which was about two mile above our house; sosometimes

when I went up there with a lot of our folks I used tosee a lot of the

Shepherdsons there on their fine horses.

One day Buck and me was away out in the woods hunting, and

hearda horse coming. We was crossing the road. Bucksays:

“Quick! Jump for the woods!”

We done it, and then peeped down the woods through the leaves.

Pretty soon a splendid young man come galloping down theroad,

setting his horse easy and looking like a soldier. Hehad his gun

across his pommel. I had seen him before. It was young Harney

Shepherdson. I heard Buck’sgun go off at my ear, and Harney’s hat

tumbled off from hishead. He grabbed his gun and rode straight to

the place wherewe was hid. But we didn’t wait. We startedthrough

the woods on a run. The woods warn’t thick, soI looked over my

shoulder to dodge the bullet, and twice I seenHarney cover Buck with

his gun; and then he rode away the way hecome—to get his hat, I

reckon, but I couldn’t see. We never stopped running till we got

home. The oldgentleman’s eyes blazed a minute—‘twas

pleasure,mainly, I judged—then his face sort of smoothed down, and

hesays, kind of gentle:

“I don’t like that shooting from behind a bush. Why didn’t you step

into the road, my boy?”

“The Shepherdsons don’t, father. They alwaystake advantage.”

Miss Charlotte she held her head up like a queen while Buck

wastelling his tale, and her nostrils spread and her eyes snapped. The

two young men looked dark, but never said nothing. Miss Sophia she

turned pale, but the color come back when shefound the man warn’t

hurt.

Soon as I could get Buck down by the corn-cribs under the treesby

ourselves, I says:

“Did you want to kill him, Buck?”



“Well, I bet I did.”

“What did he do to you?”

“Him? He never done nothing to me.”

“Well, then, what did you want to kill him for?”

“Why, nothing—only it’s on account of thefeud.”

“What’s a feud?”

“Why, where was you raised? Don’t you knowwhat a feud is?”

“Never heard of it before—tell me aboutit.”

“Well,” says Buck, “a feud is this way: A man has a quarrel with

another man, and kills him; thenthat other man’s brother killshim;

then the other brothers,on both sides, goes for one another; then

thecousinschipin—and by and by everybody’s killed off, and

thereain’t no more feud. But it’s kind of slow, andtakes a long time.”

“Has this one been going on long, Buck?”

“Well, I shouldreckon! It started thirty year ago,or som’ers along

there. There was trouble ‘boutsomething, and then a lawsuit to settle

it; and the suit went aginone of themen, and so he up and shot the

man that won thesuit—which he would naturally do, of course.

Anybodywould.”

“What was the trouble about, Buck?—land?”

“I reckon maybe—I don’t know.”

“Well, who done the shooting? Was it a Grangerfordor a

Shepherdson?”

“Laws, how do I know? It was so long ago.”

“Don’t anybody know?”



“Oh, yes, pa knows, I reckon, and some of the other oldpeople; but

they don’t know now what the row was about in thefirst place.”

“Has there been many killed, Buck?”

“Yes; right smart chance of funerals. But theydon’t always kill. Pa’s

got a few buckshot inhim; but he don’t mind it ‘cuz he don’t

weighmuch, anyway. Bob’s been carved up some with a bowie,and

Tom’s been hurt once or twice.”

“Has anybody been killed this year, Buck?”

“Yes; we got one and they got one. ‘Bout threemonths ago my cousin

Bud, fourteen year old, was riding through thewoods on t’other side

of the river, and didn’t have noweapon with him, which was blame’

foolishness, and in alonesome place he hears a horse a-coming

behind him, and sees oldBaldy Shepherdson a-linkin’ after him with

his gun in hishand and his white hair a-flying in the wind; and ‘stead

ofjumping off and taking to the brush, Bud ‘lowed he couldout-run

him; so they had it, nip and tuck, for five mile or more,the old man a-

gaining all the time; so at last Bud seen itwarn’t any use, so he

stopped and faced around so as to havethe bullet holes in front, you

know, and the old man he rode up andshot him down. But he didn’t

git much chance to enjoyhis luck, for inside of a week our folks

laidhimout.”

“I reckon that old man was a coward, Buck.”

“I reckon hewarn’ta coward. Not by ablame’ sight. There ain’t a

coward amongst themShepherdsons—not a one. And there ain’t

nocowards amongst the Grangerfords either. Why, that old mankep’

up his end in a fight one day for half an hour againstthree

Grangerfords, and come out winner. They was alla-horseback; he lit

off of his horse and got behind a littlewoodpile, and kep’ his horse

before him to stop the bullets;but the Grangerfords stayed on their

horses and capered around theold man, and peppered away at him,

and he peppered away at them. Him and his horse both went home

pretty leaky and crippled,but the Grangerfords had to

befetchedhome—and one of‘em was dead, and another died the next



day. No, sir;if a body’s out hunting for cowards he don’t want tofool

away any time amongst them Shepherdsons, becuz theydon’t breed

any of thatkind.”

Next Sunday we all went to church, about three mile, everybodya-

horseback. The men took their guns along, so did Buck, and

keptthem between their knees or stood them handy against the wall.

The Shepherdsons done the same. It was pretty ornerypreaching—all

about brotherly love, and such-liketiresomeness; but everybody said

it was a good sermon, and they alltalked it over going home, and had

such a powerful lot to say aboutfaith and good works and free grace

and preforeordestination, and Idon’t know what all, that it did seem

to me to be one of theroughest Sundays I had run across yet.

About an hour after dinner everybody was dozing around, some

intheir chairs and some in their rooms, and it got to be pretty dull.

Buck and a dog was stretched out on the grass in the sunsound

asleep. I went up to our room, and judged I would takea nap myself. I

found that sweet Miss Sophia standing in herdoor, which was next to

ours, and she took me in her room and shutthe door very soft, and

asked me if I liked her, and I said I did;and she asked me if I would

do something for her and not tellanybody, and I said I would. Then

she said she’d forgother Testament, and left it in the seat at church

between two otherbooks, and would I slip out quiet and go there and

fetch it to her,and not say nothing to nobody. I said I would. So I slid

outand slipped off up the road, and there warn’t anybody at

thechurch, except maybe a hog or two, for there warn’t any lockon

the door, and hogs likes a puncheon floor in summer-time

becauseit’s cool. If you notice, most folks don’t go tochurch only

when they’ve got to; but a hog is different.

Says I to myself, something’s up; it ain’t naturalfor a girl to be in such

a sweat about a Testament. So I giveit a shake, and out drops a little

piece of paper with“HALF-PAST TWO” wrote on it with a pencil.

Iransacked it, but couldn’t find anything else. Icouldn’t make

anything out of that, so I put the paper in thebook again, and when I

got home and upstairs there was Miss Sophiain her door waiting for

me. She pulled me in and shut thedoor; then she looked in the

Testament till she found the paper,and as soon as she read it she



looked glad; and before a body couldthink she grabbed me and give

me a squeeze, and said I was the bestboy in the world, and not to tell

anybody. She was mighty redin the face for a minute, and her eyes

lighted up, and it made herpowerful pretty. I was a good deal

astonished, but when I gotmy breath I asked her what the paper was

about, and she asked me ifI had read it, and I said no, and she asked

me if I could readwriting, and I told her “no, only coarse-hand,”

andthen she said the paper warn’t anything but a book-mark tokeep

her place, and I might go and play now.

I went off down to the river, studying over this thing, andpretty soon

I noticed that my nigger was following along behind. When we was

out of sight of the house he looked back andaround a second, and

then comes a-running, and says:

“Mars Jawge, if you’ll come down into de swampI’ll show you a

whole stack o’water-moccasins.”

Thinks I, that’s mighty curious; he said that yesterday. He oughter

know a body don’t love water-moccasinsenough to go around

hunting for them. What is he up to, anyway? So I says:

“All right; trot ahead.”

I followed a half a mile; then he struck out over the swamp,

andwaded ankle deep as much as another half-mile. We come to

alittle flat piece of land which was dry and very thick with treesand

bushes and vines, and he says:

“You shove right in dah jist a few steps, Mars Jawge;dah’s whah dey

is. I’s seed ‘m befo’; Idon’t k’yer to see ‘em no mo’.”

Then he slopped right along and went away, and pretty soon thetrees

hid him. I poked into the place a-ways and come to alittle open patch

as big as a bedroom all hung around with vines,and found a man

laying there asleep—and, by jings, it was myold Jim!

I waked him up, and I reckoned it was going to be a grandsurprise to

him to see me again, but it warn’t. Henearly cried he was so glad, but

he warn’t surprised. Said he swum along behind me that night, and



heard me yellevery time, but dasn’t answer, because he didn’t

wantnobody to pickhimup and take him into slavery again. Sayshe:

“I got hurt a little, en couldn’t swim fas’,so I wuz a considable ways

behine you towards de las’; whenyou landed I reck’ned I could ketch

up wid you on delan’ ‘dout havin’ to shout at you, but when I seedat

house I begin to go slow. I ‘uz off too fur to hearwhat dey say to you—

I wuz ‘fraid o’ de dogs; butwhen it ‘uz all quiet agin I knowed you’s in

de house,so I struck out for de woods to wait for day. Early in

demawnin’ some er de niggers come along, gwyne to de fields, endey

tuk me en showed me dis place, whah de dogs can’t trackme on

accounts o’ de water, en dey brings me truck to eatevery night, en

tells me how you’s a-gitt’nalong.”

“Why didn’t you tell my Jack to fetch me heresooner, Jim?”

“Well, ‘twarn’t no use to ‘sturb you,Huck, tell we could do sumfn—

but we’s all right now. I ben a-buyin’ pots en pans en vittles, as I got

achanst, en a-patchin’ up de raf’ nightswhen—”

“Whatraft, Jim?”

“Our ole raf’.”

“You mean to say our old raft warn’t smashed all toflinders?”

“No, she warn’t. She was tore up a gooddeal—one en’ of her was; but

dey warn’t no greatharm done, on’y our traps was mos’ all los’. Ef we

hadn’ dive’ so deep en swum so fur underwater, en de night hadn’

ben so dark, en we warn’t sosk’yerd, en ben sich punkin-heads, as de

sayin’ is,we’d a seed de raf’. But it’s jis’ aswell we didn’t, ‘kase now

she’s all fixed up aginmos’ as good as new, en we’s got a new lot

o’stuff, in de place o’ what ‘uz los’.”

“Why, how did you get hold of the raft again,Jim—did you catch

her?”

“How I gwyne to ketch her en I out in de woods? No;some er de

niggers foun’ her ketched on a snag along heah inde ben’, en dey hid

her in a crick ‘mongst de willows,en dey wuz so much jawin’ ‘bout



which un ‘um sheb’long to de mos’ dat I come to heah ‘bout itpooty

soon, so I ups en settles de trouble by tellin’‘um she don’t b’long to

none uv um, but to you enme; en I ast ‘m if dey gwyne to grab a

young whitegenlman’s propaty, en git a hid’n for it? Den Igin ‘m ten

cents apiece, en dey ‘uz mighty wellsatisfied, en wisht some mo’ raf’s

‘ud come alongen make ‘m rich agin. Dey’s mighty good to me,

deseniggers is, en whatever I wants ‘m to do fur me I doan’have to ast

‘m twice, honey. Dat Jack’s a goodnigger, en pooty smart.”

“Yes, he is. He ain’t ever told me you washere; told me to come, and

he’d show me a lot ofwater-moccasins. If anything happensheain’t

mixed up init. He can say he never seen us together, and it ‘ll bethe

truth.”

I don’t want to talk much about the next day. Ireckon I’ll cut it pretty

short. I waked up about dawn,and was a-going to turn over and go to

sleep again when I noticedhow still itwas—didn’t seem to be anybody

stirring. That warn’t usual. Next I noticed that Buck wasup and gone.

Well, I gets up, a-wondering, and goes downstairs—nobody around;

everything as still as a mouse. Just the same outside. Thinks I, what

does it mean? Down by the wood-pile I comes across my Jack, and

says:

“What’s it all about?”

Says he:

“Don’t you know, Mars Jawge?”

“No,” says I, “I don’t.”

“Well, den, Miss Sophia’s run off! ‘deed shehas. She run off in de

night some time—nobodydon’t know jis’ when; run off to get married

to datyoung Harney Shepherdson, you know—leastways, so dey‘spec.

De fambly foun’ it out ‘bout half anhour ago—maybe a little mo’—en’

Itellyoudey warn’t no time los’. Sich anotherhurryin’ up guns en

hossesyounever see! De women folkshas gone for to stir up de

relations, en ole Mars Saul en de boystuck dey guns en rode up de

river road for to try to ketch datyoung man en kill him ‘fo’ he kin git



acrost de riverwid Miss Sophia. I reck’n dey’s gwyne to bemighty

rough times.”

“Buck went off ‘thout waking me up.”

“Well, I reck’n hedid! Dey warn’t gwyneto mix you up in it. Mars

Buck he loaded up his gun en‘lowed he’s gwyne to fetch home a

Shepherdson or bust.Well, dey’ll be plenty un ‘m dah, I reck’n, enyou

bet you he’ll fetch one ef he gits a chanst.”

I took up the river road as hard as I could put. By and byI begin to

hear guns a good ways off. When I come in sight ofthe log store and

the woodpile where the steamboats lands I workedalong under the

trees and brush till I got to a good place, andthen I clumb up into the

forks of a cottonwood that was out ofreach, and watched. There was

a wood-rank four foot high alittle ways in front of the tree, and first I

was going to hidebehind that; but maybe it was luckier I didn’t.

There was four or five men cavorting around on their horses inthe

open place before the log store, cussing and yelling, andtrying to get

at a couple of young chaps that was behind thewood-rank alongside

of the steamboat landing; but theycouldn’t come it. Every time one of

them showed himselfon the river side of the woodpile he got shot at.

The twoboys was squatting back to back behind the pile, so they

couldwatch both ways.

By and by the men stopped cavorting around and yelling. They

started riding towards the store; then up gets one ofthe boys, draws a

steady bead over the wood-rank, and drops one ofthem out of his

saddle. All the men jumped off of theirhorses and grabbed the hurt

one and started to carry him to thestore; and that minute the two

boys started on the run. Theygot half way to the tree I was in before

the men noticed. Then themen see them, and jumped on their horses

and took out after them. They gained on the boys, but it didn’t do no

good, theboys had too good a start; they got to the woodpile that was

infront of mytree, and slipped in behind it, and so they had thebulge

on the men again. One of the boys was Buck, and the other wasa slim

young chap about nineteen years old.



The men ripped around awhile, and then rode away. As soonas they

was out of sight I sung out to Buck and told him. Hedidn’t know what

to make of my voice coming out of the treeat first. He was awful

surprised. He told me to watchout sharp and let him know when the

men come in sight again; saidthey was up to some devilment or other

—wouldn’t be gonelong. I wished I was out of that tree, but I

dasn’tcome down. Buck begun to cry and rip, and ‘lowed thathim and

his cousin Joe (that was the other young chap) would makeup for

this day yet. He said his father and his two brotherswas killed, and

two or three of the enemy. Said theShepherdsons laid for them in

ambush. Buck said his fatherand brothers ought to waited for their

relations—theShepherdsons was too strong for them. I asked him

what wasbecome of young Harney and Miss Sophia. He said

they’dgot across the river and was safe. I was glad of that; butthe way

Buck did take on because he didn’t manage to killHarney that day he

shot at him—I hain’t ever heardanything like it.

All of a sudden, bang! bang! bang! goes three or fourguns—the men

had slipped around through the woods and come infrom behind

without their horses! The boys jumped for theriver—both of them

hurt—and as they swum down thecurrent the men run along the

bank shooting at them and singingout, “Kill them, kill them!” It

made me so sick Imost fell out of the tree. I ain’t a-going totellallthat

happened—it would make me sick again if I was todo that. I wished I

hadn’t ever come ashore that nightto see such things. I ain’t ever

going to get shut ofthem—lots of times I dream about them.

I stayed in the tree till it begun to get dark, afraid to comedown.

Sometimes I heard guns away off in the woods; and twice Iseen little

gangs of men gallop past the log store with guns; so Ireckoned the

trouble was still a-going on. I was mightydownhearted; so I made up

my mind I wouldn’t ever go anearthat house again, because I

reckoned I was to blame, somehow. Ijudged that that piece of paper

meant that Miss Sophia was to meetHarney somewheres at half-past

two and run off; and I judged Iought to told her father about that

paper and the curious way sheacted, and then maybe he would a

locked her up, and this awful messwouldn’t ever happened.



When I got down out of the tree I crept along down the riverbank a

piece, and found the two bodies laying in the edge of thewater, and

tugged at them till I got them ashore; then I covered uptheir faces,

and got away as quick as I could. I cried alittle when I was covering

up Buck’s face, for he was mightygood to me.

It was just dark now. I never went near the house, butstruck through

the woods and made for the swamp. Jimwarn’t on his island, so I

tramped off in a hurry for thecrick, and crowded through the

willows, red-hot to jump aboard andget out of that awful country.

The raft was gone! Mysouls, but I was scared! I couldn’t get my

breath formost a minute. Then I raised a yell. A voice not twenty-

fivefoot from me says:

“Good lan’! is dat you, honey? Doan’make no noise.”

It was Jim’s voice—nothing ever sounded so goodbefore. I run along

the bank a piece and got aboard, and Jimhe grabbed me and hugged

me, he was so glad to see me. Hesays:

“Laws bless you, chile, I ‘uz right down sho’you’s dead agin. Jack’s

been heah; he say hereck’n you’s ben shot, kase you didn’ come

homeno mo’; so I’s jes’ dis minute a startin’deraf’ down towards de

mouf er de crick, so’s to be allready for to shove out en leave soon as

Jack comes agin en tells mefor certain youisdead. Lawsy, I’s mighty

glad to gityou back again, honey.”

I says:

“All right—that’s mighty good; theywon’t find me, and they’ll think

I’ve beenkilled, and floated down the river—there’s something

upthere that ‘ll help them think so—so don’t youlose no time, Jim,

but just shove off for the big water as fast asever you can.”

I never felt easy till the raft was two mile below there and outin the

middle of the Mississippi. Then we hung up our signallantern, and

judged that we was free and safe once more. Ihadn’t had a bite to eat

since yesterday, so Jim he got outsome corn-dodgers and buttermilk,

and pork and cabbage andgreens—there ain’t nothing in the world so



good whenit’s cooked right—and whilst I eat my supper we talkedand

had a good time. I was powerful glad to get away from thefeuds, and

so was Jim to get away from the swamp. We saidthere warn’t no

home like a raft, after all. Otherplaces do seem so cramped up and

smothery, but a raft don’t. You feel mighty free and easy and

comfortable on a raft.



CHAPTER XIX.

TWO or three days and nights went by; I reckon I might say

theyswum by, they slid along so quiet and smooth and lovely. Hereis

the way we put in the time. It was a monstrous big riverdown there—

sometimes a mile and a half wide; we run nights,and laid up and hid

daytimes; soon as night was most gone westopped navigating and

tied up—nearly always in the deadwater under a towhead; and then

cut young cottonwoods and willows,and hid the raft with them. Then

we set out the lines. Next we slid into the river and had a swim, so as

to freshenup and cool off; then we set down on the sandy bottom

where thewater was about knee deep, and watched the daylight

come. Nota sound anywheres—perfectly still—just like the

wholeworld was asleep, only sometimes the bullfrogs a-cluttering,

maybe. The first thing to see, looking away over the water, was akind

of dull line—that was the woods on t’other side;you couldn’t make

nothing else out; then a pale place in thesky; then more paleness

spreading around; then the river softenedup away off, and warn’t

black any more, but gray; you couldsee little dark spots driftingalong

ever so far away—tradingscows, and such things; and long black

streaks—rafts;sometimes you could hear a sweep screaking; or

jumbled up voices,it was so still, and sounds come so far; and by and

by you couldsee a streak on the water which you know by the look of

the streakthat there’s a snag there in a swift current which breaks

onit and makes that streak look that way; and you see the mist curlup

off of the water, and the east reddens up, and the river, andyou make

out a log-cabin in the edge of the woods, away on the bankon t’other

side of the river, being a woodyard, likely, andpiled by them cheats so

you can throw a dog through it anywheres;then the nice breeze

springs up, and comes fanning you from overthere, so cool and fresh

and sweet to smell on account of the woodsand the flowers; but

sometimes not that way, because they’veleft dead fish laying around,

gars and such, and they do get prettyrank; and next you’ve got the

full day, and everythingsmiling in the sun, and the song-birds just

going it!



A little smoke couldn’t be noticed now, so we would takesome fish off

of the lines and cook up a hot breakfast. Andafterwards we would

watch the lonesomeness of the river, and kindof lazy along, and by

and by lazy off to sleep. Wake up byand by, and look to see what

done it, and maybe see a steamboatcoughing along up-stream, so far

off towards the other side youcouldn’t tell nothing about her only

whether she was astern-wheel or side-wheel; then for about an hour

therewouldn’t be nothing to hear nor nothing to see—justsolid

lonesomeness. Next you’d see a raft sliding by,away off yonder, and

maybe a galoot on it chopping, becausethey’re most always doing it

on a raft; you’d see theaxe flash and come down—you don’t hear

nothing; you seethat axe go up again, and by the time it’s above

theman’s head then you hear thek’chunk!—it had tookall that time to

come over the water. So we would put in theday, lazying around,

listening to the stillness. Once therewas a thick fog, and the rafts and

things that went by was beatingtin pans so the steamboats wouldn’t

run over them. Ascow or a raft went by so close we could hear them

talking andcussing and laughing—heard them plain; but we

couldn’tsee no sign of them; it made you feel crawly; it was like

spiritscarrying on that way in the air. Jim said he believed it

wasspirits; but I says:

“No; spirits wouldn’t say, ‘Dern the dernfog.’”

Soon as it was night out we shoved; when we got her out to aboutthe

middle we let her alone, and let her float wherever the currentwanted

her to; then we lit the pipes, and dangled our legs in thewater, and

talked about all kinds of things—we was alwaysnaked, day and night,

whenever the mosquitoes would letus—the new clothes Buck’s folks

made for me was toogood to be comfortable, and besides I didn’t go

much onclothes, nohow.

Sometimes we’d have that whole river all to ourselves forthe longest

time. Yonder was the banks and the islands, across thewater; and

maybe a spark—which was a candle in a cabinwindow; and

sometimes on the water you could see a spark ortwo—on a raft or a

scow, you know; and maybe you could hear afiddle or a song coming

over from one of them crafts. It’slovely to live on a raft. We had the

sky up there, allspeckled with stars, and we used to lay on our backs



and look up atthem, and discuss about whether they was made or

only justhappened. Jim he allowed they was made, but I allowed

theyhappened; I judged it would have took too long tomakeso many.

Jim said the moon could alaidthem; well, that looked kind

ofreasonable, so I didn’t say nothing against it, becauseI’ve seen a

frog lay most as many, so of course it could bedone. We used to

watch the stars that fell,too, and see them streakdown. Jim allowed

they’d got spoiled and was hove outof the nest.

Once or twice of a night we would see a steamboat slipping alongin

the dark, and now and then she would belch a whole world ofsparks

up out of her chimbleys, and they would rain down in theriver and

look awful pretty; then she would turn a corner and herlights would

wink out and her powwow shut off and leave the riverstill again; and

by and by her waves would get to us, a long timeafter she was gone,

and joggle the raft a bit, and after that youwouldn’t hear nothing for

you couldn’t tell how long,except maybe frogs or something.

After midnight the people on shore went to bed, and then for twoor

three hours the shores was black—no more sparks in thecabin

windows. These sparks was our clock—the first onethat showed again

meant morning was coming, so we hunted a place tohide and tie up

right away.

One morning about daybreak I found a canoe and crossed over

achute to the main shore—it was only two hundredyards—and

paddled about a mile up a crick amongst the cypresswoods, to see if I

couldn’t get some berries. Just as I waspassing a place where a kind

of a cowpath crossed the crick, herecomes a couple of men tearing up

the path as tight as they couldfoot it. I thought I was a goner, for

whenever anybody wasafter anybody I judged it wasme—or maybe

Jim. I wasabout to dig out from there in a hurry, but they was pretty

closeto me then, and sung out and begged me to save theirlives—said

they hadn’t been doing nothing, and wasbeing chased for it—said

there was men and dogs a-coming. They wanted to jump right in, but

I says:

“Don’t you do it. I don’t hear the dogsand horses yet; you’ve got time

to crowd through the brushand get up the crick a little ways; then



you take to the water andwade down to me and get in—that’ll throw

the dogs offthe scent.”

They done it, and soon as they was aboard I lit out for ourtowhead,

and in about five or ten minutes we heard the dogs and themen away

off, shouting. We heard them come along towards the crick,but

couldn’t see them; they seemed to stop and fool around awhile; then,

as we got further and further away all the time, wecouldn’t hardly

hear them at all; by the time we had left amile of woods behind us

and struck the river, everything was quiet,and we paddled over to the

towhead and hid in the cottonwoods andwas safe.

One of these fellows was about seventy or upwards, and had abald

head and very gray whiskers. He had an old battered-upslouch hat

on, and a greasy blue woollen shirt, and ragged old bluejeans

britches stuffed into his boot-tops, and home-knitgalluses—no, he

only had one. He had an old long-tailedblue jeans coat with slick

brass buttons flung over his arm, andboth of them had big, fat, ratty-

looking carpet-bags.

The other fellow was about thirty, and dressed about as ornery. After

breakfast we all laid off and talked, and the firstthing that come out

was that these chaps didn’t know oneanother.

“What got you into trouble?” says the baldhead tot’other chap.

“Well, I’d been selling an article to take thetartar off the teeth—and it

does take it off, too, andgenerly the enamel along with it—but I

stayed about one nightlonger than I ought to, and was just in the act

of sliding out whenI ran across you on the trail this side of town, and

you told methey were coming, and begged me to help you to get off.

So Itold you I was expecting trouble myself, and would

scatteroutwithyou. That’s the whole yarn—what’syourn?

“Well, I’d ben a-running’ a little temperancerevival thar ‘bout a week,

and was the pet of the womenfolks, big and little, for I was makin’ it

mighty warm forthe rummies, Itellyou, and takin’ as much as five or

sixdollars a night—ten cents a head, children and niggersfree—and

business a-growin’ all the time, when somehowor another a little



report got around last night that I had a wayof puttin’ in my time

with a private jug on the sly. Anigger rousted me out this mornin’,

and told me the peoplewas getherin’ on the quiet with their dogs and

horses, andthey’d be along pretty soon and give me ‘bout half

anhour’s start, and then run me down if they could; and if theygot

me they’d tar and feather me and ride me on a rail, sure. I didn’t wait

for no breakfast—I warn’thungry.”

“Old man,” said the young one, “I reckon wemight double-team it

together; what do you think?”

“I ain’t undisposed. What’s yourline—mainly?”

“Jour printer by trade; do a little in patent medicines;theater-actor—

tragedy, you know; take a turn to mesmerism andphrenology when

there’s a chance; teach singing-geographyschool for a change; sling a

lecture sometimes—oh, I do lotsof things—most anything that comes

handy, so it ain’twork. What’s your lay?”

“I’ve done considerble in the doctoring way in mytime. Layin’ on o’

hands is my bestholt—for cancer and paralysis, and sich things; and

Ik’n tell a fortune pretty good when I’ve got somebodyalong to find

out the facts for me. Preachin’s my line,too, and workin’ camp-

meetin’s, and missionaryin’around.”

Nobody never said anything for a while; then the young man hovea

sigh and says:

“Alas!”

“What ‘re you alassin’ about?” says thebald-head.

“To think I should have lived to be leading such a life,and be

degraded down into such company.” And he begunto wipe the corner

of his eye with a rag.

“Dern your skin, ain’t the company good enough foryou?” says the

baldhead, pretty pert and uppish.



“Yes, itisgood enough for me; it’s as good as Ideserve; for who

fetched me so low when I was so high? I didmyself. I don’t blameyou,

gentlemen—far from it;I don’t blame anybody. I deserve it all. Let

thecold world do its worst; one thing I know—there’s agrave

somewhere for me. The world may go on just as it’salways done, and

take everything from me—loved ones,property, everything; but it

can’t take that. Some dayI’ll lie down in it and forget it all, and my

poor brokenheart will be at rest.” He went on a-wiping.

“Drot your pore broken heart,” says the baldhead;“what are you

heaving your pore broken heart atusf’r? wehain’t done nothing.”

“No, I know you haven’t. I ain’t blamingyou, gentlemen. I brought

myself down—yes, I did itmyself. It’s right I should suffer—

perfectlyright—I don’t make any moan.”

“Brought you down from whar? Whar was you broughtdown from?”

“Ah, you would not believe me; the world neverbelieves—let it pass

—‘tis no matter. Thesecret of my birth—”

“The secret of your birth! Do you mean tosay—”

“Gentlemen,” says the young man, very solemn,“I will reveal it to

you, for I feel I may have confidence inyou. By rights I am a duke!”

Jim’s eyes bugged out when he heard that; and I reckonmine did,

too. Then the baldhead says: "No! you can’tmean it?”

“Yes. My great-grandfather, eldest son of the Dukeof Bridgewater,

fled to this country about the end of the lastcentury, to breathe the

pure air of freedom; married here, anddied, leaving a son, his own

father dying about the same time. The second son of the late duke

seized the titles andestates—the infant real duke was ignored. I am

thelineal descendant of that infant—I am the rightful Duke

ofBridgewater; and here am I, forlorn, torn from my high

estate,hunted of men, despised by the cold world, ragged,

worn,heart-broken, and degraded to the companionship of felons on

araft!”



Jim pitied him ever so much, and so did I. We tried to comforthim,

but he said it warn’t much use, he couldn’t bemuch comforted; said if

we was a mind to acknowledge him, thatwould do him more good

than most anything else; so we said wewould, if he would tell us how.

He said we ought to bow whenwe spoke to him, and say “Your

Grace,” or “MyLord,” or “Your Lordship”—and hewouldn’t mind it if

we called him plain“Bridgewater,” which, he said, was a title anyway,

andnot a name; and one of us ought to wait on him at dinner, and

doany little thing for him he wanted done.

Well, that was all easy, so we done it. All through dinnerJim stood

around and waited on him, and says, “Will yo’Grace have some o’ dis

or some o’ dat?” and soon, and a body could see it was mighty

pleasing to him.

But the old man got pretty silent by and by—didn’thave much to say,

and didn’t look pretty comfortable over allthat petting that was going

on around that duke. He seemed tohave something on his mind. So,

along in the afternoon, hesays:

“Looky here, Bilgewater,” he says, “I’mnation sorry for you, but you

ain’t the only personthat’s had troubles like that.”

“No?”

“No you ain’t. You ain’t the only personthat’s ben snaked down

wrongfully out’n a highplace.”

“Alas!”

“No, you ain’t the only person that’s had asecret of his birth.” And, by

jings,hebegins tocry.

“Hold! What do you mean?”

“Bilgewater, kin I trust you?” says the old man,still sort of sobbing.

“To the bitter death!” He took the old man bythe hand and squeezed

it, and says, “That secret of yourbeing: speak!”



“Bilgewater, I am the late Dauphin!”

You bet you, Jim and me stared this time. Then the dukesays:

“You are what?”

“Yes, my friend, it is too true—your eyes islookin’ at this very

moment on the pore disappeared Dauphin,Looy the Seventeen, son

of Looy the Sixteen and MarryAntonette.”

“You! At your age! No! You meanyou’re the late Charlemagne; you

must be six or seven hundredyears old, at the very least.”

“Trouble has done it, Bilgewater, trouble has done it;trouble has

brung these gray hairs and this premature balditude. Yes, gentlemen,

you see before you, in blue jeans and misery,the wanderin’, exiled,

trampled-on, and sufferin’rightful King of France.”

Well, he cried and took on so that me and Jim didn’t knowhardly

what to do, we was so sorry—and so glad and proudwe’d got him

with us, too. So we set in, like we donebefore with the duke, and tried

to comforthim. But he said itwarn’t no use, nothing but to be dead

and done with it allcould do him any good; though he said it often

made him feel easierand better for a while if people treated him

according to hisrights, and got down on one knee to speak to him,

and always calledhim “Your Majesty,” and waited on him first at

meals,and didn’t set down in his presence till he asked them. SoJim

and me set to majestying him, and doing this and that andt’other for

him, and standing up till he told us we might setdown. This done him

heaps of good, and so he got cheerful andcomfortable. But the duke

kind of soured on him, anddidn’t look a bit satisfied with the way

things was going;still, the king acted real friendly towards him, and

said theduke’s great-grandfather and all the other Dukes

ofBilgewater was a good deal thought of byhisfather, and was

allowedto come to the palace considerable; but the duke stayed huffy

agood while, till by and by the king says:

“Like as not we got to be together a blamed long time onthis h-yer

raft, Bilgewater, and so what’s the use o’your bein’ sour? It ‘ll only



make thingsoncomfortable. It ain’t my fault I warn’t born aduke, it

ain’t your fault you warn’t born aking—so what’s the use to worry?

Make the besto’ things the way you find ‘em, saysI—that’s my motto.

This ain’t no bad thingthat we’ve struck here—plenty grub and an

easylife—come, give us your hand, duke, and le’s all befriends.”

The duke done it, and Jim and me was pretty glad to see it. It took

away all the uncomfortableness and we felt mightygood over it,

because it would a been a miserable business to haveany

unfriendliness on the raft; for what you want, above allthings, on a

raft, is for everybody to be satisfied, and feel rightand kind towards

the others.

It didn’t take me long to make up my mind that these liarswarn’t no

kings nor dukes at all, but just low-down humbugsand frauds. But I

never said nothing, never let on; kept itto myself; it’s the best way;

then you don’t have noquarrels, and don’t get into no trouble. If they

wantedus to call them kings and dukes, I hadn’t no objections,‘long

as it would keep peace in the family; and itwarn’t no use to tell Jim,

so I didn’t tell him. If I never learnt nothing else out of pap, I learnt

that thebest way to get along with his kind of people is to let them

havetheir own way.



CHAPTER XX.

THEY asked us considerable many questions; wanted to know

whatwe covered up the raft that way for, and laid by in the

daytimeinstead of running—was Jim a runaway nigger? SaysI:

“Goodness sakes! would a runaway niggerrunsouth?”

No, they allowed he wouldn’t. I had to account forthings some way,

so I says:

“My folks was living in Pike County, in Missouri, where Iwas born,

and they all died off but me and pa and my brother Ike. Pa, he ‘lowed

he’d break up and go down and livewith Uncle Ben, who’s got a little

one-horse place on theriver, forty-four mile below Orleans. Pa was

pretty poor, andhad some debts; so when he’d squared up there

warn’tnothing left but sixteen dollars and our nigger, Jim.

Thatwarn’t enough to take us fourteen hundred mile, deck

passagenor no other way. Well, when the river rose pa had a streakof

luck one day; he ketched this piece of a raft; so we reckonedwe’d go

down to Orleans on it. Pa’s luckdidn’t hold out; a steamboat run over

the forrard corner ofthe raft one night, and we all went overboard

and dove under thewheel; Jim and me come up all right, but pa was

drunk, and Ike wasonly four years old, so they never come up no

more. Well, forthe next day or two we had considerable trouble,

because people wasalways coming out in skiffs and trying to take Jim

away from me,saying they believed he was a runaway nigger. We

don’trun daytimes no more now; nights they don’t botherus.”

The duke says:

“Leave me alone to cipher out a way so we can run in thedaytime if

we want to. I’ll think the thingover—I’ll invent a plan that’ll fix

it.We’ll let it alone for to-day, because of course wedon’t want to go

by that town yonder in daylight—itmightn’t be healthy.”

Towards night it begun to darken up and look like rain; the

heatlightning was squirting around low down in the sky, and the



leaveswas beginning to shiver—it was going to be pretty ugly, itwas

easy to see that. So the duke and the king went tooverhauling our

wigwam, to see what the beds was like. My bedwas a straw tick better

than Jim’s, which was a corn-shucktick; there’s always cobs around

about in a shuck tick, andthey poke into you and hurt; and when you

roll over the dry shuckssound like you was rolling over in a pile of

dead leaves; it makessuch a rustling that you wake up. Well, the duke

allowed hewould take my bed; but the king allowed he wouldn’t.

Hesays:

“I should a reckoned the difference in rank would asejested to you

that a corn-shuck bed warn’t just fitten forme to sleep on. Your Grace

‘ll take the shuck bedyourself.”

Jim and me was in a sweat again for a minute, being afraid therewas

going to be some more trouble amongst them; so we was prettyglad

when the duke says:

“‘Tis my fate to be always ground into the mireunder the iron heel of

oppression. Misfortune has broken myonce haughty spirit; I yield, I

submit; ‘tis my fate. Iam alone in the world—let me suffer; can bear

it.”

We got away as soon as it was good and dark. The king toldus to

stand well out towards the middle of the river, and not showa light

till we got a long ways below the town. We come insight of the little

bunch of lights by and by—that was thetown, you know—and slid by,

about a half a mile out, allright. When we was three-quarters of a

mile below we hoistedup our signal lantern; and about ten o’clock it

come on torain and blow and thunder and lighten like everything; so

the kingtold us to both stay on watch till the weather got better; then

himand the duke crawled into the wigwam and turned in for the

night. It was my watch below till twelve, but I wouldn’t aturned in

anyway if I’d had a bed, because a body don’tsee such a storm as that

every day in the week, not by a longsight. My souls, how the wind did

scream along! Andevery second or two there’d come a glare that lit

up thewhite-caps for a half a mile around, and you’d see theislands

looking dusty through the rain, and the trees thrashingaround in the

wind; then comes a H-WHACK!—bum! bum!bumble-umble-um-



bum-bum-bum-bum—and the thunder would gorumbling and

grumbling away, and quit—and then RIP comesanother flash and

another sockdolager. The waves most washedme off the raft

sometimes, but I hadn’t any clothes on, anddidn’t mind. We didn’t

have no trouble aboutsnags; the lightning was glaring and flittering

around so constantthat we could see them plenty soon enough to

throw her head thisway or that and miss them.

I had the middle watch, you know, but I was pretty sleepy bythat

time, so Jim he said he would stand the first half of it forme; he was

always mighty good that way, Jim was. I crawledinto the wigwam,

but the king and the duke had their legs sprawledaround so there

warn’t no show for me; so I laidoutside—I didn’t mind the rain,

because it was warm,and the waves warn’t running so high now.

About twothey come up again, though, and Jim was going to call me;

but hechanged his mind, because he reckoned they warn’t high

enoughyet to do any harm; but he was mistaken about that, for

pretty soonall of a sudden along comes a regular ripper and washed

meoverboard. It most killed Jim a-laughing. He was theeasiest

nigger to laugh that ever was, anyway.

I took the watch, and Jim he laid down and snored away; and byand

by the storm let up for good and all; and the first cabin-lightthat

showed I rousted him out, and we slid the raft into hidingquarters

for the day.

The king got out an old ratty deck of cards after breakfast, andhim

and the duke played seven-up a while, five cents a game. Then they

got tired of it, and allowed they would “layout a campaign,” as they

called it. The duke went down intohis carpet-bag, and fetched up a

lot of little printed bills andread them out loud. One bill said, “The

celebrated Dr.Armand de Montalban, of Paris,” would “lecture on

theScience of Phrenology” at such and such a place, on the blankday

of blank, at ten cents admission, and “furnish charts ofcharacter at

twenty-five cents apiece.” The duke saidthat washim. In another bill

he was the “world-renownedShakespearian tragedian, Garrick the

Younger, of Drury Lane,London.” In other bills he had a lot of other

names anddone other wonderful things, like finding water and gold



with a“divining-rod,” “dissipating witch spells,”and so on. By and by

he says:

“But the histrionic muse is the darling. Have youever trod the

boards, Royalty?”

“No,” says the king.

“You shall, then, before you’re three days older,Fallen Grandeur,”

says the duke. "The first good townwe come to we’ll hire a hall and

do the sword fight inRichard III. and the balcony scene in Romeo

and Juliet. How doesthat strike you?”

“I’m in, up to the hub, for anything that will pay,Bilgewater; but, you

see, I don’t know nothing aboutplay-actin’, and hain’t ever seen

much of it. Iwas too small when pap used to have ‘em at the palace.

Do you reckon you can learn me?”

“Easy!”

“All right. I’m jist a-freezn’ forsomething fresh, anyway. Le’s

commence rightaway.”

So the duke he told him all about who Romeo was and who

Julietwas, and said he was used to being Romeo, so the king could

beJuliet.

“But if Juliet’s such a young gal, duke, my peeledhead and my white

whiskers is goin’ to look oncommon odd onher, maybe.”

“No, don’t you worry; these country jakeswon’t ever think of that.

Besides, you know, you’ll bein costume, and that makes all the

difference in the world;Juliet’s in a balcony, enjoying the moonlight

before she goesto bed, and she’s got on her night-gown and her

rufflednightcap. Here are the costumes for the parts.”

He got out two or three curtain-calico suits, which he said

wasmeedyevil armor for Richard III. and t’other chap, and a

longwhite cotton nightshirt and a ruffled nightcap to match. Theking

was satisfied; so the duke got out his book and read the partsover in



the most splendid spread-eagle way, prancing around andacting at

the same time, to show how it had got to be done; then hegive the

book to the king and told him to get his part byheart.

There was a little one-horse town about three mile down thebend,

and after dinner the duke said he had ciphered out his ideaabout how

to run in daylight without it being dangersome for Jim;so he allowed

he would go down to the town and fix that thing. The king allowed he

would go, too, and see if hecouldn’t strike something. We was out of

coffee, so Jimsaid I better go along with them in the canoe and get

some.

When we got there there warn’t nobody stirring; streetsempty, and

perfectly dead and still, like Sunday. We found asick nigger sunning

himself in a back yard, and he said everybodythat warn’t too young

or too sick or too old was gone tocamp-meeting, about two mile back

in the woods. The king gotthe directions, and allowed he’d go and

work thatcamp-meeting for all it was worth, and I might go, too.

The duke said what he was after was a printing-office. Wefound it; a

little bit of a concern, up over a carpentershop—carpenters and

printers all gone to the meeting, and nodoors locked. It was a dirty,

littered-up place, and had inkmarks, and handbills with pictures of

horses and runaway niggers onthem, all over the walls. The duke

shed his coat and said hewas all right now. So me and the king lit out

for thecamp-meeting.

We got there in about a half an hour fairly dripping, for it wasa most

awful hot day. There was as much as a thousand peoplethere from

twenty mile around. The woods was full of teamsand wagons,

hitched everywheres, feeding out of the wagon-troughsand stomping

to keep off the flies. There was sheds made outof poles and roofed

over with branches, where they had lemonade andgingerbread to

sell, and piles of watermelons and green corn andsuch-like truck.

The preaching was going on under the same kinds of sheds, onlythey

was bigger and held crowds of people. The benches wasmade out of

outside slabs of logs, with holes bored in the roundside to drive sticks

into for legs. They didn’t have nobacks. The preachers had high



platforms to stand on at oneend of the sheds. The women had on

sun-bonnets; and some hadlinsey-woolsey frocks, some gingham

ones, and a few of the youngones had on calico. Some of the young

men was barefooted, andsome of the children didn’t have on any

clothes but just atow-linen shirt. Some of the old women was

knitting, and someof the young folks was courting on the sly.

The first shed we come to the preacher was lining out a hymn. He

lined out two lines, everybody sung it, and it was kind ofgrand to

hear it, there was so many of them and they done it insuch a rousing

way; then he lined out two more for them tosing—and so on. The

people woke up more and more, andsung louder and louder; and

towards the end some begun to groan,and some begun to shout.

Then the preacher begun to preach,and begun in earnest, too; and

went weaving first to one side ofthe platform and then the other, and

then a-leaning down over thefront of it, with his arms and his body

going all the time, andshouting his words out with all his might; and

every now and thenhe would hold up his Bible and spread it open,

and kind of pass itaround this way and that, shouting, “It’s the

brazenserpent in the wilderness! Look upon it and live!” And people

would shoutout,“Glory!—A-a-men!” And so he went on,and the

people groaning and crying and saying amen:

“Oh, come to the mourners’ bench! come, black withsin! (Amen!)

come, sick and sore! (Amen!) come, lame and halt andblind! (Amen!)

come, pore and needy, sunk in shame! (A-A-Men!)come, all that’s

worn and soiled and suffering!—comewith a broken spirit! come with

a contrite heart! come in your ragsand sin and dirt! the waters that

cleanse is free, the door ofheaven stands open—oh, enter in and be at

rest!”(A-A-Men! Glory, Glory Hallelujah!)

And so on. You couldn’t make out what the preachersaid any more,

on account of the shouting and crying. Folksgot up everywheres in

the crowd, and worked their way just by mainstrength to the

mourners’ bench, with the tears running downtheir faces; and when

all the mourners had got up there to thefront benches in a crowd,

they sung and shouted and flungthemselves down on the straw, just

crazy and wild.



Well, the first I knowed the king got a-going, and you couldhear him

over everybody; and next he went a-charging up on to theplatform,

and the preacher he begged him to speak to the people,and he done

it. He told them he was a pirate—been apirate for thirty years out in

the Indian Ocean—and his crewwas thinned out considerable last

spring in a fight, and he washome now to take out some fresh men,

and thanks to goodnesshe’d been robbed last night and put ashore

off of a steamboatwithout a cent, and he was glad of it; it was the

blessedest thingthat ever happened to him, because he was a

changed man now, andhappy for the first time in his life; and, poor

as he was, he wasgoing to start right off and work his way back to the

Indian Ocean,and put in the rest of his life trying to turn the pirates

into thetrue path; for he could do it better than anybody else,

beingacquainted with all pirate crews in that ocean; and though it

wouldtake him a long time to get there without money, he would get

thereanyway, and every time he convinced a pirate he would say to

him,“Don’t you thank me, don’t you give me no credit;it all belongs

to them dear people in Pokeville camp-meeting,natural brothers and

benefactors of the race, and that dearpreacher there, the truest friend

a pirate ever had!”

And then he busted into tears, and so did everybody. Thensomebody

sings out, “Take up a collection for him, take up acollection!” Well, a

half a dozen made a jump to do it,but somebody sings out,

“Lethimpass the hat around!” Then everybody said it, the preacher

too.

So the king went all through the crowd with his hat swabbing

hiseyes, and blessing the people and praising them and thanking

themfor being so good to the poor pirates away off there; and

everylittle while the prettiest kind of girls, with the tears

runningdown their cheeks, would up and ask him would he let them

kiss himfor to remember him by; and he always done it; and some of

them hehugged and kissed as many as five or six times—and he

wasinvited to stay a week; and everybody wanted him to live in

theirhouses, and said they’d think it was an honor; but he said asthis

was the last day of the camp-meeting hecouldn’t do nogood, and

besides he was in a sweat to get to the Indian Oceanright off and go

to work on the pirates.



When we got back to the raft and he come to count up he found

hehad collected eighty-seven dollars and seventy-five cents. And then

he had fetched away a three-gallon jug of whisky,too, that he found

under a wagon when he was starting home throughthe woods. The

king said, take it all around, it laid overany day he’d ever put in in the

missionarying line. Hesaid it warn’t no use talking, heathens don’t

amount toshucks alongside of pirates to work a camp-meeting with.

The duke was thinkinghe’dbeen doing pretty well till theking come to

show up, but after that he didn’t think so somuch. He had set up and

printed off two little jobs forfarmers in that printing-office—horse

bills—and tookthe money, four dollars. And he had got in ten

dollars’worth of advertisements for the paper, which he said he

would putin for four dollars if they would pay in advance—so they

doneit. The price of the paper was two dollars a year, but he took

inthree subscriptions for half a dollar apiece on condition of

thempaying him in advance; they were going to pay in cordwood

andonions as usual, but he said he had just bought the concern

andknocked down the price as low as he could afford it, and was

goingto run it for cash. He set up a little piece of poetry, whichhe

made, himself, out of his own head—three verses—kindof sweet and

saddish—the name of it was, “Yes, crush,cold world, this breaking

heart”—and he left that allset up and ready to print in the paper, and

didn’t chargenothing for it. Well, he took in nine dollars and a half,

andsaid he’d done a pretty square day’s work for it.

Then he showed us another little job he’d printed andhadn’t charged

for, because it was for us. It had apicture of a runaway nigger with a

bundle on a stick over hisshoulder, and “$200 reward” under it. The

readingwas all about Jim, and just described him to a dot. It saidhe

run away from St. Jacques’ plantation, forty mile belowNew Orleans,

last winter, and likely went north, and whoever wouldcatch him and

send him back he could have the reward andexpenses.

“Now,” says the duke, “after to-night we canrun in the daytime if we

want to. Whenever we see anybodycoming we can tie Jim hand and

foot with a rope, and lay him in thewigwam and show this handbill

and say we captured him up the river,and were too poor to travel on

a steamboat, so we got this littleraft on credit from our friends and



are going down to get thereward. Handcuffs and chains would look

still better on Jim,but it wouldn’t go well with the story of us being so

poor. Too much like jewelry. Ropes are the correctthing—we must

preserve the unities, as we say on theboards.”

We all said the duke was pretty smart, and there couldn’tbe no

trouble about running daytimes. We judged we could makemiles

enough that night to get out of the reach of the powwow wereckoned

the duke’s work in the printing office was going tomake in that little

town; then we could boom right along if wewanted to.

We laid low and kept still, and never shoved out till nearly teno’clock;

then we slid by, pretty wide away from the town, anddidn’t hoist our

lantern till we was clear out of sight ofit.

When Jim called me to take the watch at four in the morning, hesays:

“Huck, does you reck’n we gwyne to run acrost anymo’ kings on dis

trip?”

“No,” I says, “I reckon not.”

“Well,” says he, “dat’s all right, den. I doan’ mine one er two kings,

but dat’s enough. Dis one’s powerful drunk, en de duke ain’

muchbetter.”

I found Jim had been trying to get him to talk French, so hecould

hear what it was like; but he said he had been in thiscountry so long,

and had so much trouble, he’d forgot it.



CHAPTER XXI.

IT was after sun-up now, but we went right on and didn’ttie up. The

king and the duke turned out by and by lookingpretty rusty; but after

they’d jumped overboard and took aswim it chippered them up a

good deal. After breakfast the king hetook a seat on the corner of the

raft, and pulled off his boots androlled up his britches, and let his

legs dangle in the water, so asto be comfortable, and lit his pipe, and

went to getting his Romeoand Juliet by heart. When he had got it

pretty good him andthe duke begun to practice it together. The duke

had to learnhim over and over again how to say every speech; and he

made himsigh, and put his hand on his heart, and after a while he

said hedone it pretty well; “only,” he says, “youmustn’t bellow

outRomeo! that way, like a bull—you mustsay it soft and sick and

languishy, so—R-o-o-meo! that is theidea; for Juliet’s a dear sweet

mere child of a girl, youknow, and she doesn’t bray like a jackass.”

Well, next they got out a couple of long swords that the dukemade

out of oak laths, and begun to practice the swordfight—the duke

called himself Richard III.; and the way theylaid on and pranced

around the raft was grand to see. But byand by the king tripped and

fell overboard, and after that theytook a rest, and had a talk about all

kinds of adventuresthey’d had in other times along the river.

After dinner the duke says:

“Well, Capet, we’ll want to make this a first-classshow, you know, so

I guess we’ll add a little more to it. We want a little something to

answer encores with,anyway.”

“What’s onkores, Bilgewater?”

The duke told him, and then says:

“I’ll answer by doing the Highland fling or thesailor’s hornpipe; and

you—well, let me see—oh,I’ve got it—you can do Hamlet’ssoliloquy.”

“Hamlet’s which?”



“Hamlet’s soliloquy, you know; the most celebratedthing in

Shakespeare. Ah, it’s sublime, sublime! Alwaysfetches the house. I

haven’t got it in thebook—I’ve only got one volume—but I reckon I

canpiece it out from memory. I’ll just walk up and down aminute,

and see if I can call it back from recollection’svaults.”

So he went to marching up and down, thinking, and

frowninghorrible every now and then; then he would hoist up his

eyebrows;next he would squeeze his hand on his forehead and

stagger back andkind of moan; next he would sigh, and next he’d let

on todrop a tear. It was beautiful to see him. By and by he gotit. He

told us to give attention. Then he strikes amost noble attitude, with

one leg shoved forwards, and his armsstretched away up, and his

head tilted back, looking up at the sky;and then he begins to rip and

rave and grit his teeth; and afterthat, all through his speech, he

howled, and spread around, andswelled up his chest, and just

knocked the spots out of any actingever I see before. This is the

speech—I learned it,easy enough, while he was learning it to the

king:

To be, or not to be; that is the bare bodkin That makescalamity of so

long life; For who would fardels bear, tillBirnam Wood do come to

Dunsinane, But that the fear ofsomething after death Murders the

innocent sleep, Greatnature’s second course, And makes us rather

sling thearrows of outrageous fortune Than fly to others that we

knownot of. There’s the respect must give us pause: Wake Duncan

with thy knocking! I would thou couldst; For whowould bear the

whips and scorns of time, Theoppressor’s wrong, the proud man’s

contumely, Thelaw’s delay, and the quietus which his pangs

mighttake. In the dead waste and middle of the night,

whenchurchyards yawn In customary suits of solemn black, But that

the undiscovered country from whose bourne no travelerreturns,

Breathes forth contagion on the world, Andthus the native hue of

resolution, like the poor cat i’ theadage, Is sicklied o’er with care.

And all theclouds that lowered o’er our housetops, With thisregard

their currents turn awry, And lose the name ofaction. ‘Tis a

consummation devoutly to bewished. But soft you, the fair Ophelia:

Ope not thyponderous and marble jaws. But get thee to anunnery—

go!



Well, the old man he liked that speech, and he mighty soon gotit so

he could do it first rate. It seemed like he was just bornfor it; and

when he had his hand in and was excited, it wasperfectly lovely the

way he would rip and tear and rair up behindwhen he was getting it

off.

The first chance we got, the duke he had some show billsprinted; and

after that, for two or three days as we floated along,the raft was a

most uncommon lively place, for there warn’tnothing but sword-

fighting and rehearsing—as the duke calledit—going on all the time.

One morning, when we was prettywell down the State of Arkansaw,

we come in sight of a littleone-horse town in a big bend; so we tied

up about three-quarters ofa mile above it, in the mouth of a crick

which was shut in like atunnel by the cypress trees, and all of us but

Jim took the canoeand went down there to see if there was any

chance in that placefor our show.

We struck it mighty lucky; there was going to be a circus therethat

afternoon, and the country people was already beginning tocome in,

in all kinds of old shackly wagons, and on horses. Thecircus would

leave before night, so our show would have a prettygood chance. The

duke he hired the court house, and we went aroundand stuck up our

bills. They read like this:

Shaksperean Revival!!! Wonderful Attraction! For OneNight Only!

The world renowned tragedians, David Garrick theyounger, of Drury

Lane Theatre, London, and Edmund Keanthe elder, of the Royal

Haymarket Theatre, Whitechapel, Pudding Lane, Piccadilly, London,

and the Royal ContinentalTheatres, in their sublime Shaksperean

Spectacle entitled TheBalcony Scene in Romeo and Juliet!!!

Romeo...................................... Mr. Garrick.

Juliet..................................... Mr. Kean. Assisted by the whole

strength of the company! New costumes,new scenery, new

appointments! Also: The thrilling,masterly, and blood-curdling

Broad-sword conflict In RichardIII.!!! Richard III................................

Mr.Garrick. Richmond................................... Mr.Kean. also: (by

special request,) Hamlet’sImmortal Soliloquy!! By the Illustrious

Kean! Done byhim 300 consecutive nights in Paris! For One



NightOnly, On account of imperative European engagements!

Admission 25 cents; children and servants, 10 cents.

Then we went loafing around the town. The stores and houses

wasmost all old shackly dried-up frame concerns that hadn’t

everbeen painted; they was set up three or four foot above ground

onstilts, so as to be out of reach of the water when the river

wasoverflowed. The houses had little gardens around them, but

theydidn’t seem to raise hardly anything in them but jimpsonweeds,

and sunflowers, and ash-piles, and old curled-up boots andshoes,

and pieces of bottles, and rags, and played-out tin-ware.The fences

was made of different kinds of boards, nailed on atdifferent times;

and they leaned every which-way, and had gatesthat didn’t generly

have but one hinge—a leather one.Some of the fences had been

whitewashed, some time or another, butthe duke said it was in

Clumbus’s time, like enough. Therewas generly hogs in the garden,

and people driving them out.

All the stores was along one street. They had whitedomestic awnings

in front, and the country people hitched theirhorses to the awning-

posts. There was empty drygoods boxes underthe awnings, and

loafers roosting on them all day long, whittlingthem with their

Barlow knives; and chawing tobacco, and gaping andyawning and

stretching—a mighty ornery lot. They generly hadon yellow straw

hats most as wide as an umbrella, but didn’twear no coats nor

waistcoats, they called one another Bill, andBuck, and Hank, and

Joe, and Andy, and talked lazy and drawly, andused considerable

many cuss words. There was as many as oneloafer leaning up against

every awning-post, and he most always hadhis hands in his britches-

pockets, except when he fetched them outto lend a chaw of tobacco

or scratch. What a body was hearingamongst them all the time was:

“Gimme a chaw ‘v tobacker, Hank.”

“Cain’t; I hain’t got but one chaw left. Ask Bill.”

Maybe Bill he gives him a chaw; maybe he lies and says heain’t got

none. Some of them kinds of loafers never has acent in the world, nor

a chaw of tobacco of their own. Theyget all their chawing by



borrowing; they say to a fellow, “Iwisht you’d len’ me a chaw, Jack, I

jist this minutegive Ben Thompson the last chaw I had”—which is a

liepretty much everytime; it don’t fool nobody but a stranger;but

Jack ain’t no stranger, so he says:

“Yougive him a chaw, did you? So did yoursister’s cat’s grandmother.

You pay me back the chawsyou’ve awready borry’d off’n me, Lafe

Buckner,then I’ll loan you one or two ton of it, and won’tcharge you

no back intrust, nuther.”

“Well, Ididpay you back some of it wunst.”

“Yes, you did—‘bout six chaws. Youborry’d store tobacker and paid

back nigger-head.”

Store tobacco is flat black plug, but these fellows mostly chawsthe

natural leaf twisted. When they borrow a chaw theydon’t generly cut

it off with a knife, but set the plug inbetween their teeth, and gnaw

with their teeth and tug at the plugwith their hands till they get it in

two; then sometimes the onethat owns the tobacco looks mournful at

it when it’s handedback, and says, sarcastic:

“Here, gimme thechaw, and you take theplug.”

All the streets and lanes was just mud; they warn’tnothing

elsebutmud—mud as black as tar and nigh about a footdeep in some

places, and two or three inches deep inallthe places. The hogs loafed

and grunted around everywheres. You’d see a muddy sow and a litter

of pigs come lazyingalong the street and whollop herself right down

in the way, wherefolks had to walk around her, and she’d stretch out

and shuther eyes and wave her ears whilst the pigs was milking her,

andlook as happy as if she was on salary. And pretty soon you’dhear

a loafer sing out, “Hi! soboy! sick him,Tige!” and away the sow would

go, squealing most horrible,with a dog or two swinging to each ear,

and three or four dozenmore a-coming; and then you would see all

the loafers get up andwatch the thing out of sight, and laugh at the

fun and lookgrateful for the noise. Then they’d settle back againtill

there was a dog fight. There couldn’t anythingwake them up all over,

and make them happy all over, like a dogfight—unless it might be



putting turpentine on a stray dogand setting fire to him, or tying a tin

pan to his tail and see himrun himself to death.

On the river front some of the houses was sticking out over thebank,

and they was bowed and bent, and about ready to tumble in.The

people had moved out of them. The bank was caved awayunder one

corner of some others, and that corner was hanging over. People

lived in them yet, but it was dangersome, becausesometimes a strip

of land as wide as a house caves in at a time. Sometimes a belt of land

a quarter of a mile deep will startin and cave along and cave along till

it all caves into the riverin one summer. Such a town as that has to be

always moving back,and back, and back, because the river’s always

gnawing atit.

The nearer it got to noon that day the thicker and thicker wasthe

wagons and horses in the streets, and more coming all the time.

Families fetched their dinners with them from the country,and eat

them in the wagons. There was considerable whiskydrinking going

on, and I seen three fights. By and bysomebody sings out:

“Here comes old Boggs!—in from the country for hislittle old

monthly drunk; here he comes, boys!”

All the loafers looked glad; I reckoned they was used to havingfun

out of Boggs. One of them says:

“Wonder who he’s a-gwyne to chaw up this time. If he’d a-chawed up

all the men he’s ben a-gwyneto chaw up in the last twenty year he’d

have considerableruputation now.”

Another one says, “I wisht old Boggs ‘d threaten me,‘cuz then I’d

know I warn’t gwyne to die for athousan’ year.”

Boggs comes a-tearing along on his horse, whooping and yellinglike

an Injun, and singing out:

“Cler the track, thar. I’m on the waw-path,and the price uv coffins is

a-gwyne to raise.”



He was drunk, and weaving about in his saddle; he was over fiftyyear

old, and had a very red face. Everybody yelled at himand laughed at

him and sassed him, and he sassed back, and saidhe’d attend to them

and lay them out in their regular turns,but he couldn’t wait now

because he’d come to town tokill old Colonel Sherburn, and his

motto was, “Meat first,and spoon vittles to top off on.”

He see me, and rode up and says:

“Whar’d you come f’m, boy? You preparedto die?”

Then he rode on. I was scared, but a man says:

“He don’t mean nothing; he’s alwaysa-carryin’ on like that when he’s

drunk. He’s the best naturedest old fool inArkansaw—never hurt

nobody, drunk nor sober.”

Boggs rode up before the biggest store in town, and bent hishead

down so he could see under the curtain of the awning andyells:

“Come out here, Sherburn! Come out and meet the manyou’ve

swindled. You’re the houn’ I’mafter, and I’m a-gwyne to have you,

too!”

And so he went on, calling Sherburn everything he could lay

histongue to, and the whole street packed with people listening

andlaughing and going on. By and by a proud-looking man

aboutfifty-five—and he was a heap the best dressed man in thattown,

too—steps out of the store, and the crowd drops back oneach side to

let him come. He says to Boggs, mightyca’m and slow—he says:

“I’m tired of this, but I’ll endure it tillone o’clock. Till one o’clock,

mind—nolonger. If you open your mouth against me only once

afterthat time you can’t travel so far but I will findyou.”

Then he turns and goes in. The crowd looked mighty sober;nobody

stirred, and there warn’t no more laughing. Boggs rode off

blackguarding Sherburn as loud as he couldyell, all down the street;

and pretty soon back he comes and stopsbefore the store, still

keeping it up. Some men crowdedaround him and tried to get him to



shut up, but he wouldn’t;they told him it would be one o’clock in

about fifteenminutes, and so hemustgo home—he must go right

away. But it didn’t do no good. He cussed away with allhis might, and

throwed his hat down in the mud and rode over it,and pretty soon

away he went a-raging down the street again, withhis gray hair a-

flying. Everybody that could get a chance at himtried their best to

coax him off of his horse so they could lockhim up and get him sober;

but it warn’t no use—up thestreet he would tear again, and give

Sherburn another cussing. By and by somebody says:

“Go for his daughter!—quick, go for his daughter;sometimes he’ll

listen to her. If anybody can persuadehim, she can.”

So somebody started on a run. I walked down street a waysand

stopped. In about five or ten minutes here comes Boggs again,but not

on his horse. He was a-reeling across the streettowards me, bare-

headed, with a friend on both sides of him a-holtof his arms and

hurrying him along. He was quiet, and lookeduneasy; and he warn’t

hanging back any, but was doing some ofthe hurrying himself.

Somebody sings out:

“Boggs!”

I looked over there to see who said it, and it was that

ColonelSherburn. He was standing perfectly still in the street, and

had apistol raised in his right hand—not aiming it, but holding itout

with the barrel tilted up towards the sky. The samesecond I see a

young girl coming on the run, and two men with her. Boggs and the

men turned round to see who called him, andwhen they see the pistol

the men jumped to one side, and thepistol-barrel come down slow

and steady to a level—bothbarrels cocked. Boggs throws up both of

his hands and says,“O Lord, don’t shoot!” Bang! goes the firstshot,

and he staggers back, clawing at the air—bang! goes thesecond one,

and he tumbles backwards on to the ground, heavy andsolid, with his

arms spread out. That young girl screamed outand comes rushing,

and down she throws herself on her father,crying, and saying, “Oh,

he’s killed him, he’skilled him!” The crowd closed up around them,

andshouldered and jammed one another, with their necks



stretched,trying to see, and people on the inside trying to shove them

backand shouting, “Back, back! give him air, give himair!”

Colonel Sherburn he tossed his pistol on to the ground, andturned

around on his heels and walked off.

They took Boggs to a little drug store, the crowd pressingaround just

the same, and the whole town following, and I rushedand got a good

place at the window, where I was close to him andcould see in. They

laid him on the floor and put one largeBible under his head, and

opened another one and spread it on hisbreast; but they tore open

his shirt first, and I seen where one ofthe bullets went in. He made

about a dozen long gasps, hisbreast lifting the Bible up when he

drawed in his breath, andletting it down again when he breathed it

out—and after thathe laid still; he was dead. Then they pulled his

daughteraway fromhim, screaming and crying, and took her off. She

wasabout sixteen, and very sweet and gentle looking, but awful

paleand scared.

Well, pretty soon the whole town was there, squirming andscrouging

and pushing and shoving to get at the window and have alook, but

people that had the places wouldn’t give them up,and folks behind

them was saying all the time, “Say, now,you’ve looked enough, you

fellows; ‘tain’t rightand ‘tain’t fair for you to stay thar all the time,

andnever give nobody a chance; other folks has their rights as well

asyou.”

There was considerable jawing back, so I slid out, thinkingmaybe

there was going to be trouble. The streets was full,and everybody was

excited. Everybody that seen the shooting wastelling how it

happened, and there was a big crowd packed aroundeach one of

these fellows, stretching their necks and listening. One long, lanky

man, with long hair and a big white furstovepipe hat on the back of

his head, and a crooked-handled cane,marked out the places on the

ground where Boggs stood and whereSherburn stood, and the people

following him around from one placeto t’other and watching

everything he done, and bobbing theirheads to show they

understood, and stooping a little and restingtheir hands on their

thighs to watch him mark the places on theground with his cane; and



then he stood up straight and stiff whereSherburn had stood,

frowning and having his hat-brim down over hiseyes, and sung out,

“Boggs!” and then fetched his canedown slow to a level, and says

“Bang!” staggeredbackwards, says “Bang!” again, and fell down flat

onhis back. The people that had seen the thing said he done itperfect;

said it was just exactly the way it all happened. Then as much as a

dozen people got out their bottles andtreated him.

Well, by and by somebody said Sherburn ought to be lynched. In

about a minute everybody was saying it; so away they went,mad and

yelling, and snatching down every clothes-line they come toto do the

hanging with.



CHAPTER XXII.

THEY swarmed up towards Sherburn’s house, a-whooping

andraging like Injuns, and everything had to clear the way or get

runover and tromped to mush, and it was awful to see. Childrenwas

heeling it ahead of the mob, screaming and trying to get out ofthe

way; and every window along the road was full of women’sheads, and

there was nigger boys in every tree, and bucks andwenches looking

over every fence; and as soon as the mob wouldgetnearly to them

they would break and skaddle back out of reach. Lots of the women

and girls was crying and taking on, scaredmost to death.

They swarmed up in front of Sherburn’s palings as thick asthey could

jam together, and you couldn’t hear yourself thinkfor the noise. It

was a little twenty-foot yard. Somesung out “Tear down the fence!

tear down the fence!” Then there was a racket of ripping and tearing

and smashing,and down she goes, and the front wall of the crowd

begins to rollin like a wave.

Just then Sherburn steps out on to the roof of his little frontporch,

with a double-barrel gun in his hand, and takes his stand,perfectly

ca’m and deliberate, not saying a word. Theracket stopped, and the

wave sucked back.

Sherburn never said a word—just stood there, looking down. The

stillness was awful creepy and uncomfortable. Sherburn run his eye

slow along the crowd; and wherever itstruck the people tried a little

to out-gaze him, but theycouldn’t; they dropped their eyes and

looked sneaky. Thenpretty soon Sherburn sort of laughed; not the

pleasant kind, butthe kind that makes you feel like when you are

eating breadthat’s got sand in it.

Then he says, slow and scornful:

“The idea ofyoulynching anybody! It’s amusing. The idea of you

thinking you had pluck enough to lynch aman! Because you’re brave

enough to tar and feather poorfriendless cast-out women that come

along here, did that make youthink you had grit enough to lay your



hands on aman? Why,aman’ssafe in the hands of ten thousand of

your kind—aslong as it’s daytime and you’re not behind him.

“Do I know you? I know you clear through. I was bornand raised in

the South, and I’ve lived in the North; so Iknow the average all

around. The average man’s a coward. In the North he lets anybody

walk over him that wants to, andgoes home and prays for a humble

spirit to bear it. In the Southone man all by himself, has stopped a

stage full of men in thedaytime, and robbed the lot. Your newspapers

call you a bravepeople so much that you think you are braver than

any otherpeople—whereas you’re justasbrave, and no braver. Why

don’t your juries hang murderers? Becausethey’re afraid the man’s

friends will shoot them in theback, in the dark—and it’s just what

theywoulddo.

“So they always acquit; and then amangoes in the night,with a

hundred masked cowards at his back and lynches the rascal. Your

mistake is, that you didn’t bring a man with you;that’s one mistake,

and the other is that you didn’tcome in the dark and fetch your

masks. You broughtpartof aman—Buck Harkness, there—and if you

hadn’t hadhim to start you, you’d a taken it out in blowing.

“You didn’t want to come. The average mandon’t like trouble and

danger.Youdon’t like trouble anddanger. But if onlyhalfa man—like

Buck Harkness,there—shouts ‘Lynch him! lynch him!’ you’reafraid to

back down—afraid you’ll be found out to bewhat you are—cowards—

and so you raise a yell, and hangyourselves on to that half-a-man’s

coat-tail, and come ragingup here, swearing what big things you’re

going to do. Thepitifulest thing out is a mob; that’s what an army is—

amob; they don’t fight with courage that’s born in them,but with

courage that’s borrowed from their mass, and fromtheir officers. But

a mob without anymanat the head of itisbeneathpitifulness. Now the

thing foryouto do is to droopyour tails and go home and crawl in a

hole. If any reallynching’s going to be done itwill be done in the

dark,Southern fashion; and when they come they’ll bring theirmasks,

and fetch amanalong. Nowleave—and take yourhalf-a-man with

you”—tossing his gun up across his leftarm and cocking it when he

says this.



The crowd washed back sudden, and then broke all apart, and

wenttearing off every which way, and Buck Harkness he heeled it

afterthem, looking tolerable cheap. I could a stayed if I wantedto, but

I didn’t want to.

I went to the circus and loafed around the back side till thewatchman

went by, and then dived in under the tent. I had mytwenty-dollar

gold piece and some other money, but I reckoned Ibetter save it,

because there ain’t no telling how soon youare going to need it, away

from home and amongst strangers thatway. You can’t be too careful.

I ain’topposed to spending money on circuses when there ain’t

noother way, but there ain’t no use inwastingit on them.

It was a real bully circus. It was the splendidest sightthat ever was

when they all come riding in, two and two, agentleman and lady, side

by side, the men just in their drawers andundershirts, and no shoes

nor stirrups, and resting their hands ontheir thighs easy and

comfortable—there must a been twenty ofthem—and every lady with

a lovely complexion, and perfectlybeautiful, and looking just like a

gang of real sure-enough queens,and dressed in clothes that cost

millions of dollars, and justlittered with diamonds. It was a powerful

fine sight; I neversee anything so lovely. And then one by one they

got up andstood, and went a-weaving around the ring so gentle and

wavy andgraceful, the men looking ever so tall and airy and straight,

withtheir heads bobbing and skimming along, away up there under

thetent-roof, and every lady’s rose-leafy dress flapping softand silky

around her hips, and she looking like the most loveliestparasol.

And then faster and faster they went, all of them dancing, firstone

foot out in the air and then the other, the horses leaning moreand

more, and the ringmaster going round and round the center-

pole,cracking his whip and shouting “Hi!—hi!” and theclown

cracking jokes behind him; and by and by all hands droppedthe

reins, and every lady put her knuckles on her hips and

everygentleman folded his arms, and then how the horses did lean

overand hump themselves! And so one after the other they

allskipped off into the ring, and made the sweetest bow I ever

see,and then scampered out, and everybody clapped their hands and

wentjust about wild.



Well, all through the circus they done the most astonishingthings;

and all the time that clown carried on so it most killedthe people. The

ringmaster couldn’t ever say a word tohim but he was back at him

quick as a wink with the funniest thingsa body ever said; and how he

evercouldthink of so many of them, andso sudden and so pat, was

what I couldn’t noway understand.Why, I couldn’t a thought of them

in a year. And by and by adrunk man tried to get into the ring—said

he wanted to ride;said he could ride as well as anybody that ever was.

Theyargued and tried to keep him out, but he wouldn’t listen, andthe

whole show come to a standstill. Then the people begun toholler at

him and make fun of him, and that made him mad, and hebegun to

rip and tear; so that stirred up the people, and a lot ofmen begun to

pile down off of the benches and swarm towards thering, saying,

“Knock himdown! throw him out!” and oneor two women begun to

scream. So, then, the ringmaster hemade a little speech, and said he

hoped there wouldn’t be nodisturbance, and if the man would

promise he wouldn’t make nomore trouble he would let him ride if

he thought he could stay onthe horse. So everybody laughed and said

all right, and theman got on. The minute he was on, the horse begun

to rip and tearand jump and cavort around, with two circus men

hanging on to hisbridle trying to hold him, and the drunk man

hanging on to hisneck, and his heels flying in the air every jump, and

the wholecrowd of people standing up shouting and laughing till

tears rolleddown. And at last, sure enough, all the circus men could

do,the horse broke loose, and away he went like the very nation,

roundand round the ring, with that sot laying down on him and

hanging tohis neck, with first one leg hanging most to the ground on

oneside, and then t’other one on t’other side, and thepeople just

crazy. It warn’t funny to me, though; I wasall of a tremble to see his

danger. But pretty soon hestruggled up astraddle and grabbed the

bridle, a-reeling this wayand that; and the next minute he sprung up

and dropped the bridleand stood! and the horse a-going like a house

afire too. Hejust stood up there, a-sailing around as easy and

comfortable as ifhe warn’t ever drunk in his life—and then he begun

topull off his clothes and sling them. He shed them so thickthey kind

of clogged up the air, and altogether he shed seventeensuits. And,

then, there he was, slim and handsome, and dressed thegaudiest and

prettiest you ever saw, and he lit into that horsewith his whip and

made him fairly hum—and finally skippedoff, and made his bow and



danced off to the dressing-room, andeverybody just a-howling with

pleasure and astonishment.

Then the ringmaster he see how he had been fooled, and

hewasthesickest ringmaster you ever see, I reckon. Why, it was one

ofhis own men! He had got up that joke all out of his own head,and

never let on to nobody. Well, I felt sheepish enough to be tookin so,

but I wouldn’t a been in that ringmaster’splace, not for a thousand

dollars. I don’t know; theremay be bullier circuses than what that

one was, but I never struckthem yet. Anyways, it was plenty good

enough forme; and wherever Irun across it, it can have all

ofmycustom every time.

Well, that night we hadourshow; but there warn’t onlyabout twelve

people there—just enough to pay expenses. And they laughed all the

time, and that made the duke mad;and everybody left, anyway,

before the show was over, but one boywhich was asleep. So the duke

said these Arkansaw lunkheadscouldn’t come up to Shakespeare;

what they wanted was lowcomedy—and maybe something ruther

worse than low comedy, hereckoned. He said he could size their

style. So nextmorning he got some big sheets of wrapping paper and

some blackpaint, and drawed off some handbills, and stuck them up

all overthe village. The bills said:



CHAPTER XXIII.

WELL, all day him and the king was hard at it, rigging up astage and

a curtain and a row of candles for footlights; and thatnight the house

was jam full of men in no time. When theplace couldn’t hold no

more, the duke he quit tending doorand went around the back way

and come on to the stage and stood upbefore the curtain and made a

little speech, and praised up thistragedy, and said it was the most

thrillingest one that ever was;and so he went on a-bragging about the

tragedy, and about EdmundKean the Elder, which was to play the

main principal part in it;and at last when he’d got everybody’s

expectations uphigh enough, he rolled up the curtain, and the next

minute the kingcome a-prancing out on all fours, naked; and he was

painted allover, ring-streaked-and-striped, all sorts of colors, as

splendidas a rainbow. And—but never mind the rest of hisoutfit; it

was just wild, but it was awful funny. The people mostkilled

themselves laughing; and when the king got done capering

andcapered off behind the scenes, they roared and clapped and

stormedand haw-hawed till he come back and done it over again, and

afterthat they made him do it another time. Well, it would make a

cowlaugh to see the shines that old idiot cut.

Then the duke he lets the curtain down, and bows to the people,and

says the great tragedy will be performed only two nights more,on

accounts of pressing London engagements, where the seats is allsold

already for it in Drury Lane; and then he makes them anotherbow,

and says if he has succeeded in pleasing them and instructingthem,

he will be deeply obleeged if they will mention it to theirfriends and

get them to come and see it.

Twenty people sings out:

“What, is it over? Is thatall?”

The duke says yes. Then there was a fine time. Everybody sings out,

“Sold!” and rose up mad, andwas a-going for that stage and them



tragedians. But a big,fine looking man jumps up on a bench and

shouts:

“Hold on! Just a word, gentlemen.” Theystopped to listen. "We are

sold—mighty badly sold. But we don’t want to be the laughing stock

of thiswhole town, I reckon, and never hear the last of this thing as

longas we live. No. What we want is to go out of herequiet, and talk

this show up, and sell therestof the town! Then we’ll all be in the

same boat. Ain’tthat sensible?” (“You bet it is!—the jedge isright!”

everybody sings out.) “All right,then—not a word about any sell. Go

along home, andadvise everybody to come and see the tragedy.”

Next day you couldn’t hear nothing around that town buthow

splendid that show was. House was jammed again thatnight, and we

sold this crowd the same way. When me and theking and the duke

got home to the raft we all had a supper; and byand by,

aboutmidnight, they made Jim and me back her out and floather

down the middle of the river, and fetch her in and hide herabout two

mile below town.

The third night the house was crammed again—and theywarn’t new-

comers this time, but people that was at the showthe other two

nights. I stood by the duke at the door, and Isee that every man that

went in had his pockets bulging, orsomething muffled up under his

coat—and I see it warn’tno perfumery, neither, not by a long sight. I

smelt sicklyeggs by the barrel, and rotten cabbages, and such things;

and if Iknow the signs of a dead cat being around, and I bet I do,

therewas sixty-four of them went in. I shoved in there for aminute,

but it was too various for me; I couldn’t stand it. Well, when the place

couldn’t hold no more people theduke he give a fellow a quarter and

told him to tend door for him aminute, and then he started around

for the stage door, I after him;but the minute we turned the corner

and was in the dark hesays:

“Walk fast now till you get away from the houses, and thenshin for

the raft like the dickens was after you!”

I done it, and he done the same. We struck the raft at thesame time,

and in less than two seconds we was gliding down stream,all dark



and still, and edging towards the middle of the river,nobody saying a

word. I reckoned the poor king was in for a gaudytime of it with the

audience, but nothing of the sort; pretty soonhe crawls out from

under the wigwam, and says:

“Well, how’d the old thing pan out this time,duke?” He hadn’t been

up-town at all.

We never showed a light till we was about ten mile below thevillage.

Then we lit up and had a supper, and the king and the dukefairly

laughed their bones loose over the way they’d servedthem people.

The duke says:

“Greenhorns, flatheads! I knew the first house wouldkeep mum and

let the rest of the town get roped in; and I knewthey’d lay for us the

third night, and consider itwastheirturn now. Well, itistheir turn, and

I’d givesomething to know how much they’d take for it. Iwouldjust

like to know how they’re putting in theiropportunity. They can turn it

into a picnic if they wantto—they brought plenty provisions.”

Them rapscallions took in four hundred and sixty-five dollars inthat

three nights. I never see money hauled in by thewagon-load like that

before. By and by, when they was asleepand snoring, Jim says:

“Don’t it s’prise you de way dem kings carrieson, Huck?”

“No,” I says, “it don’t.”

“Why don’t it, Huck?”

“Well, it don’t, because it’s in the breed. I reckon they’re all alike.”

“But, Huck, dese kings o’ ourn is reglarrapscallions; dat’s jist what

dey is; dey’s reglarrapscallions.”

“Well, that’s what I’m a-saying; all kings ismostly rapscallions, as fur

as I can make out.”

“Is dat so?”



“You read about them once—you’ll see. Look at Henry the Eight; this

‘n ‘s aSunday-school Superintendent tohim. And look at

CharlesSecond, and Louis Fourteen, and Louis Fifteen, and James

Second,and Edward Second, and Richard Third, and forty more;

besides allthem Saxon heptarchies that used to rip around so in old

times andraise Cain. My, you ought to seen old Henry the Eight when

hewas in bloom. Hewasa blossom. He used to marry a newwife every

day, and chop off her head next morning. And hewould do it just as

indifferent as if he was ordering up eggs. ‘Fetch up Nell Gwynn,’ he

says. They fetchher up. Next morning, ‘Chop off her head!’ Andthey

chop it off. ‘Fetch up Jane Shore,’ he says;and up she comes, Next

morning, ‘Chop off herhead’—and they chop it off. ‘Ring up

FairRosamun.’ Fair Rosamun answers the bell. Nextmorning, ‘Chop

off her head.’ And he made everyone of them tell him a tale every

night; and he kept that up tillhe had hogged a thousand and one tales

that way, and then he putthem all in a book, and called it Domesday

Book—which was agood name and stated the case. You don’t know

kings,Jim, but I know them; and this old rip of ourn is one of

thecleanest I’ve struck in history. Well, Henry he takes anotion he

wants to get up some trouble with this country. How doeshe go at it—

give notice?—give the country a show? No. All of a sudden he heaves

all the tea in BostonHarbor overboard, and whacks out a declaration

of independence, anddares them to come on. That washisstyle—he

never giveanybody a chance. He had suspicions of his father, the

Dukeof Wellington. Well, what did he do? Ask him to showup? No—

drownded him in a butt of mamsey, like a cat. S’pose people left

money laying around where hewas—what did he do? He collared it.

S’posehe contracted to do a thing, and you paid him, and didn’t

setdown there and see that he done it—what did he do? Healways

done the other thing. S’pose he opened hismouth—what then? If he

didn’t shut it up powerfulquick he’d lose a lie every time. That’s the

kindof a bug Henry was; and if we’d a had him along ‘steadof our

kings he’d a fooled that town a heap worse than ourndone. I don’t

say that ourn is lambs, because theyain’t, when you come right down

to the cold facts; but theyain’t nothing tothatold ram, anyway. All I

say is,kings is kings, and you got to make allowances. Take them

allaround, they’re a mighty ornery lot. It’s the waythey’re raised.”

“But dis one dosmellso like de nation, Huck.”



“Well, they all do, Jim. We can’t help the waya king smells; history

don’t tell no way.”

“Now de duke, he’s a tolerble likely man in someways.”

“Yes, a duke’s different. But not verydifferent. This one’s a middling

hard lot for a duke. When he’s drunk there ain’t no near-sighted

mancould tell him from a king.”

“Well, anyways, I doan’ hanker for no mo’ unum, Huck. Dese is all I

kin stan’.”

“It’s the way I feel, too, Jim. Butwe’ve got them on our hands, and we

got to remember what theyare, and make allowances. Sometimes I

wish we could hear of acountry that’s out of kings.”

What was the use to tell Jim these warn’t real kings anddukes? It

wouldn’t a done no good; and, besides, it wasjust as I said: you

couldn’t tell them from the realkind.

I went to sleep, and Jim didn’t call me when it was myturn. He often

done that. When I waked up just atdaybreak he was sitting there with

his head down betwixt his knees,moaning and mourning to himself. I

didn’t take noticenor let on. I knowed what it was about. He was

thinkingabout his wife and his children, away up yonder, and he was

low andhomesick; because he hadn’t ever been away from home

beforein his life; and I do believe he cared just as much for his

peopleas white folks does for their’n. It don’t seemnatural, but I

reckon it’s so. He was often moaning andmourning that way nights,

when he judged I was asleep, and saying,“Po’ little ‘Lizabeth! po’

little Johnny!it’s mighty hard; I spec’ I ain’t ever gwyne tosee you no

mo’, no mo’!” He was a mightygood nigger, Jim was.

But this time I somehow got to talking to him about his wife

andyoung ones; and by and by he says:

“What makes me feel so bad dis time ‘uz bekase Ihear sumpn over

yonder on de bank like a whack, er a slam, whileago, en it mine me er

de time I treat my little ‘Lizabeth soornery. She warn’t on’y ‘bout

fo’year ole, en she tuck de sk’yarlet fever, en had a powfulrough spell;



but she got well, en one day she was a-stannin’aroun’, en I says to

her, I says:

“‘Shet de do’.’

“She never done it; jis’ stood dah, kinersmilin’ up at me. It make me

mad; en I says agin,mighty loud, I says:

“‘Doan’ you hear me? Shet dedo’!’

“She jis stood de same way, kiner smilin’ up. I was a-bilin’! I says:

“‘I lay Imakeyou mine!’

“En wid dat I fetch’ her a slap side de head datsont her a-sprawlin’.

Den I went into de yuther room, en‘uz gone ‘bout ten minutes; en

when I come back dah wasdat do’ a-stannin’ openyit, en dat chile

stannin’mos’ right in it, a-lookin’ down and mournin’, ende tears

runnin’ down. My, but Iwuzmad! I wasa-gwyne for de chile, but jis’

den—it was a do’dat open innerds—jis’ den, ‘long come de wind

enslam it to, behine de chile, ker-BLAM!—en my lan’, dechile never

move’! My breff mos’ hop outer me; enI feel so—so—I doan’ know

HOW I feel. Icrope out, all a-tremblin’, en crope aroun’ en open

dedo’ easy en slow, en poke my head in behine de chile,sof’ en still,

en all uv a sudden I says POW! jis’ asloud as I could yell. She never

budge! Oh, Huck, I bustout a-cryin’ en grab her up in my arms, en

say, ‘Oh, depo’ little thing! De Lord God Amighty fogive po’ole Jim,

kaze he never gwyne to fogive hisself as long’s helive!’ Oh, she was

plumb deef en dumb, Huck, plumb deefen dumb—en I’d ben a-

treat’n her so!”



CHAPTER XXIV.

NEXT day, towards night, we laid up under a little willowtowhead

out in the middle, where there was a village on each sideof the river,

and the duke and the king begun to lay out a plan forworking them

towns. Jim he spoke to the duke, and said hehoped it wouldn’t take

but a few hours, because it got mightyheavy and tiresome to him

when he had to lay all day in the wigwamtied with the rope. You see,

when we left him all alone wehad to tie him, because if anybody

happened on to him all byhimself and not tied it wouldn’t look much

like he was arunaway nigger, you know. So the duke said itwaskind

of hard tohave to lay roped all day, and he’d cipher out some way

toget around it.

He was uncommon bright, the duke was, and he soon struck it. He

dressed Jim up in King Lear’s outfit—it was along curtain-calico

gown, and a white horse-hair wig and whiskers;and then he took his

theater paint and painted Jim’s face andhands and ears and neck all

over a dead, dull, solid blue, like aman that’s been drownded nine

days. Blamed if hewarn’t the horriblest looking outrage I ever see.

Thenthe duke took and wrote out a sign on a shingle so:

Sick Arab—but harmless when not out of his head.

And he nailed that shingle to a lath, and stood the lath up fouror five

foot in front of the wigwam. Jim was satisfied. He said it was a sight

better than lying tied a couple ofyears every day, and trembling all

over every time there was asound. The duke told him to make

himself free and easy, andif anybody ever come meddling around, he

must hop out of thewigwam, and carry on a little, and fetch a howl or

two like a wildbeast, and he reckoned they would light out and leave

him alone. Which was sound enough judgment; but you take the

averageman, and he wouldn’t wait for him to howl. Why, hedidn’t

only look like he was dead, he looked considerablemore than that.

These rapscallions wanted to try the Nonesuch again, becausethere

was so much money in it, but they judged it wouldn’t besafe, because



maybe the news might a worked along down by thistime. They

couldn’t hit no project that suited exactly;so at last the duke said he

reckoned he’d lay off and workhis brains an hour or two and see if he

couldn’t put upsomething on the Arkansaw village; and the king he

allowed he woulddrop over to t’other village without any plan, but

just trustin Providence to lead him the profitable way—meaning

thedevil, I reckon. We had all bought store clothes where westopped

last; and now the king put his’n on, and he told meto put mine on. I

done it, of course. The king’sduds was all black, and he did look real

swell and starchy. Inever knowed how clothes could change a body

before. Why,before, he looked like the orneriest old rip that ever was;

butnow, when he’d take off his new white beaver and make a bowand

do a smile, he looked that grand and good and pious thatyou’d say he

had walked right out of the ark, and maybe wasold Leviticus himself.

Jim cleaned up the canoe, and I got mypaddleready. There was a big

steamboat laying at the shoreaway up under the point, about three

mile above the town—beenthere a couple of hours, taking on freight.

Says theking:

“Seein’ how I’m dressed, I reckon maybe Ibetter arrive down from St.

Louis or Cincinnati, or some other bigplace. Go for the steamboat,

Huckleberry; we’ll comedown to the village on her.”

I didn’t have to be ordered twice to go and take asteamboat ride. I

fetched the shore a half a mile above thevillage, and then went

scooting along the bluff bank in the easywater. Pretty soon we come

to a nice innocent-looking youngcountry jake setting on a log

swabbing the sweat off of his face,for it was powerful warm weather;

and he had a couple of bigcarpet-bags by him.

“Run her nose in shore,” says the king. I doneit. "Wher’ you bound

for, young man?”

“For the steamboat; going to Orleans.”

“Git aboard,” says the king. "Hold on aminute, my servant ‘ll he’p you

with them bags. Jump out and he’p the gentleman,Adolphus”—

meaning me, I see.



I done so, and then we all three started on again. Theyoung chap was

mighty thankful; said it was tough work toting hisbaggage such

weather. He asked the king where he was going, and theking told him

he’d come down the river and landed at theother village this

morning, and now he was going up a few mile tosee an old friend on

a farm up there. The young fellowsays:

“When I first see you I says to myself, ‘It’sMr. Wilks, sure, and he

come mighty near getting here intime.’ But then I says again, ‘No, I

reckon itain’t him, or else he wouldn’t be paddling up theriver.’

Youain’thim, are you?”

“No, my name’s Blodgett—ElexanderBlodgett—ReverendElexander

Blodgett, I s’pose I mustsay, as I’m one o’ the Lord’s poor servants.

But still I’m jist as able to be sorry for Mr. Wilksfor not arriving in

time, all the same, if he’s missedanything by it—which I hope he

hasn’t.”

“Well, he don’t miss any property by it, becausehe’ll get that all right;

but he’s missed seeing hisbrother Peter die—which he mayn’t mind,

nobody can tellas to that—but his brother would a give anything in

thisworld to seehimbefore he died; never talked about nothing else

allthese three weeks; hadn’t seen him since they was boystogether—

and hadn’t ever seen his brother William atall—that’s the deef and

dumb one—Williamain’t more than thirty or thirty-five. Peter and

Georgewere the only ones that come out here; George was the

marriedbrother; him and his wife both died last year. Harvey

andWilliam’s the only ones that’s left now; and, as I wassaying, they

haven’t got here in time.”

“Did anybody send ‘em word?”

“Oh, yes; a month or two ago, when Peter was first took;because

Peter said then that he sorter felt like he warn’tgoing to get well this

time. You see, he was pretty old, andGeorge’s g’yirls was too young to

be much company forhim, except Mary Jane, the red-headed one;

and so he was kinderlonesome after George and his wife died, and

didn’t seem tocaremuch to live. He most desperately wanted to

seeHarvey—and William, too, for that matter—because he wasone of



them kind that can’t bear to make a will. Heleft a letter behind for

Harvey, and said he’d told in itwhere his money was hid, and how he

wanted the rest of the propertydivided up so George’s g’yirls would

be allright—for George didn’t leave nothing. And thatletter was all

they could get him to put a pen to.”

“Why do you reckon Harvey don’t come? Wher’ does he live?”

“Oh, he lives in England—Sheffield—preachesthere—hasn’t ever been

in this country. Hehasn’t had any too much time—and besides

hemightn’t a got the letter at all, you know.”

“Too bad, too bad he couldn’t a lived to see hisbrothers, poor soul.

You going to Orleans, you say?”

“Yes, but that ain’t only a part of it. I’m going in a ship, next

Wednesday, for Ryo Janeero,where my uncle lives.”

“It’s a pretty long journey. But it’llbe lovely; wisht I was a-going. Is

Mary Jane the oldest? Howold is the others?”

“Mary Jane’s nineteen, Susan’s fifteen, andJoanna’s about fourteen—

that’s the one that givesherself to good works and has a hare-lip.”

“Poor things! to be left alone in the cold worldso.”

“Well, they could be worse off. Old Peter hadfriends, and they ain’t

going to let them come to no harm. There’s Hobson, the Babtis’

preacher; and DeaconLot Hovey, and Ben Rucker, and Abner

Shackleford, and Levi Bell,the lawyer; and Dr. Robinson, and their

wives, and the widowBartley, and—well, there’s a lot of them; but

these arethe ones that Peter was thickest with, and used to write

aboutsometimes, when he wrote home; so Harvey ‘ll know where

tolook for friends when he gets here.”

Well, the old man went on asking questions till he just fairlyemptied

that young fellow. Blamed if he didn’t inquireabout everybody and

everything in that blessed town, and all aboutthe Wilkses; and about

Peter’s business—which was atanner; and about George’s—which



was a carpenter; andabout Harvey’s—which was a dissentering

minister; andso on, and so on. Then he says:

“What did you want to walk all the way up to the steamboatfor?”

“Because she’s a big Orleans boat, and I was afeardshe mightn’t stop

there. When they’re deep theywon’t stop for a hail. A Cincinnati boat

will, but thisis a St. Louis one.”

“Was Peter Wilks well off?”

“Oh, yes, pretty well off. He had houses and land,and it’s reckoned he

left three or four thousand in cash hidup som’ers.”

“When did you say he died?”

“I didn’t say, but it was last night.”

“Funeral to-morrow, likely?”

“Yes, ‘bout the middle of the day.”

“Well, it’s all terrible sad; but we’ve allgot to go, one time or another.

So what we want to do is to beprepared; then we’re all right.”

“Yes, sir, it’s the best way. Ma used toalways say that.”

When we struck the boat she was about done loading, and prettysoon

she got off. The king never said nothing about goingaboard, so I lost

my ride, after all. When the boat was gonethe king made me paddle

up another mile to a lonesome place, andthen he got ashore and

says:

“Now hustle back, right off, and fetch the duke up here,and the new

carpet-bags. And if he’s gone over tot’other side, go over there and git

him. And tell himto git himself up regardless. Shove along, now.”

I see whathewas up to; but I never said nothing, of course. When I

got back with the duke we hid the canoe, and then theyset down on a

log, and the king told him everything, just like theyoung fellow had



said it—every last word of it. And allthe time he was a-doing it he

tried to talk like an Englishman; andhe done it pretty well, too, for a

slouch. I can’t imitatehim, and so I ain’t a-going to try to; but he

really done itpretty good. Then he says:

“How are you on the deef and dumb, Bilgewater?”

The duke said, leave him alone for that; said he had played adeef and

dumb person on the histronic boards. So then theywaited for a

steamboat.

About the middle of the afternoon a couple of little boats comealong,

but they didn’t come from high enough up the river;but at last there

was a big one, and they hailed her. Shesent out her yawl, and we

went aboard, and she was from Cincinnati;and when they found we

only wanted to go four or five mile they wasbooming mad, and gave

us a cussing, and said they wouldn’tland us. But the king was ca’m.

He says:

“If gentlemen kin afford to pay a dollar a mile apiece tobe took on

and put off in a yawl, a steamboat kin afford to carry‘em, can’t it?”

So they softened down and said it was all right; and when we gotto

the village they yawled us ashore. About two dozen menflocked down

when they see the yawl a-coming, and when the kingsays:

“Kin any of you gentlemen tell me wher’ Mr. PeterWilks lives?” they

give a glance at one another, and noddedtheir heads, as much as to

say, “What d’ I tellyou?” Then one of them says, kind of soft

andgentle:

“I’m sorry sir, but the best we can do is to tellyou where hedidlive

yesterday evening.”

Sudden as winking the ornery old cretur went an to smash, andfell

up against the man, and put his chin on his shoulder, andcried down

his back, and says:

“Alas, alas, our poor brother—gone, and we never gotto see him; oh,

it’s too, too hard!”



Then he turns around, blubbering, and makes a lot of idioticsigns to

the duke on his hands, and blamed if he didn’t dropa carpet-bag and

bust out a-crying. If they warn’t thebeatenest lot, them two frauds,

that ever I struck.

Well, the men gathered around and sympathized with them, andsaid

all sorts of kind things to them, and carried theircarpet-bags up the

hill for them, and let them lean on them andcry, and told the king all

about his brother’s last moments,and the king he told it all over

again on his hands to the duke,and both of them took on about that

dead tanner like they’dlost the twelve disciples. Well, if ever I struck

anythinglike it, I’m a nigger. It was enough to make a body

ashamedof the human race.



CHAPTER XXV.

THE news was all over town in two minutes, and you could see

thepeople tearing down on the run from every which way, some of

themputting on their coats as they come. Pretty soon we was inthe

middle of a crowd, and the noise of the tramping was like asoldier

march. The windows and dooryards was full; and everyminute

somebody would say, over a fence:

“Is itthem?”

And somebody trotting along with the gang would answer back

andsay:

“You bet it is.”

When we got to the house the street in front of it was packed,and the

three girls was standing in the door. MaryJanewasred-headed, but

that don’t make no difference, she wasmost awful beautiful, and her

face and her eyes was all lit up likeglory, she was so glad her uncles

was come. The king he spread hisarms, and Mary Jane she jumped

for them, and the hare-lip jumpedfor the duke, and there they had it!

Everybody most,leastways women, cried for joy to see them meet

again at last andhave such good times.

Then the king he hunched the duke private—I see him doit—and

then he looked around and see the coffin, over in thecorner on two

chairs; so then him and the duke, with a hand acrosseach other’s

shoulder, and t’other hand to their eyes,walked slow and solemn over

there, everybody dropping back to givethem room, and all the talk

and noise stopping, people saying“Sh!” and all the men taking their

hats off anddrooping their heads, so youcould a heard a pin fall.

Andwhen they got there they bent over and looked in the coffin,

andtook one sight, and then they bust out a-crying so you could

aheard them to Orleans, most; and then they put their arms

aroundeach other’s necks, and hung their chins over eachother’s

shoulders; and then for three minutes, or maybe four,I never see two

men leak the way they done. And, mind you,everybody was doing the



same; and the place was that damp I neversee anything like it. Then

one of them got on one side of thecoffin, and t’other on t’other side,

and they kneeleddown and rested their foreheads on the coffin, and

let on to prayall to themselves. Well, when it come to that it worked

thecrowd like you never see anything like it, and everybody broke

downand went to sobbing right out loud—the poor girls, too;

andevery woman, nearly, went up to the girls, without saying a

word,and kissed them, solemn, on the forehead, and then put their

handon their head, and looked up towards the sky, with the

tearsrunning down, and then busted out and went off sobbing

andswabbing, and give the next woman a show. I never seeanything

so disgusting.

Well, by and by the king he gets up and comes forward a little,and

works himself up and slobbers out a speech, all full of tearsand

flapdoodle about its being a sore trial for him and his poorbrother to

lose the diseased, and to miss seeing diseased aliveafter the long

journey of four thousand mile, but it’s atrial that’s sweetened and

sanctified to us by this dearsympathy and these holy tears, and so he

thanks them out of hisheart and out of his brother’s heart, because

out of theirmouths they can’t, words being too weak and cold, and

allthat kind of rot and slush, till it was just sickening; and then

heblubbers out a pious goody-goody Amen, and turns himself loose

andgoes to crying fit to bust.

And the minute the words were out of his mouth somebody over

inthe crowd struck up the doxolojer, and everybody joined in with

alltheir might, and it just warmed you up and made you feel as good

aschurch letting out. Music is a good thing; and after all thatsoul-

butter and hogwash I never see it freshen up things so, andsound so

honest and bully.

Then the king begins to work his jaw again, and says how him andhis

nieces would be glad if a few of the main principal friends ofthe

family would take supper here with them this evening, and helpset

up with the ashes of the diseased; and says if his poor brotherlaying

yonder could speak he knows who he would name, for they

wasnames that was very dear to him, and mentioned often in

hisletters; and so he will name the same, to wit, as follows,vizz.:—



Rev. Mr. Hobson, and Deacon Lot Hovey, and Mr. BenRucker, and

Abner Shackleford, and Levi Bell, and Dr. Robinson, andtheir wives,

and the widow Bartley.

Rev. Hobson and Dr. Robinson was down to the end of the towna-

hunting together—that is, I mean the doctor was shipping asick man

to t’other world, and the preacher was pinting himright. Lawyer Bell

was away up to Louisville on business. But the rest was on hand, and

so they all come and shookhands with the king and thanked him and

talked to him; and thenthey shook hands with the duke and didn’t

say nothing, butjust kept a-smiling and bobbing their heads like a

passel ofsapheads whilst he made all sorts of signs with his hands

and said“Goo-goo—goo-goo-goo” all the time, like a babythat can’t

talk.

So the king he blattered along, and managed to inquire aboutpretty

much everybody and dog in town, by his name, and mentionedall

sorts of little things that happened one time oranother in thetown, or

to George’s family, or to Peter. And he alwayslet on that Peter wrote

him the things; but that was a lie: he got every blessed one of them

out of that young flatheadthat we canoed up to the steamboat.

Then Mary Jane she fetched the letter her father left behind,and the

king he read it out loud and cried over it. It givethe dwelling-house

and three thousand dollars, gold, to the girls;and it give the tanyard

(which was doing a good business), alongwith some other houses and

land (worth about seven thousand), andthree thousand dollars in

gold to Harvey and William, and toldwhere the six thousand cash

was hid down cellar. So these twofrauds said they’d go and fetch it

up, and have everythingsquare and above-board; and told me to

come with a candle. Weshut the cellar door behind us, and when they

found the bag theyspilt it out on the floor, and it was a lovely sight,

all themyaller-boys. My, the way the king’s eyes did shine! He slaps

the duke on the shoulder and says:

“Oh,thisain’t bully nor noth’n! Oh, no,I reckon not! Why,bully, it

beats theNonesuch,don’tit?”



The duke allowed it did. They pawed the yaller-boys, andsifted them

through their fingers and let them jingle down on thefloor; and the

king says:

“It ain’t no use talkin’; bein’ brothersto a rich dead man and

representatives of furrin heirs that’sgot left is the line for you and

me, Bilge. Thish yer comesof trust’n to Providence. It’s the best way,

inthe long run. I’ve tried ‘em all, and ther’ain’t no better way.”

Most everybody would a been satisfied with the pile, and took iton

trust; but no, they must count it. So they counts it, andit comes out

four hundred and fifteen dollars short. Says theking:

“Dern him, I wonder what he done with that four hundredand fifteen

dollars?”

They worried over that awhile, and ransacked all around for it. Then

the duke says:

“Well, he was a pretty sick man, and likely he made amistake—I

reckon that’s the way of it. The bestway’s to let it go, and keep still

about it. We canspare it.”

“Oh, shucks, yes, we canspareit. I don’tk’yer noth’n ‘bout that—

it’sthecountI’m thinkin’ about. We want to be awfulsquare and open

and above-board here, you know. We want tolug this h-yer money up

stairs and count it beforeeverybody—then ther’ ain’t

noth’nsuspicious. But when the dead man says ther’s sixthous’n

dollars, you know, we don’t wantto—”

“Hold on,” says the duke. "Le’s make upthe deffisit,” and he begun to

haul out yaller-boys out ofhis pocket.

“It’s a most amaz’n’ good idea,duke—youhavegot a rattlin’ clever

head on you,”says the king. "Blest if the old Nonesuch ain’t aheppin’

us out agin,” andhebegun to haul outyaller-jackets and stack them

up.

It most busted them, but they made up the six thousand clean

andclear.



“Say,” says the duke, “I got another idea. Le’s go up stairs and count

this money, and then takeandgive it to the girls.”

“Good land, duke, lemme hug you! It’s the mostdazzling idea ‘at ever

a man struck. You havecert’nly got the most astonishin’ head I ever

see. Oh,this is the boss dodge, ther’ ain’t no mistake‘bout it. Let ‘em

fetch along their suspicionsnow if they want to—this ‘ll lay ‘emout.”

When we got up-stairs everybody gethered around the table, andthe

king he counted it and stacked it up, three hundred dollars ina pile—

twenty elegant little piles. Everybody lookedhungry at it, and licked

their chops. Then they raked it intothe bag again, and I see the king

begin to swell himself up foranother speech. He says:

“Friends all, my poor brother that lays yonder has donegenerous by

them that’s left behind in the vale of sorrers. He has done generous

by these yer poor little lambs that heloved and sheltered, and that’s

left fatherless andmotherless. Yes, and we that knowed him knows

that he would adonemoregenerous by ‘em if he hadn’t ben afeardo’

woundin’ his dear William and me. Now,wouldn’the? Ther’ ain’t

noquestion ‘bout it inmymind. Well, then, what kindo’ brothers

would it be that ‘d stand in his way atsech a time? And what kind o’

uncles would it be that‘d rob—yes,rob—sech poor sweet lambs as

these‘at he loved so at sech a time? If I knowWilliam—and IthinkI do

—he—well, I’ll jestask him.” He turns around and begins to make a

lot of signsto the duke with his hands, and the duke he looks at him

stupid andleather-headed a while; then all of a sudden he seems to

catch hismeaning, and jumps for the king, goo-gooing with all his

might forjoy, and hugs him about fifteen times before he lets up.

Thenthe king says, “I knowed it; I reckonthat ‘llconvinceanybody the

wayhefeels about it. Here, Mary Jane, Susan,Joanner, take the

money—take itall. It’s the giftof him that lays yonder, cold but

joyful.”

Mary Jane she went for him, Susan and the hare-lip went for

theduke, and then such another hugging and kissing I never see yet.

And everybody crowded up with the tears in their eyes, andmost

shook the hands off of them frauds, saying all the time:



“Youdeargoodsouls!—howlovely!—howcouldyou!”

Well, then, pretty soon all hands got to talking about thediseased

again, and how good he was, and what a loss he was, andall that; and

before long a big iron-jawed man worked himself inthere from

outside, and stood a-listening and looking, and notsaying anything;

and nobody saying anything to him either, becausethe king was

talking and they was all busy listening. Theking was saying—in the

middle of something he’d startedin on—

“—they bein’ partickler friends o’ thediseased. That’s why they’re

invited here thisevenin’; but tomorrow we wantallto come—

everybody; forhe respected everybody, he liked everybody, and so

it’sfitten that his funeral orgies sh’d be public.”

And so he went a-mooning on and on, liking to hear himself talk,and

every little while he fetched in his funeral orgies again, tillthe duke

he couldn’t stand it no more; so he writes on alittle scrap of paper,

“Obsequies, you old fool,” andfolds it up, and goes to goo-gooing and

reaching it overpeople’s heads to him. The king he reads it and puts

itin his pocket, and says:

“Poor William, afflicted as he is, hisheart’saluzright. Asks me to

invite everybody to come to thefuneral—wants me to make ‘em all

welcome. But heneedn’t a worried—it was jest what I was at.”

Then he weaves along again, perfectly ca’m, and goes todropping in

his funeral orgies again every now and then, just likehe done before.

And when he done it the third time hesays:

“I say orgies, not because it’s the common term,because it ain’t—

obsequies bein’ the commonterm—but because orgies is the right

term. Obsequiesain’t used in England no more now—it’s gone out.

We say orgies now in England. Orgies is better, becauseit means the

thing you’re after more exact. It’sa word that’s made up out’n the

Greekorgo, outside,open, abroad; and the Hebrewjeesum, to plant,

cover up; henceinter. So, you see, funeral orgies is an open er

publicfuneral.”



He was theworstI ever struck. Well, the iron-jawed man helaughed

right in his face. Everybody was shocked. Everybody says,

“Why,doctor!” and AbnerShackleford says:

“Why, Robinson, hain’t you heard the news? This is Harvey Wilks.”

The king he smiled eager, and shoved out his flapper, andsays:

“Is it my poor brother’s dear good friend andphysician? I—”

“Keep your hands off of me!” says the doctor. “Youtalk like an

Englishman,don’tyou? It’s the worst imitation I ever heard.

YouPeterWilks’s brother! You’re a fraud, that’swhat you are!”

Well, how they all took on! They crowded around the doctorand tried

to quiet him down, and tried to explain to him and tellhim how

Harvey ‘d showed in forty ways that hewasHarvey, andknowed

everybody by name, and the names of the very dogs, andbegged

andbeggedhim not to hurt Harvey’s feelings and thepoor girl’s

feelings, and all that. But it warn’tno use; he stormed right along,

and said any man that pretended tobe an Englishman and couldn’t

imitate the lingo no betterthan what he did was a fraud and a liar.

The poor girls washanging to the king and crying; and all of a sudden

the doctor upsand turns onthem. He says:

“I was your father’s friend, and I’m yourfriend; and I warn you as a

friend, and an honest one that wants toprotect you and keep you out

of harm and trouble, to turn yourbacks on that scoundrel and have

nothing to do with him, theignorant tramp, with his idiotic Greek

and Hebrew, as he calls it. He is the thinnest kind of an impostor—

has come herewith a lotof empty names and facts which he picked up

somewheres,and you take them forproofs, and are helped to fool

yourselves bythese foolish friends here, who ought to know better.

MaryJane Wilks, you know me for your friend, and for your

unselfishfriend, too. Now listen to me; turn this pitiful rascalout—

Ibegyou to do it. Will you?”

Mary Jane straightened herself up, and my, but she was handsome!

She says:



“Hereis my answer.” She hove up the bag ofmoney and put it in the

king’s hands, and says, “Takethis six thousand dollars, and invest for

me and my sisters any wayyou want to, and don’t give us no receipt

for it.”

Then she put her arm around the king on one side, and Susan andthe

hare-lip done the same on the other. Everybody clappedtheir hands

and stomped on the floor like a perfect storm, whilstthe king held up

his head and smiled proud. The doctorsays:

“All right; I washmyhands of the matter. But I warnyou all that a

time ‘s coming when you’re going to feelsick whenever you think of

this day.” And away he went.

“All right, doctor,” says the king, kinder mockinghim; “we’ll try and

get ‘em to send foryou;” which made them all laugh, and they said it

was a primegood hit.



CHAPTER XXVI.

WELL, when they was all gone the king he asks Mary Jane how

theywas off for spare rooms, and she said she had one spare room,

whichwould do for Uncle William, and she’d give her own room

toUncle Harvey, which was a little bigger, and she would turn intothe

room with her sisters and sleep on a cot; and up garret was alittle

cubby, with a pallet in it. The king said the cubby would dofor his

valley—meaning me.

So Mary Jane took us up, and she showed them their rooms,

whichwas plain but nice. She said she’d have her frocks anda lot of

other traps took out of her room if they was in UncleHarvey’s way,

but he said they warn’t. The frockswas hung along the wall, and

before them was a curtain made out ofcalico that hung down to the

floor. There was an old hairtrunk in one corner, and a guitar-box in

another, and all sorts oflittle knickknacks and jimcracks around, like

girls brisken up aroom with. The king said it was all the more homely

and morepleasanter for these fixings, and so don’t disturb them. The

duke’s room was pretty small, but plenty goodenough, and so was my

cubby.

That night they had a big supper, and all them men and women

wasthere, and I stood behind the king and the duke’s chairs

andwaited on them, and the niggers waited on therest. Mary Janeshe

set at the head of the table, with Susan alongside of her, andsaid how

bad the biscuits was, and how mean the preserves was, andhow

ornery and tough the fried chickens was—and all that kindof rot, the

way women always do for to force out compliments; andthe people

all knowed everything was tiptop, and said so—said“Howdoyou get

biscuits to brown so nice?” and“Where, for the land’s sake,didyou get

theseamaz’n pickles?” and all that kind of humbugtalky-talk, just the

way people always does at a supper, youknow.

And when it was all done me and the hare-lip had supper in

thekitchen off of the leavings, whilst the others was helping

theniggers clean up the things. The hare-lip she got to pumpingme



about England, and blest if I didn’t think the ice wasgetting mighty

thin sometimes. She says:

“Did you ever see the king?”

“Who? William Fourth? Well, I bet Ihave—he goes to our church.” I

knowed he was deadyears ago, but I never let on. So when I says he

goes to ourchurch, she says:

“What—regular?”

“Yes—regular. His pew’s right overopposite ourn—on t’other side the

pulpit.”

“I thought he lived in London?”

“Well, he does. Wherewouldhe live?”

“But I thoughtyoulived in Sheffield?”

I see I was up a stump. I had to let on to get choked witha chicken

bone, so as to get time to think how to get down again. Then I says:

“I mean he goes to our church regular when he’s inSheffield. That’s

only in the summer time, when hecomes there to take the sea baths.”

“Why, how you talk—Sheffield ain’t on thesea.”

“Well, who said it was?”

“Why, you did.”

“Ididn’tnuther.”

“You did!”

“I didn’t.”

“You did.”



“I never said nothing of the kind.”

“Well, whatdidyou say, then?”

“Said he come to take the seabaths—that’s whatI said.”

“Well, then, how’s he going to take the sea baths ifit ain’t on the sea?”

“Looky here,” I says; “did you ever see anyCongress-water?”

“Yes.”

“Well, did you have to go to Congress to getit?”

“Why, no.”

“Well, neither does William Fourth have to go to the seato get a sea

bath.”

“How does he get it, then?”

“Gets it the way people down here getsCongress-water—in barrels.

There in the palace atSheffield they’ve got furnaces, and he wants his

water hot. They can’t bile that amount of water away off there atthe

sea. They haven’t got no conveniences for it.”

“Oh, I see, now. You might a said that in the firstplace and saved

time.”

When she said that I see I was out of the woods again, and so Iwas

comfortable and glad. Next, she says:

“Do you go to church, too?”

“Yes—regular.”

“Where do you set?”

“Why, in our pew.”



“Whosepew?”

“Why,ourn—your Uncle Harvey’s.”

“His’n? What doeshewant with a pew?”

“Wants it to set in. What did youreckonhe wantedwith it?”

“Why, I thought he’d be in the pulpit.”

Rot him, I forgot he was a preacher. I see I was up astump again, so I

played another chicken bone and got anotherthink. Then I says:

“Blame it, do you suppose there ain’t but onepreacher to a church?”

“Why, what do they want with more?”

“What!—to preach before a king? I never didsee such a girl as you.

They don’t have no less thanseventeen.”

“Seventeen! My land! Why, I wouldn’t setout such a string as that,

not if Inevergot to glory. It musttake ‘em a week.”

“Shucks, they don’tallof ‘em preach the sameday—onlyoneof ‘em.”

“Well, then, what does the rest of ‘emdo?”

“Oh, nothing much. Loll around, pass theplate—and one thing or

another. But mainly theydon’t do nothing.”

“Well, then, what are theyfor?”

“Why, they’re forstyle. Don’t you knownothing?”

“Well, I don’twantto know no such foolishness asthat. How is

servants treated in England? Do they treat‘em better ‘n we treat our

niggers?”

“No! A servant ain’t nobody there. Theytreat them worse than dogs.”



“Don’t they give ‘em holidays, the way we do,Christmas and New

Year’s week, and Fourth of July?”

“Oh, just listen! A body could tellyouhain’tever been to England by

that. Why, Hare-l—why, Joanna,they never see a holiday from year’s

end to year’s end;never go to the circus, nor theater, nor nigger

shows, nornowheres.”

“Nor church?”

“Nor church.”

“Butyoualways went to church.”

Well, I was gone up again. I forgot I was the oldman’s servant. But

next minute I whirled in on a kindof an explanation how a valley was

different from a common servantandhadto go to church whether he

wanted to or not, and set with thefamily, on account of its being the

law. But I didn’tdo it pretty good, and when I got done I see she

warn’tsatisfied. She says:

“Honest injun, now, hain’t you been telling me a lotof lies?”

“Honest injun,” says I.

“None of it at all?”

“None of it at all. Not a lie in it,” saysI.

“Lay your hand on this book and say it.”

I see it warn’t nothing but a dictionary, so I laid myhand on it and

said it. So then she looked a little bettersatisfied, and says:

“Well, then, I’ll believe some of it; but I hope togracious if I’ll believe

the rest.”

“What is it you won’t believe, Joe?” says MaryJane, stepping in with

Susan behind her. "It ain’tright nor kind for you to talk so to him,



and him a stranger and sofar from his people. How would you like to

be treatedso?”

“That’s always your way, Maim—always sailingin to help somebody

before they’re hurt. I hain’tdone nothing to him. He’s told some

stretchers, Ireckon, and I said I wouldn’t swallow it all; andthat’s

every bit and grain Ididsay. I reckon he canstand a little thing like

that, can’t he?”

“I don’t care whether ‘twas little or whether‘twas big; he’s here in our

house and a stranger, andit wasn’t good of you to say it. If you was in

hisplace it would make you feel ashamed; and so you oughtn’t tosay a

thing to another person that will makethemfeelashamed.”

“Why, Mam, he said—”

“It don’t make no difference what hesaid—thatain’t the thing. The

thing is for you to treat himkind,and not be saying things to make

him remember he ain’t in hisown country and amongst his own

folks.”

I says to myself,thisis a girl that I’m letting that oldreptile rob her of

her money!

Then Susanshewaltzed in; and if you’ll believe me, she didgive Hare-

lip hark from the tomb!

Says I to myself, and this isanotherone that I’m lettinghim rob her of

her money!

Then Mary Jane she took another inning, and went in sweet

andlovely again—which was her way; but when she got done

therewarn’t hardly anything left o’ poor Hare-lip. Soshe hollered.

“All right, then,” says the other girls; “youjust ask his pardon.”

She done it, too; and she done it beautiful. She done itso beautiful it

was good to hear; and I wished I could tell her athousand lies, so she

could do it again.



I says to myself, this isanotherone that I’m letting himrob her of her

money. And when she got through they all jestlaid theirselves out to

make me feel at home and know I was amongstfriends. I felt so

ornery and low down and mean that I saysto myself, my mind’s made

up; I’ll hive that money forthem or bust.

So then I lit out—for bed, I said, meaning some time oranother.

When I got by myself I went to thinking the thingover. I says to

myself, shall I go to that doctor, private,and blow on these frauds?

No—that won’t do. Hemight tell who told him; then the king and the

duke would make itwarm for me. Shall I go, private, and tell Mary

Jane? No—I dasn’t do it. Her face would give them ahint, sure;

they’ve got the money, and they’d slideright out and get away with it.

If she was to fetch in helpI’d get mixed up in the business before it

was done with, Ijudge. No; there ain’t no good way but one. I gotto

steal that money, somehow; and I got to steal it some way thatthey

won’t suspicion that I done it. They’ve got a goodthing here, and they

ain’t a-going to leave tillthey’ve played this family and this town for

allthey’re worth, so I’ll find a chance time enough.I’ll steal it and hide

it; and by and by, when I’m awaydown the river, I’ll write a letter and

tell Mary Jane whereit’s hid. But I better hive it tonight if I

can,because the doctor maybe hasn’t let up as much as he lets onhe

has; he might scare them out of here yet.

So, thinks I, I’ll go and search them rooms. Upstairs the hall was

dark, but I found the duke’sroom, and started to paw around it with

my hands; but I recollectedit wouldn’t be much like the king to let

anybody else takecare of that money but his own self; so then I went

to his room andbegun to paw around there. But I see I couldn’t

donothing without a candle, and I dasn’t light one, of course. So I

judged I’d got to do the other thing—lay forthem and eavesdrop.

About that time I hears their footstepscoming, and was going to skip

under the bed; I reached for it, butit wasn’t where I thought it would

be; but I touched thecurtain that hid Mary Jane’s frocks, so I jumped

in behindthat and snuggled in amongst the gowns, and stood there

perfectlystill.

They come in and shut the door; and the first thing the dukedone

was to get down and look under the bed. Then I was gladI hadn’t



found the bed when I wanted it. And yet, youknow, it’s kind of

natural to hide under the bed when you areup to anything private.

They sets down then, and the kingsays:

“Well, what is it? And cut it middlin’ short,because it’s better for us

to be down there a-whoopin’up the mournin’ than up here givin’ ‘em

a chanceto talk us over.”

“Well, this is it, Capet. I ain’t easy; Iain’t comfortable. That doctor

lays on my mind. Iwanted to know your plans. I’ve got a notion, and

Ithink it’s a sound one.”

“What is it, duke?”

“That we better glide out of this before three in themorning, and clip

it down the river with what we’ve got. Specially, seeing we got it so

easy—givenback to us,flung at our heads, as you may say, when of

course we allowed tohave to steal it back. I’m for knocking off

andlighting out.”

That made me feel pretty bad. About an hour or two ago itwould a

been a little different, but now it made me feel bad anddisappointed,

The king rips out and says:

“What! And not sell out the rest o’ theproperty? March off like a

passel of fools and leave eight ornine thous’n’ dollars’ worth o’

propertylayin’ around jest sufferin’ to be scoopedin?—and all good,

salable stuff, too.”

The duke he grumbled; said the bag of gold was enough, and hedidn’t

want to go no deeper—didn’t want to rob alot of orphans

ofeverythingthey had.

“Why, how you talk!” says the king. "Wesha’n’t rob ‘em of nothing at

all but jest thismoney. The people thatbuysthe property is

thesuff’rers; because as soon ‘s it’s found out‘at we didn’t own it—

which won’t be longafter we’ve slid—the sale won’t be valid, and it‘ll

all go back to the estate. These yer orphans‘ll git their house back

agin, and that’s enoughforthem; they’re young and spry, and k’n easy

earn alivin’. theyain’t a-goin to suffer. Why,jest think—there’s



thous’n’s andthous’n’s that ain’t nigh so well off. Bless you,theyain’t

got noth’n’ to complainof.”

Well, the king he talked him blind; so at last he give in, andsaid all

right, but said he believed it was blamed foolishness tostay, and that

doctor hanging over them. But the kingsays:

“Cuss the doctor! What do we k’yer forhim? Hain’t we got all the

fools in town on our side? And ain’t that a big enough majority in

anytown?”

So they got ready to go down stairs again. The dukesays:

“I don’t think we put that money in a goodplace.”

That cheered me up. I’d begun to think Iwarn’t going to get a hint of

no kind to help me. Theking says:

“Why?”

“Because Mary Jane ‘ll be in mourning from this out;and first you

know the nigger that does up the rooms will get anorder to box these

duds up and put ‘em away; and do youreckon a nigger can run across

money and not borrow some ofit?”

“Your head’s level agin, duke,” says the king;and he comes a-

fumbling under the curtain two or three foot fromwhere I was. I

stuck tight to the wall and kept mighty still,though quivery; and I

wondered what them fellows would say to me ifthey catched me; and

I tried to think what I’d better do ifthey did catch me. But the king he

got the bag before I couldthink more than about a half a thought, and

he never suspicioned Iwas around. They took and shoved the bag

through a rip in thestraw tick that was under the feather-bed, and

crammed it in a footor two amongst the straw and said it was all

right now, becauseanigger only makes up the feather-bed, and don’t

turn overthe straw tick only about twice a year, and so it warn’t inno

danger of getting stole now.

But I knowed better. I had it out of there before they washalf-way

down stairs. I groped along up to my cubby, and hidit there till I



could get a chance to do better. I judged Ibetter hide it outside of the

house somewheres, because if theymissed it they would give the

house a good ransacking: Iknowed that very well. Then I turned in,

with my clothes allon; but I couldn’t a gone to sleep if I’d a wanted

to,I was in such a sweat to get through with the business. Byand by I

heard the king and the duke come up; so I rolled off mypallet and

laid with my chin at the top of my ladder, and waited tosee if

anything was going to happen. But nothing did.

So I held on till all the late sounds had quit and the earlyones hadn’t

begun yet; and then I slipped down theladder.



CHAPTER XXVII.

I crept to their doors and listened; they was snoring. SoI tiptoed

along, and got down stairs all right. Therewarn’t a sound anywheres.

I peeped through a crack ofthe dining-room door, and see the men

that was watching the corpseall sound asleep on their chairs. The

door was open into theparlor, where the corpse was laying, and there

was a candle in bothrooms. I passed along, and the parlor door was

open; but I seethere warn’t nobody in there but the remainders of

Peter; soI shoved on by; but the front door was locked, and the

keywasn’t there. Just then I heard somebody coming downthe stairs,

back behind me. I run in the parlor and took aswift look around, and

the only place I see to hide the bag was inthe coffin. The lid was

shoved along about a foot, showingthe dead man’s face down in

there, with a wet cloth over it,and his shroud on. I tucked the money-

bag in under the lid,just down beyond where his hands was crossed,

which made me creep,they was so cold, and then I run back across

the room and in behindthe door.

The person coming was Mary Jane. She went to the coffin,very soft,

and kneeled down and looked in; then she put up herhandkerchief,

and I see she begun to cry, though Icouldn’thear her, and her back

was to me. I slid out, and as I passedthe dining-room I thought I’d

make sure them watchershadn’t seen me; so I looked through the

crack, and everythingwas all right. They hadn’t stirred.

I slipped up to bed, feeling ruther blue, on accounts of thething

playing out that way after I had took so much trouble and runso

much resk about it. Says I, if it could stay where it is,all right;

because when we get down the river a hundred mile or twoI could

write back to Mary Jane, and she could dig him up again andget it;

but that ain’t the thing that’s going tohappen; the thing that’s going

to happen is, the money‘ll be found when they come to screw on the

lid. Thenthe king ‘ll get it again, and it ‘ll be a long daybefore he gives

anybody another chance to smouch it from him. Ofcourse Iwantedto

slide down and get it out of there, but Idasn’t try it. Every minute it

was getting earlier now,and pretty soon some of them watchers



would begin to stir, and Imight get catched—catched with six

thousand dollars in myhands that nobody hadn’t hired me to take

care of. Idon’t wish to be mixed up in no such business as that, I

saysto myself.

When I got down stairs in the morning the parlor was shut up,and

the watchers was gone. There warn’t nobody aroundbut the family

and the widow Bartley and our tribe. I watchedtheir faces to see if

anything had been happening, but Icouldn’t tell.

Towards the middle of the day the undertaker come with his

man,and they set the coffin in the middle of the room on a couple

ofchairs, and then set all our chairs in rows, and borrowed more

fromthe neighbors till the hall and the parlor and the dining-room

wasfull. I see the coffin lid was the way it was before, but Idasn’t go

to look in under it, with folks around.

Then the people begun to flock in, and the beats and the girlstook

seats in the front row at the head of the coffin, and for ahalf an hour

the people filed around slow, in single rank, andlooked down at the

dead man’s face a minute, and some droppedin a tear, and it was all

very still and solemn, only the girls andthe beats holding

handkerchiefs to their eyes and keeping theirheads bent, and

sobbing a little. There warn’t no othersound but the scraping of the

feet on the floor and blowingnoses—because people always blows

them more at a funeral thanthey do at other places except church.

When the place was packed full the undertaker he slid around inhis

black gloves with his softy soothering ways, putting on thelast

touches, and getting people and things all ship-shape

andcomfortable, and making no more sound than a cat. He

neverspoke; he moved people around, he squeezed in late ones, he

openedup passageways, and done it with nods, and signs with his

hands. Then he took his place over against the wall. He was

thesoftest, glidingest, stealthiest man I ever see; and therewarn’t no

more smile to him than there is to a ham.

They had borrowed a melodeum—a sick one; and wheneverything

was ready a young woman set down and worked it, and itwas pretty



skreeky and colicky, and everybody joined in and sung,and Peter was

the only one that had a good thing, according to mynotion. Then the

Reverend Hobson opened up, slow and solemn,and begun to talk;

and straight off the most outrageous row bustedout in the cellar a

body ever heard; it was onlyone dog, but hemade a most powerful

racket, and he kept it up right along; theparson he had to stand

there, over the coffin, and wait—youcouldn’t hear yourself think. It

was right downawkward, and nobody didn’t seem to know what to

do. Butpretty soon they see that long-legged undertaker make a sign

to thepreacher as much as to say, “Don’t you worry—justdepend on

me.” Then he stooped down and begun to glidealong the wall, just his

shoulders showing over the people’sheads. So he glided along, and

the powwow and racket gettingmore and more outrageous all the

time; and at last, when he hadgone around two sides of the room, he

disappears down cellar. Then in about two seconds we heard a

whack, and the dog hefinished up with a most amazing howl or two,

and then everythingwas dead still, and the parson begun his solemn

talk where he leftoff. In a minute or two here comes this

undertaker’sback and shoulders gliding along the wall again; and so

he glidedand glided around three sides of the room, and then rose

up, andshaded his mouth with his hands, and stretched his neck out

towardsthe preacher, over the people’s heads, and says, in a kind ofa

coarse whisper, “He had a rat!” Then he droopeddown and glided

along the wall again to his place. You couldsee it was a great

satisfaction to the people, because naturallythey wanted to know. A

little thing like that don’tcost nothing, and it’s just the little things

that makes aman to be looked up to and liked. There warn’t no

morepopular man in town than what that undertaker was.

Well, the funeral sermon was very good, but pison long andtiresome;

and then the king he shoved in and got off some of hisusual rubbage,

and at last the job was through, and the undertakerbegun to sneak

up on the coffin with his screw-driver. I wasin a sweat then, and

watched him pretty keen. But he never meddledat all; just slid the lid

along as soft as mush, and screwed itdown tight and fast. So there I

was! I didn’tknow whether the money was in there or not. So, says

I,s’pose somebody has hogged that bag on the sly?—now howdo I

know whether to write to Mary Jane or not? S’pose shedug him up

and didn’t find nothing, what would she think ofme? Blame it, I says,



I might get hunted up and jailed; I’dbetter lay low and keep dark,

and not write at all; thething’s awful mixed now; trying to better it,

I’veworsened it a hundred times, and I wish to goodness I’d justlet it

alone, dad fetch the whole business!

They buried him, and we come back home, and I went to

watchingfaces again—I couldn’t help it, and I couldn’trest easy. But

nothing come of it; the faces didn’ttell me nothing.

The king he visited around in the evening, and sweetenedeverybody

up, and made himself ever so friendly; and he give outthe idea that

his congregation over in England would be in a sweatabout him, so

he must hurry and settle up the estate right away andleave for home.

He was very sorry he was so pushed, and sowas everybody; they

wished he could stay longer, but they said theycould see it couldn’t

be done. And he said of coursehim and William would take the girls

home with them; and thatpleased everybody too, because then the

girls would be well fixedand amongst their own relations; and it

pleased the girls,too—tickled them so they clean forgot they ever had

a troublein the world; and told him to sell out as quick as he wanted

to,they would be ready. Them poor things was that glad and happyit

made my heart ache to see them getting fooled and lied to so,but I

didn’t see no safe way for me to chip in and change thegeneral tune.

Well, blamed if the king didn’t bill the house and theniggers and all

the property for auction straight off—saletwo days after the funeral;

but anybody could buy privatebeforehand if they wanted to.

So the next day after the funeral, along about noon-time, thegirls’ joy

got the first jolt. A couple of niggertraders come along, and the king

sold them the niggers reasonable,for three-day drafts as they called

it, and away they went, the twosons up the river to Memphis, and

their mother down the river toOrleans. I thought them poor girls and

them niggers wouldbreak their hearts for grief; they cried around

each other, andtook on so it most made me down sick to see it. The

girlssaid they hadn’t ever dreamed of seeing the family separatedor

sold away from the town. I can’t ever get it out ofmy memory, the

sight of them poor miserable girls and niggershanging around each

other’s necks and crying; and I reckon Icouldn’t a stood it all, but



would a had to bust out and tellon our gang if I hadn’t knowed the

sale warn’t noaccount and the niggers would be back home in a week

or two.

The thing made a big stir in the town, too, and a good many comeout

flatfooted and said it was scandalous to separate the motherand the

children that way. It injured the frauds some; butthe old fool he

bulled right along, spite of all the duke could sayor do, and I tell you

the duke was powerful uneasy.

Next day was auction day. About broad day in the morningthe king

and the duke come up in the garret and woke me up, and Isee by

their look that there was trouble. The king says:

“Was you in my room night before last?”

“No, your majesty”—which was the way I alwayscalled him when

nobody but our gang warn’t around.

“Was you in there yisterday er last night?”

“No, your majesty.”

“Honor bright, now—no lies.”

“Honor bright, your majesty, I’m telling you thetruth. I hain’t been a-

near your room since Miss MaryJane took you and the duke and

showed it to you.”

The duke says:

“Have you seen anybody else go in there?”

“No, your grace, not as I remember, I believe.”

“Stop and think.”

I studied awhile and see my chance; then I says:

“Well, I see the niggers go in there severaltimes.”



Both of them gave a little jump, and looked like theyhadn’t ever

expected it, and then like theyhad. Thenthe duke says:

“What, all of them?”

“No—leastways, not all at once—that is, Idon’t think I ever see them

all comeoutat once but just onetime.”

“Hello! When was that?”

“It was the day we had the funeral. In the morning. It warn’t early,

because I overslept. I was juststarting down the ladder, and I see

them.”

“Well, go on,goon! What did they do? How’d they act?”

“They didn’t do nothing. And they didn’tact anyway much, as fur as I

see. They tiptoed away; so I seen,easy enough, that they’d shoved in

there to do up yourmajesty’s room, or something, s’posing you was

up; andfound youwarn’tup, and so they was hoping to slide out of

theway of trouble without waking you up, if they hadn’t

alreadywaked you up.”

“Great guns,thisis a go!” says the king; and both ofthem looked

pretty sick and tolerable silly. They stood therea-thinking and

scratching their heads a minute, and the duke hebust into a kind of a

little raspy chuckle, and says:

“It does beat all how neat the niggers played their hand. They let on

to besorrythey was going out of this region! And I believed

theywassorry, and so did you, and so dideverybody. Don’t ever

tellmeany more that a niggerain’t got any histrionic talent. Why, the

way theyplayed that thing it would foolanybody. In my

opinion,there’s a fortune in ‘em. If I had capital and atheater, I

wouldn’t want a better lay-out than that—andhere we’ve gone and

sold ‘em for a song. Yes, andain’t privileged to sing the song yet. Say,

whereisthatsong—that draft?”

“In the bank for to be collected. Wherewoulditbe?”



“Well,that’sall right then, thankgoodness.”

Says I, kind of timid-like:

“Is something gone wrong?”

The king whirls on me and rips out:

“None o’ your business! You keep your headshet, and mind y’r own

affairs—if you got any. Long as you’re in this town don’t youforgitthat

—you hear?” Then he says to the duke,“We got to jest swaller it and

say noth’n’: mum’s the word forus.”

As they was starting down the ladder the duke he chuckles again,and

says:

“Quick salesandsmall profits! It’s a goodbusiness—yes.”

The king snarls around on him and says:

“I was trying to do for the best in sellin’‘em out so quick. If the profits

has turned out to benone, lackin’ considable, and none to carry, is it

my faultany more’n it’s yourn?”

“Well,they’dbe in this house yet andwewouldn’tif I could a got my

advice listened to.”

The king sassed back as much as was safe for him, and thenswapped

around and lit intomeagain. He give me down the banksfor not

coming andtellinghim I see the niggers come out of his roomacting

that way—said any fool would aknowedsomething was up. And then

waltzed in and cussedhimselfawhile, and said it allcome of him not

laying late and taking his natural rest thatmorning, and he’d be

blamed if he’d ever do it again. So theywent off a-jawing; and I felt

dreadful glad I’dworked it all off on to the niggers, and yet hadn’t

done theniggers no harm by it.



CHAPTER XXVIII.

BY and by it was getting-up time. So I come down theladder and

started for down-stairs; but as I come to thegirls’ room the door was

open, and I see Mary Jane setting byher old hair trunk, which was

open and she’d been packingthings in it—getting ready to go to

England. But shehad stopped now with a folded gown in her lap, and

had her face inher hands, crying. I felt awful bad to see it; of

courseanybody would. I went in there and says:

“Miss Mary Jane, you can’t a-bear to see people introuble, and I can’t

—most always. Tell me aboutit.”

So she done it. And it was the niggers—I justexpected it. She said the

beautiful trip to England was mostabout spoiled for her; she didn’t

knowhowshe was ever goingto be happy there, knowing the mother

and the children warn’tever going to see each other no more—and

then busted outbitterer than ever, and flung up her hands, and says:

“Oh, dear, dear, to think they ain’tevergoing to seeeach other any

more!”

“But theywill—and inside of two weeks—andIknowit!” says I.

Laws, it was out before I could think! And before I couldbudge she

throws her arms around my neck and told me to sayitagain, say

itagain, say itagain!

I see I had spoke too sudden and said too much, and was in aclose

place. I asked her to let me think a minute; and she setthere, very

impatient and excited and handsome, but looking kind ofhappy and

eased-up, like a person that’s had a tooth pulledout. So I went to

studying it out. I says to myself, Ireckon a body that ups and tells the

truth when he is in a tightplace is taking considerable many resks,

though I ain’t hadno experience, and can’t say for certain; but it looks

so tome, anyway; and yet here’s a case where I’m blest if itdon’t look

to me like the truth is better and actulysaferthana lie. I must lay it by

in my mind, and think it over sometime or other, it’s so kind of



strange and unregular. I neversee nothing like it. Well, I says to

myself at last,I’m a-going to chance it; I’ll up and tell the truththis

time, though it does seem most like setting down on a kag ofpowder

and touching it off just to see where you’ll go to.Then I says:

“Miss Mary Jane, is there any place out of town a littleways where

you could go and stay three or four days?”

“Yes; Mr. Lothrop’s. Why?”

“Never mind why yet. If I’ll tell you how Iknow the niggers will see

each other again inside of twoweeks—here in this house—

andprovehow I knowit—will you go to Mr. Lothrop’s and stay

fourdays?”

“Four days!” she says; “I’ll stay ayear!”

“All right,” I says, “I don’t wantnothing more out ofyouthan just your

word—I druther have itthan another man’s kiss-the-Bible.” She

smiledand reddened up very sweet, and I says, “If you don’tmind it,

I’ll shut the door—and bolt it.”

Then I come back and set down again, and says:

“Don’t you holler. Just set still and take itlike a man. I got to tell the

truth, and you want to braceup, Miss Mary, because it’s a bad kind,

and going to be hardto take, but there ain’t no help for it. These

unclesof yourn ain’t no uncles at all; they’re a couple offrauds—

regular dead-beats. There, now we’re overthe worst of it, you can

stand the rest middling easy.”

It jolted her up like everything, of course; but I was over theshoal

water now, so I went right along, her eyes a-blazing higherand higher

all the time, and told her every blame thing, from wherewe first

struck that young fool going up to the steamboat, clearthrough to

where she flung herself on to the king’s breast atthe front door and

he kissed her sixteen or seventeentimes—and then up she jumps,

with her face afire like sunset,and says:



“The brute! Come, don’t waste aminute—not asecond—we’ll have

them tarred andfeathered, and flung in the river!”

Says I:

“Cert’nly. But do you meanbeforeyou go to Mr.Lothrop’s, or—”

“Oh,” she says, “what amIthinkingabout!” she says, and set right

down again. "Don’t mind what I said—pleasedon’t—

youwon’t,now,willyou?” Laying hersilky hand on mine in that kind of

a way that I said I would diefirst. "I never thought, I was so stirred

up,” shesays; “now go on, and I won’t do so any more. Youtell me

what to do, and whatever you say I’ll doit.”

“Well,” I says, “it’s a rough gang, themtwo frauds, and I’m fixed so I

got to travel with them awhile longer, whether I want to or not—I

druther not tell youwhy; and if you was to blow on them this town

would get me out oftheir claws, and I’d be all right; but there’d

beanother person that you don’t know about who’d be inbig trouble.

Well, we got to savehim, hain’t we? Of course. Well, then, we won’t

blow onthem.”

Saying them words put a good idea in my head. I see howmaybe I

could get me and Jim rid of the frauds; get them jailedhere, and then

leave. But I didn’t want to run the raft inthe daytime without

anybody aboard to answer questions but me; so Ididn’t want the plan

to begin working till pretty lateto-night. I says:

“Miss Mary Jane, I’ll tell you what we’ll do,and you won’t have to stay

at Mr. Lothrop’s so long,nuther. How fur is it?”

“A little short of four miles—right out in thecountry, back here.”

“Well, that ‘ll answer. Now you go along outthere, and lay low till

nine or half-past to-night, and then getthem to fetch you home again

—tell them you’ve thoughtof something. If you get here before eleven

put a candle inthis window, and if I don’t turn up waittilleleven,

andthenifI don’t turn up it means I’m gone, and out of the way,and

safe. Then you come out and spread the news around, and getthese

beats jailed.”



“Good,” she says, “I’ll doit.”

“And if it just happens so that I don’t get away,but get took up along

with them, you must up and say I told you thewhole thing

beforehand, and you must stand by me all youcan.”

“Stand by you! indeed I will. Theysha’n’t touch a hair of your head!”

she says, andI see her nostrils spread and her eyes snap when she

said it,too.

“If I get away I sha’n’t be here,” Isays, “to prove these rapscallions

ain’t your uncles,and I couldn’t do it if Iwashere. I could swear

theywas beats and bummers, that’s all, though that’s

worthsomething. Well, there’s others can do that better than whatI

can, and they’re people that ain’t going to bedoubted as quick as I’d

be. I’ll tell you how tofind them. Gimme a pencil and a piece of

paper. There—‘Royal Nonesuch, Bricksville.’ Put it away, and don’t

lose it. When the courtwants to find out something about these two,

let them send up toBricksville and say they’ve got the men that

played the RoyalNonesuch, and ask for some witnesses—why, you’ll

havethat entire town down here before you can hardly wink, Miss

Mary. And they’ll come a-biling, too.”

I judged we had got everything fixed about right now. So Isays:

“Just let the auction go right along, and don’tworry. Nobody don’t

have to pay for the things they buytill a whole day after the auction

on accounts of the short notice,and they ain’t going out of this till

they get that money;and the way we’ve fixed it the sale ain’t going

tocount, and they ain’t going to get no money. It’sjust like the way it

was with the niggers—it warn’t nosale, and the niggers will be back

before long. Why, theycan’t collect the money for theniggersyet—

they’rein the worst kind of a fix, Miss Mary.”

“Well,” she says, “I’ll run down tobreakfast now, and then I’ll start

straight for Mr.Lothrop’s.”

“‘Deed,thatain’t the ticket, Miss MaryJane,” I says, “by no manner of

means;gobeforebreakfast.”



“Why?”

“What did you reckon I wanted you to go at all for, MissMary?”

“Well, I never thought—and come to think, Idon’t know. What was

it?”

“Why, it’s because you ain’t one of theseleather-face people. I don’t

want no better book thanwhat your face is. A body can set down and

read it off likecoarse print. Do you reckon you can go and face your

uncleswhen they come to kiss you good-morning, andnever—”

“There, there, don’t! Yes, I’ll gobefore breakfast—I’ll be glad to. And

leave my sisterswith them?”

“Yes; never mind about them. They’ve got tostand it yet a while. They

might suspicion something if allof you was to go. I don’t want you to

see them, noryour sisters, nor nobody in this town; if a neighbor was

to ask howis your uncles this morning your face would tell

something. No, you go right along, Miss Mary Jane, and I’ll fix itwith

all of them. I’ll tell Miss Susan to give your love toyour uncles and say

you’ve went away for a few hours for toget a little rest and change, or

to see a friend, and you’llbe back to-night or early in the morning.”

“Gone to see a friend is all right, but I won’t havemy love given to

them.”

“Well, then, it sha’n’t be.” Itwas well enough to tellherso—no harm in

it. It was onlya little thing to do, and no trouble; and it’s the

littlethings that smooths people’s roads the most, down here below;it

would make Mary Jane comfortable, and it wouldn’t costnothing.

Then I says: "There’s one morething—that bag of money.”

“Well, they’ve got that; and it makes me feel prettysilly to

thinkhowthey got it.”

“No, you’re out, there. They hain’t gotit.”

“Why, who’s got it?”



“I wish I knowed, but I don’t. Ihadit, becauseI stole it from them; and

I stole it to give to you; and I knowwhere I hid it, but I’m afraid it

ain’t there no more. I’m awful sorry, Miss Mary Jane, I’m just assorry

as I can be; but I done the best I could; I did honest. I come nigh

getting caught, and I had to shove it into thefirst place I come to, and

run—and it warn’t a goodplace.”

“Oh, stop blaming yourself—it’s too bad to doit, and I won’t allow it—

you couldn’t help it; itwasn’t your fault. Where did you hide it?”

I didn’t want to set her to thinking about her troublesagain; and I

couldn’t seem to get my mouth to tell her whatwould make her see

that corpse laying in the coffin with that bagof money on his

stomach. So for a minute I didn’t saynothing; then I says:

“I’d ruther nottellyou where I put it, Miss MaryJane, if you don’t

mind letting me off; but I’ll writeit for you on a piece of paper, and

you can read it along the roadto Mr. Lothrop’s, if you want to. Do you

reckon that‘ll do?”

“Oh, yes.”

So I wrote: "I put it in the coffin. It was in therewhen you was crying

there, away in the night. I was behindthe door, and I was mighty

sorry for you, Miss MaryJane.”

It made my eyes water a little to remember her crying there allby

herself in the night, and them devils laying there right underher own

roof, shaming her and robbing her; and when I folded it upand give it

to her I see the water come into her eyes, too; and sheshook me by

the hand, hard, and says:

“Good-bye. I’m going to do everything just asyou’ve told me; and if I

don’t ever see you again, Isha’n’t ever forget you and I’ll think of you

amany and a many a time, and I’llprayfor you,too!”—and she was

gone.

Pray for me! I reckoned if she knowed me she’d takea job that was

more nearer her size. But I bet she done it,just the same—she was

just that kind. She had the gritto pray for Judus if she took the notion



—there warn’tno back-down to her, I judge. You may say what you

want to,but in my opinion she had more sand in her than any girl I

eversee; in my opinion she was just full of sand. It sounds

likeflattery, but it ain’t no flattery. And when it comesto beauty—and

goodness, too—she lays over them all. I hain’t ever seen her since

that time that I see hergo out of that door; no, I hain’t ever seen her

since, but Ireckon I’ve thought of her a many and a many a million

times,and of her saying she would pray for me; and if ever I’d

athought it would do any good for me to pray forher, blamed if

Iwouldn’t a done it or bust.

Well, Mary Jane she lit out the back way, I reckon; becausenobody

see her go. When I struck Susan and the hare-lip, Isays:

“What’s the name of them people over ont’other side of the river that

you all goes to seesometimes?”

They says:

“There’s several; but it’s the Proctors,mainly.”

“That’s the name,” I says; “I mostforgot it. Well, Miss Mary Jane she

told me to tell youshe’s gone over there in a dreadful hurry—one

ofthem’s sick.”

“Which one?”

“I don’t know; leastways, I kinder forget; but Ithinks it’s—”

“Sakes alive, I hope it ain’tHanner?”

“I’m sorry to say it,” I says, “butHanner’s the very one.”

“My goodness, and she so well only last week! Is shetook bad?”

“It ain’t no name for it. They set up with herall night, Miss Mary Jane

said, and they don’t thinkshe’ll last many hours.”

“Only think of that, now! What’s the matterwith her?”



I couldn’t think of anything reasonable, right off thatway, so I says:

“Mumps.”

“Mumps your granny! They don’t set up withpeople that’s got the

mumps.”

“They don’t, don’t they? You better betthey do withthesemumps.

These mumps is different. It’s a new kind, Miss Mary Jane said.”

“How’s it a new kind?”

“Because it’s mixed up with other things.”

“What other things?”

“Well, measles, and whooping-cough, and erysiplas,

andconsumption, and yaller janders, and brain-fever, and I

don’tknow what all.”

“My land! And they call it themumps?”

“That’s what Miss Mary Jane said.”

“Well, what in the nation do they call itthemumpsfor?”

“Why, because itisthe mumps. That’s what itstarts with.”

“Well, ther’ ain’t no sense in it. Abody might stump his toe, and take

pison, and fall down the well,and break his neck, and bust his brains

out, and somebody comealong and ask what killed him, and some

numskull up and say,‘Why, he stumped histoe.’ Would ther’ beany

sense in that?No. And ther’ ain’t no senseinthis, nuther. Is it

ketching?”

“Is itketching? Why, how you talk. Isaharrowcatching—in the dark?

If you don’t hitch on toone tooth, you’re bound to on another, ain’t

you? Andyou can’t get away with that tooth without fetching the

wholeharrow along, can you? Well, these kind of mumps is a kind ofa



harrow, as you may say—and it ain’t no slouch of aharrow, nuther,

you come to get it hitched on good.”

“Well, it’s awful, I think,” says thehare-lip. "I’ll go to Uncle

Harveyand—”

“Oh, yes,” I says, “Iwould. OfcourseIwould. I wouldn’t lose no time.”

“Well, why wouldn’t you?”

“Just look at it a minute, and maybe you can see. Hain’t your uncles

obleegd to get along home to Englandas fast as they can? And do you

reckon they’d be meanenough to go off and leave you to go all that

journey byyourselves? youknow they’ll wait for you. So fur,so good.

Your uncle Harvey’s a preacher, ain’t he? Very well, then; is

apreachergoing to deceive a steamboatclerk? is he going to deceive

aship clerk?—so as to get themto let Miss Mary Jane go aboard?

Nowyouknow he ain’t. Whatwillhe do, then? Why, he’ll say,‘It’s a

great pity, but my church matters has got toget along the best way

they can; for my niece has been exposed tothe dreadful pluribus-

unum mumps, and so it’s my bounden dutyto set down here and wait

the three months it takes to show on herif she’s got it.’ But never

mind, if you thinkit’s best to tell your uncle Harvey—”

“Shucks, and stay fooling around here when we could all behaving

good times in England whilst we was waiting to find outwhether

Mary Jane’s got it or not? Why, you talk like amuggins.”

“Well, anyway, maybe you’d better tell some of theneighbors.”

“Listen at that, now. You do beat all for naturalstupidness. Can’t

youseethatthey’dgo and tell? Ther’ ain’t no way but just to not tell

anybodyatall.”

“Well, maybe you’re right—yes, I judgeyouareright.”

“But I reckon we ought to tell Uncle Harvey she’sgone out a while,

anyway, so he won’t be uneasy abouther?”



“Yes, Miss Mary Jane she wanted you to do that. Shesays, ‘Tell them

to give Uncle Harvey and William my love anda kiss, and say I’ve run

over the river to seeMr.’—Mr.—whatisthe name of that rich family

youruncle Peter used to think so much of?—I mean the onethat—”

“Why, you must mean the Apthorps, ain’tit?”

“Of course; bother them kind of names, a body can’tever seem to

remember them, half the time, somehow. Yes, shesaid, say she has

run over for to ask the Apthorps to be sureandcome to the auction

and buy this house, because she allowed heruncle Peter would ruther

they had it than anybody else; andshe’s going to stick to them till

they say they’llcome, and then, if she ain’t too tired, she’s

cominghome; and if she is, she’ll be home in the morning anyway.

She said, don’t say nothing about the Proctors, butonly about the

Apthorps—which ‘ll be perfectly true,because she is going there to

speak about their buying the house; Iknow it, because she told me so

herself.”

“All right,” they said, and cleared out to lay fortheir uncles, and give

them the love and the kisses, and tell themthe message.

Everything was all right now. The girls wouldn’t saynothing because

they wanted to go to England; and the king and theduke would

ruther Mary Jane was off working for the auction thanaround in

reach of Doctor Robinson. I felt very good; Ijudged I had done it

pretty neat—I reckoned Tom Sawyercouldn’t a done it no neater

himself. Of course hewould a throwed more style into it, but I can’t

do that veryhandy, not being brung up to it.

Well, they held the auction in the public square, along towardsthe

end of the afternoon, and it strung along, and strung along,and the

old man he was on hand and looking his level pisonest, upthere

longside of the auctioneer, and chipping in a littleScripture now and

then, or a little goody-goody saying of somekind, and the duke he

was around goo-gooing for sympathy all heknowed how, and just

spreading himself generly.



But by and by the thing dragged through, and everything wassold—

everything but a little old trifling lot in thegraveyard. So they’d got to

work that off—I neversee such a girafft as the king was for wanting

toswalloweverything. Well, whilst they was at it a steamboatlanded,

and in about two minutes up comes a crowd a-whooping andyelling

and laughing and carrying on, and singing out:

“Here’syour opposition line! here’s your twosets o’ heirs to old Peter

Wilks—and you pays yourmoney and you takes your choice!”



CHAPTER XXIX.

THEY was fetching a very nice-looking old gentleman along, and

anice-looking younger one, with his right arm in a sling. And,my

souls, how the people yelled and laughed, and kept it up. But I didn’t

see no joke about it, and I judged itwould strain the duke and the

king some to see any. Ireckoned they’d turn pale. But no, nary a

paledidtheyturn. The duke he never let on he suspicioned what was

up,but just went a goo-gooing around, happy and satisfied, like a

jugthat’s googling out buttermilk; and as for the king, he justgazed

and gazed down sorrowful on them new-comers like it give himthe

stomach-ache in his very heart to think there could be suchfrauds

and rascals in the world. Oh, he done it admirable. Lots of the

principal people gethered around the king, to lethim see they was on

his side. That old gentleman that hadjust come looked all puzzled to

death. Pretty soon he begunto speak, and I see straight off he

pronouncedlikeanEnglishman—not the king’s way, though

theking’swaspretty good for an imitation. I can’tgive the old gent’s

words, nor I can’t imitate him; buthe turned around to the crowd,

and says, about like this:

“This is a surprise to me which I wasn’t lookingfor; and I’ll

acknowledge, candid and frank, I ain’tvery well fixed to meet it and

answer it; for my brother and me hashad misfortunes; he’s broke his

arm, and our baggage got putoff at a town above here last night in

the night by a mistake. I am Peter Wilks’ brother Harvey, and this is

hisbrother William, which can’t hear nor speak—andcan’t even make

signs to amount to much, now’the’s only got one hand to work them

with. We are who wesay we are; and in a day or two, when I get the

baggage, I canprove it. But up till then I won’t say nothing more, but

goto the hotel and wait.”

So him and the new dummy started off; and the king he laughs,and

blethers out:

“Broke his arm—verylikely,ain’tit?—andvery convenient, too, for a

fraud that’s got to make signs,and ain’t learnt how. Lost their



baggage!That’smightygood!—and mighty ingenious—

underthecircumstances!”

So he laughed again; and so did everybody else, except three orfour,

or maybe half a dozen. One of these was that doctor;another one was

a sharp-looking gentleman, with a carpet-bag of theold-fashioned

kind made out of carpet-stuff, that had just come offof the steamboat

and was talking to him in a low voice, andglancing towards the king

now and then and nodding theirheads—it was Levi Bell, the lawyer

that was gone up toLouisville; and another one was a big rough

husky that come alongand listened to all the old gentleman said, and

was listening tothe king now. And when the king got done this husky

up andsays:

“Say, looky here; if you are Harvey Wilks, when’dyou come to this

town?”

“The day before the funeral, friend,” says theking.

“But what time o’ day?”

“In the evenin’—‘bout an hour er twobefore sundown.”

“How’dyou come?”

“I come down on the Susan Powell fromCincinnati.”

“Well, then, how’d you come to be up at the Pint inthemornin’—in a

canoe?”

“I warn’t up at the Pint in themornin’.”

“It’s a lie.”

Several of them jumped for him and begged him not to talk thatway

to an old man and a preacher.

“Preacher be hanged, he’s a fraud and a liar. He was up at the Pint

that mornin’. I live upthere, don’t I? Well, I was up there, and he was



upthere. I see him there. He come in a canoe, along withTim Collins

and a boy.”

The doctor he up and says:

“Would you know the boy again if you was to see him,Hines?”

“I reckon I would, but I don’t know. Why,yonder he is, now. I know

him perfectly easy.”

It was me he pointed at. The doctor says:

“Neighbors, I don’t know whether the new couple isfrauds or not; but

ifthesetwo ain’t frauds, I am an idiot,that’s all. I think it’s our duty to

see thatthey don’t get away from here till we’ve looked intothis thing.

Come along, Hines; come along, the rest of you. We’ll take these

fellows to the tavern and affront themwith t’other couple, and I

reckon we’ll findoutsomethingbefore we get through.”

It was nuts for the crowd, though maybe not for the king’sfriends; so

we all started. It was about sundown. Thedoctor he led me along by

the hand, and was plenty kind enough, buthe never let go my hand.

We all got in a big room in the hotel, and lit up some candles,and

fetched in the new couple. First, the doctor says:

“I don’t wish to be too hard on these two men, but Ithink they’re

frauds, and they may have complices that wedon’t know nothing

about. If they have, won’t thecomplices get away with that bag of

gold Peter Wilks left? Itain’t unlikely. If these men ain’t frauds,

theywon’t object to sending for that money and letting us keep ittill

they prove they’re all right—ain’t thatso?”

Everybody agreed to that. So I judged they had our gang ina pretty

tight place right at the outstart. But the king heonly looked

sorrowful, and says:

“Gentlemen, I wish the money was there, for I ain’tgot no disposition

to throw anything in the way of a fair, open,out-and-out investigation



o’ this misable business; but,alas, the money ain’t there; you k’n send

and see, ifyou want to.”

“Where is it, then?”

“Well, when my niece give it to me to keep for her I tookand hid it

inside o’ the straw tick o’ my bed, notwishin’ to bank it for the few

days we’d be here, andconsiderin’ the bed a safe place, we not bein’

used toniggers, and suppos’n’ ‘em honest, like servantsin England.

The niggers stole it the very next mornin’after I had went down

stairs; and when I sold ‘em Ihadn’t missed the money yit, so they got

clean away with it. My servant here k’n tell you ‘bout it,gentlemen.”

The doctor and several said “Shucks!” and I seenobody didn’t

altogether believe him. One man asked meif I see the niggers steal it.

I said no, but I see themsneaking out ofthe room and hustling away,

and I never thoughtnothing, only I reckoned they was afraid they had

waked up mymaster and was trying to get away before he made

trouble with them. That was all they asked me. Then the doctor

whirls onme and says:

“AreyouEnglish, too?”

I says yes; and him and some others laughed, and said,“Stuff!”

Well, then they sailed in on the general investigation, andthere we

had it, up and down, hour in, hour out, and nobody neversaid a word

about supper, nor ever seemed to think aboutit—and so they kept it

up, and kept it up; and itwasthe worstmixed-up thing you ever see.

They made the king tell hisyarn, and they made the old gentleman

tell his’n; and anybodybut a lot of prejudiced chuckleheads would

aseenthat the oldgentleman was spinning truth and t’other one lies.

Andby and by they had me up to tell what I knowed. The king hegive

me a left-handed look out of the corner of his eye, and so Iknowed

enough to talk on the right side. I begun to tellabout Sheffield, and

how we lived there, and all about the EnglishWilkses, and so on; but

I didn’t get pretty fur till thedoctor begun to laugh; and Levi Bell, the

lawyer, says:



“Set down, my boy; I wouldn’t strain myself if I wasyou. I reckon you

ain’t used to lying, it don’tseem to come handy; what you want is

practice. You do itpretty awkward.”

I didn’t care nothing for the compliment, but I was gladto be let off,

anyway.

The doctor he started to say something, and turns and says:

“If you’d been in town at first, LeviBell—” The king broke in and

reached out his hand, andsays:

“Why, is this my poor dead brother’s old friend thathe’s wrote so

often about?”

The lawyer and him shook hands, and the lawyer smiled and

lookedpleased, and they talked right along awhile, and then got to

oneside and talked low; and at last the lawyer speaks up and says:

“That ‘ll fix it. I’ll take the orderand send it, along with your

brother’s, and thenthey’ll know it’s all right.”

So they got some paper and a pen, and the king he set down

andtwisted his head to one side, and chawed his tongue, and

scrawledoff something; and then they give the pen to the duke—

andthen for the first time the duke looked sick. But he took thepen

and wrote. So then the lawyer turns to the new oldgentleman and

says:

“You and your brother please write a line or two and signyour

names.”

The old gentleman wrote, but nobody couldn’t read it. The lawyer

looked powerful astonished, and says:

“Well, it beatsme”—and snaked a lot of oldletters out of his pocket,

and examined them, and then examined theold man’s writing, and

thenthemagain; and then says: "These old letters is from Harvey

Wilks; andhere’sthesetwo handwritings, and anybody can

seetheydidn’t write them” (the king and the duke lookedsold and



foolish, I tell you, to see how the lawyer had took themin), “and

here’sthisold gentleman’s hand writing,and anybody can tell, easy

enough,hedidn’t writethem—fact is, the scratches he makes

ain’tproperlywritingat all. Now, here’s some lettersfrom—”

The new old gentleman says:

“If you please, let me explain. Nobody can read myhand but my

brother there—so he copies for me. It’shishand you’ve got there,

notmine.”

“Well!” says the lawyer, “thisisa state ofthings. I’ve got some of

William’s letters, too;so if you’ll get him to write a line or so we

cancom—”

“Hecan’twrite with his left hand,” says theold gentleman. "If he could

use his right hand, you would seethat he wrote his own letters and

mine too. Look at both,please—they’re by the same hand.”

The lawyer done it, and says:

“I believe it’s so—and if it ain’t so,there’s a heap stronger

resemblance than I’d noticedbefore, anyway. Well, well, well! I

thought we wasright on the track of a solution, but it’s gone to

grass,partly. But anyway, one thing is proved—thesetwoain’t either of

‘em Wilkses”—and he waggedhis head towards the king and the

duke.

Well, what do you think? That muleheaded old foolwouldn’t give

inthen! Indeed he wouldn’t. Said itwarn’t no fair test. Said his

brother William was thecussedest joker in the world, and hadn’t tried

towrite—hesee William was going to play one of his jokes theminute

he put the pen to paper. And so he warmed up and wentwarbling and

warbling right along till he was actuly beginning tobelieve what he

was sayinghimself; but pretty soon the newgentleman broke in, and

says:

“I’ve thought of something. Is there anybodyhere that helped to lay

out my br—helped to lay out the latePeter Wilks for burying?”



“Yes,” says somebody, “me and Ab Turner doneit. We’re both here.”

Then the old man turns towards the king, and says:

“Perhaps this gentleman can tell me what was tattooed onhis

breast?”

Blamed if the king didn’t have to brace up mighty quick,or he’d a

squshed down like a bluff bank that the river hascut under, it took

him so sudden; and, mind you, it was a thingthat was calculated to

make mostanybodysqush to get fetched such asolid one as that

without any notice, because how washegoing toknow what was

tattooed on the man? He whitened a little; hecouldn’t help it; and it

was mighty still in there, andeverybody bending a little forwards and

gazing at him. Says Ito myself,nowhe’ll throw up the sponge—

thereain’t no more use. Well, did he? A bodycan’t hardly believe it,

but he didn’t. I reckonhe thought he’d keep the thing up till he tired

them peopleout, so they’d thin out, and him and the duke could

breakloose and get away. Anyway, he set there, and pretty soon

hebegun to smile, and says:

“Mf! It’s averytough question,ain’tit! yes, sir, I k’n tell you what’s

tattooed on hisbreast. It’s jest a small, thin, bluearrow—that’s what it

is; and if you don’t lookclost, you can’t see it. nowwhat do yousay—

hey?”

Well, I never see anything like that old blister for cleanout-and-out

cheek.

The new old gentleman turns brisk towards Ab Turner and hispard,

and his eye lights up like he judged he’d got thekingthistime, and

says:

“There—you’ve heard what he said! Wasthere any such mark on

Peter Wilks’ breast?”

Both of them spoke up and says:

“We didn’t see no such mark.”



“Good!” says the old gentleman. "Now, whatyoudidsee on his breast

was a small dim P, and a B (which is aninitial he dropped when he

was young), and a W, with dashes betweenthem, so: P—B—W”—and

he marked themthat way on a piece of paper. "Come, ain’t that

whatyou saw?”

Both of them spoke up again, and says:

“No, wedidn’t. We never seen any marks atall.”

Well, everybodywasin a state of mind now, and they singsout:

“The wholebilin’ of ‘m ‘s frauds! Le’s duck ‘em! le’s drown ‘em!le’s

ride ‘em on a rail!” and everybody waswhooping at once, and there

was a rattling powwow. But thelawyer he jumps on the table and

yells, and says:

“Gentlemen—gentlemen! Hear me just aword—just asingleword—if

youplease! There’sone way yet—let’s go and dig up the corpse

andlook.”

That took them.

“Hooray!” they all shouted, and was starting rightoff; but the lawyer

and the doctor sung out:

“Hold on, hold on! Collar all these four men and theboy, and

fetchthemalong, too!”

“We’ll do it!” they all shouted; “and ifwe don’t find them marks we’ll

lynch the wholegang!”

Iwasscared, now, I tell you. But there warn’t nogetting away, you

know. They gripped us all, and marched us rightalong, straight for

the graveyard, which was a mile and a half downthe river, and the

whole town at our heels, for we made noiseenough, and it was only

nine in the evening.

As we went by our house I wished I hadn’t sent Mary Janeout of

town; because now if I could tip her the wink she’dlight out and save



me, and blow on our dead-beats.

Well, we swarmed along down the river road, just carrying onlike

wildcats; and to make it more scary the sky was darking up,and the

lightning beginning to wink and flitter, and the wind toshiver

amongst the leaves. This was the most awful trouble and

mostdangersome I ever was in; and I was kinder stunned; everything

wasgoing so different from what I had allowed for; stead of

beingfixed so I could take my own time if I wanted to, and see all

thefun, and have Mary Jane at my back to save me and set me free

whenthe close-fit come, here was nothing in the world betwixt me

andsudden death but just them tattoo-marks. If they didn’tfind them

—

I couldn’t bear to think about it; and yet, somehow, Icouldn’t think

about nothing else. It got darker anddarker, and it was a beautiful

time to give the crowd the slip; butthat bighusky had me by the wrist

—Hines—and a bodymight as well try to give Goliar the slip. He

dragged meright along, he was so excited, and I had to run to keep

up.

When they got there they swarmed into the graveyard and

washedover it like an overflow. And when they got to the grave

theyfound they had about a hundred times as many shovels as

theywanted, but nobody hadn’t thought to fetch a lantern. But they

sailed into digging anyway by the flicker of thelightning, and sent a

man to the nearest house, a half a mile off,to borrow one.

So they dug and dug like everything; and it got awful dark, andthe

rain started, and the wind swished and swushed along, and

thelightning come brisker and brisker, and the thunder boomed;

butthem people never took no notice of it, they was so full of

thisbusiness; and one minute you could see everything and every

face inthat big crowd, and the shovelfuls of dirt sailing up out of

thegrave, and the next second the dark wiped it all out, and

youcouldn’t see nothing at all.

At last they got out the coffin and begun to unscrew the lid,and then

such another crowding and shouldering and shoving as therewas, to



scrouge in and get a sight, you never see; and in the dark,that way, it

was awful. Hines he hurt my wrist dreadfulpulling and tugging so,

and I reckon he clean forgot I was in theworld, he was so excited and

panting.

All of a sudden the lightning let go a perfect sluice of whiteglare, and

somebody sings out:

“By the living jingo, here’s the bag of gold on hisbreast!”

Hines let out a whoop, like everybody else, and dropped my wristand

give a big surge to bust his way in and get a look, and the wayI lit out

and shinned for the road in the dark there ain’tnobody can tell.

I had the road all to myself, and I fairly flew—leastways,I had it all to

myself except the solid dark, and the now-and-thenglares, and the

buzzing of the rain, and the thrashing of the wind,and the splitting of

the thunder; and sure as you are born I didclip it along!

When I struck the town I see there warn’t nobody out inthe storm, so

I never hunted for no back streets, but humped itstraight through the

main one; and when I begun to get towards ourhouse I aimed my eye

and set it. No light there; the house alldark—which made me feel

sorry and disappointed, Ididn’t know why. But at last, just as I was

sailingby,flashcomes the light in Mary Jane’s window! and my

heartswelled up sudden, like to bust; and the same second the house

andall was behind me in the dark, and wasn’t ever going to bebefore

me no more in this world. Shewasthe best girl I ever see,and had the

most sand.

The minute I was far enough above the town to see I could makethe

towhead, I begun to look sharp for a boat to borrow, and thefirst time

the lightning showed me one that wasn’t chained Isnatched it and

shoved. It was a canoe, and warn’t fastenedwith nothing but a rope.

The towhead was a rattling bigdistance off, away out there in the

middle of the river, but Ididn’t lose no time; and when I struck the

raft at last I wasso fagged I would a just laid down to blow and gasp if

I couldafforded it. But I didn’t. As I sprung aboard Isung out:



“Out with you, Jim, and set her loose! Glory be togoodness, we’re

shut of them!”

Jim lit out, and was a-coming for me with both arms spread, hewas

so full of joy; but when I glimpsed him in the lightning myheart shot

up in my mouth and I went overboard backwards; for Iforgot he was

old King Lear and a drownded A-rab all in one, and itmost scared the

livers and lights out of me. But Jim fishedme out, and was going to

hug me and bless me, and so on, he was soglad I was back and we

was shut of the king and the duke, but Isays:

“Not now; have it for breakfast, have it for breakfast! Cut loose and

let her slide!”

So in two seconds away we went a-sliding down the river,

anditdidseem so good to be free again and all by ourselves on the

bigriver, and nobody to bother us. I had to skip around a bit,and

jump up and crack my heels a few times—I couldn’thelp it; but about

the third crack I noticed a sound that I knowedmighty well, and held

my breath and listened and waited; and sureenough, when the next

flash busted out over the water, here theycome!—and just a-laying to

their oars and making their skiffhum! It was the king and the duke.

So I wilted right down on to the planks then, and give up; andit was

all I could do to keep from crying.



CHAPTER XXX.

WHEN they got aboard the king went for me, and shook me by

thecollar, and says:

“Tryin’ to give us the slip, was ye, you pup! Tired of our company,

hey?”

I says:

“No, your majesty, wewarn’t—pleasedon’t, your majesty!”

“Quick, then, and tell us whatwasyour idea, or I’llshake the insides

out o’ you!”

“Honest, I’ll tell you everything just as ithappened, your majesty. The

man that had a-holt of me wasvery good to me, and kept saying he

had a boy about as big as methat died last year, and he was sorry to

see a boy in such adangerous fix; and when they was all took by

surprise by findingthe gold, and made a rush for the coffin, he lets go

of me andwhispers, ‘Heel it now, or they’ll hang ye,sure!’ and I lit

out. It didn’t seem no goodformeto stay—I couldn’t do nothing, and I

didn’twant to be hung if I could get away. So I never stoppedrunning

till I found the canoe; and when I got here I told Jim tohurry, or

they’dcatch me and hang me yet, and said I wasafeard you and the

duke wasn’t alive now, and I was awfulsorry, and so was Jim, and

was awful glad when we see you coming;you may ask Jim if I didn’t.”

Jim said it was so; and the king told him to shut up, and said,“Oh,

yes, it’smightylikely!” and shook me upagain, and said he reckoned

he’d drownd me. But theduke says:

“Leggo the boy, you old idiot! Wouldyoua done anydifferent? Did you

inquire around forhimwhen you got loose? I don’t remember it.”

So the king let go of me, and begun to cuss that town andeverybody

in it. But the duke says:



“You better a blame’ sight giveyourselfa goodcussing, for you’re the

one that’s entitled to it most. You hain’t done a thing from the start

that had anysense in it, except coming out so cool and cheeky with

thatimaginary blue-arrow mark. Thatwasbright—it was rightdown

bully; and it was the thing that saved us. For if ithadn’t been for that

they’d a jailed us till themEnglishmen’s baggage come—and then—

thepenitentiary, you bet! But that trick took ‘em to thegraveyard, and

the gold done us a still bigger kindness; for if theexcited fools hadn’t

let go all holts and made that rush toget a look we’d a slept in our

cravats to-night—cravatswarranted towear, too—longer

thanwe’dneed‘em.”

They was still a minute—thinking; then the king says, kindof absent-

minded like:

“Mf! And we reckoned theniggersstole it!”

That made me squirm!

“Yes,” says the duke, kinder slow and deliberate andsarcastic,

“wedid.”

After about a half a minute the king drawls out:

“Leastways, I did.”

The duke says, the same way:

“On the contrary, I did.”

The king kind of ruffles up, and says:

“Looky here, Bilgewater, what’r you referrin’to?”

The duke says, pretty brisk:

“When it comes to that, maybe you’ll let me ask,what

wasyoureferring to?”



“Shucks!” says the king, very sarcastic; “butI don’t know—maybe you

was asleep, and didn’tknow what you was about.”

The duke bristles up now, and says:

“Oh, letupon this cussed nonsense; do you take me for ablame’ fool?

Don’t you reckon I know who hid that moneyin that coffin?”

“Yes, sir! I know youdoknow, because you done ityourself!”

“It’s a lie!”—and the duke went for him. The king sings out:

“Take y’r hands off!—leggo my throat!—Itake it all back!”

The duke says:

“Well, you just own up, first, that youdidhide that moneythere,

intending to give me the slip one of these days, and comeback and

dig it up, and have it all to yourself.”

“Wait jest a minute, duke—answer me this onequestion, honest and

fair; if you didn’t put the money there,say it, and I’ll b’lieve you, and

take back everythingI said.”

“You old scoundrel, I didn’t, and you know Ididn’t. There, now!”

“Well, then, I b’lieve you. But answer me onlyjest this one more—

nowdon’tgit mad; didn’t youhave it in your mind to hook the money

and hide it?”

The duke never said nothing for a little bit; then he says:

“Well, I don’t care if Idid, I didn’tdoit,anyway. But you not only had

it in mind to do it, butyoudoneit.”

“I wisht I never die if I done it, duke, and that’shonest. I won’t say I

warn’t goin’ to doit, because Iwas; but you—I mean somebody—got

in aheado’ me.”

“It’s a lie! You done it, and you got tosayyoudone it, or—”



The king began to gurgle, and then he gasps out:

“‘Nough!—Iown up!”

I was very glad to hear him say that; it made me feel much

moreeasier than what I was feeling before. So the duke took hishands

off and says:

“If you ever deny it again I’ll drown you. It’swellfor you to set there

and blubber like ababy—it’s fitten for you, after the way you’veacted.

I never see such an old ostrich for wanting to gobbleeverything—and

I a-trusting you all the time, like you was myown father. You ought to

been ashamed of yourself to stand byand hear it saddled on to a lot of

poor niggers, and you never saya word for ‘em. It makes me feel

ridiculous to think Iwas soft enough tobelievethat rubbage. Cuss you,

I can seenow why you was so anxious to make up the deffisit—you

wantedto get what money I’d got out of the Nonesuch and one

thingor another, and scoop itall!”

The king says, timid, and still a-snuffling:

“Why, duke, it was you that said make up the deffisit; itwarn’t me.”

“Dry up! I don’t want to hear no more out ofyou!” says the duke.

"Andnowyou see what you GOT by it. They’ve got all their own

money back, and all ofournbuta shekel or twobesides. G’long to bed,

and don’tyou deffersitmeno more deffersits, long ‘syoulive!”

So the king sneaked into the wigwam and took to his bottle

forcomfort, and before long the duke tackled HIS bottle; and so

inabout a half an hour they was as thick as thieves again, and

thetighter they got the lovinger they got, and went off a-snoring

ineach other’s arms. They both got powerful mellow, but Inoticed the

king didn’t get mellow enough to forget toremember to not deny

about hiding the money-bag again. Thatmade me feel easy and

satisfied. Of course when they got tosnoring we had a long gabble,

and I told Jim everything.



CHAPTER XXXI.

WE dasn’t stop again at any town for days and days; keptright along

down the river. We was down south in the warmweather now, and a

mighty long ways from home. We begun tocome to trees with

Spanish moss on them, hanging down from thelimbs like long, gray

beards. It was the first I ever see itgrowing, and it made the woods

look solemn and dismal. So nowthe frauds reckoned they was out of

danger, and they begun to workthe villages again.

First they done a lecture on temperance; but they didn’tmake enough

for them both to get drunk on. Then in anothervillage they started a

dancing-school; but they didn’t knowno more how to dance than a

kangaroo does; so the first prance theymade the general public

jumped in and pranced them out of town. Another time they tried to

go at yellocution; but theydidn’t yellocute long till the audience got

up and give thema solid good cussing, and made them skip out. They

tackledmissionarying, and mesmerizing, and doctoring, and

tellingfortunes, and a little of everything; but they couldn’t seemto

have no luck. So at last they got just about dead broke,and laid

around the raft as she floated along, thinking andthinking, and never

saying nothing, by the half a day at a time,and dreadful blue and

desperate.

And at last they took a change and begun to lay their headstogether

in the wigwam and talk low and confidential two or threehours at a

time. Jim and me got uneasy. We didn’t likethe look of it. We judged

they was studying up some kind ofworse deviltry than ever. We

turned it over and over, and atlast we made up our minds they was

going to break intosomebody’s house or store, or was going into

thecounterfeit-money business, or something. So then we was

prettyscared, and made up an agreement that we wouldn’t

havenothing in the world to do with such actions, and if we ever

gotthe least show we would give them the cold shake and clear out

andleave them behind. Well, early one morning we hid the raft in

agood, safe place about two mile below a little bit of a shabbyvillage

named Pikesville, and the king he went ashore and told usall to stay



hid whilst he went up to town and smelt around to seeif anybody had

got any wind of the Royal Nonesuch there yet.(“House to rob,

youmean,” says I to myself; “andwhen you get through robbing it

you’ll come back here andwonder what has become of me and Jim

and the raft—andyou’ll have to take it out in wondering.”) And he

saidif he warn’t back by midday the duke and me would know it

wasall right, and we was to come along.

So we stayed where we was. The duke he fretted and sweatedaround,

and was in a mighty sour way. He scolded us foreverything, and we

couldn’t seem to do nothing right; hefound fault with every little

thing. Something was a-brewing, sure. I was good and gladwhen

midday come and no king; we couldhave a change, anyway—and

maybe a chance forthechange on topof it. So me and the duke went

up to the village, and huntedaround there for the king, and by and by

we found him in the backroom of a little low doggery, very tight, and

a lot of loafersbullyragging him for sport, and he a-cussing and a-

threatening withall his might, and so tight he couldn’t walk,

andcouldn’t do nothing to them. The duke he begun to abusehim for

an old fool, and the king begun to sass back, and theminute they was

fairly at it I lit out and shook the reefs out ofmy hind legs, and spun

down the river road like a deer, for I seeour chance; and I made up

my mind that it would be a long daybefore they ever see me and Jim

again. I got down there allout of breath but loaded up with joy, and

sung out:

“Set her loose, Jim! we’re all right now!”

But there warn’t no answer, and nobody come out of thewigwam.

Jim was gone! I set up a shout—and thenanother—and then another

one; and run this way and that inthe woods, whooping and

screeching; but it warn’t nouse—old Jim was gone. Then I set down

and cried; Icouldn’t help it. But I couldn’t set still long. Pretty soon I

went out on the road, trying to think what Ibetter do, and I run

across a boy walking, and asked him ifhe’d seen a strange nigger

dressed so and so, and hesays:

“Yes.”



“Whereabouts?” says I.

“Down to Silas Phelps’ place, two mile below here. He’s a runaway

nigger, and they’ve got him. Was you looking for him?”

“You bet I ain’t! I run across him in thewoods about an hour or two

ago, and he said if I holleredhe’d cut my livers out—and told me to

lay down and staywhere I was; and I done it. Been there ever since;

afeard tocome out.”

“Well,” he says, “you needn’t be afeardno more, becuz they’ve got

him. He run off f’m downSouth, som’ers.”

“It’s a good job they got him.”

“Well, Ireckon! There’s two hunderd dollarsreward on him. It’s like

picking up money out’nthe road.”

“Yes, it is—and I could a had it if I’d beenbig enough; I see himfirst.

Who nailed him?”

“It was an old fellow—a stranger—and he soldout his chance in him

for forty dollars, becuz he’s got to goup the river and can’t wait.

Think o’ that, now! You betI’dwait, if it was seven year.”

“That’s me, every time,” says I. "Butmaybe his chance ain’t worth no

more than that, ifhe’ll sell it so cheap. Maybe there’s somethingain’t

straight about it.”

“But itis, though—straight as a string. I seethe handbill myself. It

tells all about him, to adot—paints him like a picture, and tells the

plantationhe’s frum, below Newrleans. No-sirree-bob, theyain’t no

trouble ‘boutthatspeculation, you bet you. Say, gimme a chaw

tobacker, won’t ye?”

I didn’t have none, so he left. I went to the raft,and set down in the

wigwam to think. But I couldn’tcome to nothing. I thought till I wore

my head sore, but Icouldn’t see no way out of the trouble. After all

thislong journey, and after all we’d done for them scoundrels,here it

was all come to nothing, everything all busted up andruined, because



they could have the heart to serve Jim such a trickas that, and make

him a slave again all his life, and amongststrangers, too, for forty

dirty dollars.

Once I said to myself it would be a thousand times better forJim to

be a slave at home where his family was, as long ashe’dgotto be a

slave, and so I’d better write a letterto Tom Sawyer and tell him to

tell Miss Watson where he was. But I soon give up that notion for two

things: she’d bemad and disgusted at his rascality and ungratefulness

for leavingher, and so she’d sell him straight down the river again;

andif she didn’t, everybody naturally despises an ungratefulnigger,

and they’d make Jim feel it all the time, and sohe’d feel ornery and

disgraced. And then think ofme! Itwould get all around that Huck

Finn helped a nigger to get hisfreedom; and if I was ever to see

anybody from that town againI’d be ready to get down and lick his

boots for shame. That’s just the way: a person does a low-downthing,

and then he don’t want to take no consequences of it.Thinks as long

as he can hide it, it ain’t no disgrace. That was my fix exactly. The

more I studied about this themore my conscience went to grinding

me, and the more wicked andlow-down and ornery I got to feeling.

And at last, when it hit meall of a sudden that here was the plain

hand of Providence slappingme in the face and letting me know my

wickedness was being watchedall the time from up there in heaven,

whilst I was stealing a poorold woman’s nigger that hadn’t ever done

me no harm,and now was showing me there’s One that’s always on

thelookout, and ain’t a-going to allow no such miserable doingsto go

only just so fur and no further, I most dropped in my tracksI was so

scared. Well, I tried the best I could to kindersoften it up somehow

for myself by saying I was brung up wicked,and so I warn’t so much

to blame; but something inside of mekept saying, “There was the

Sunday-school, you could a goneto it; and if you’d a done it they’d a

learnt you therethat people that acts as I’d been acting about that

niggergoes to everlasting fire.”

It made me shiver. And I about made up my mind to pray,and see if I

couldn’t try to quit being the kind of a boy Iwas and be better. So I

kneeled down. But the wordswouldn’t come. Why wouldn’t they?

Itwarn’t no use to try and hide it from Him. Nor fromme,neither. I

knowed very well why they wouldn’t come. It was because my heart



warn’t right; it was because Iwarn’t square; it was because I was

playing double. Iwas lettingonto give up sin, but away inside of me I

was holding onto the biggest one of all. I was trying to make my

mouthsayIwould do the right thing and the clean thing, and go and

write tothat nigger’s owner and tell where he was; but deep down

inme I knowed it was a lie, and He knowed it. You can’tpray a lie—I

found that out.

So I was full of trouble, full as I could be; and didn’tknow what to do.

At last I had an idea; and I says, I’ll goand write the letter—and then

see if I can pray. Why,it was astonishing, the way I felt as light as a

feather rightstraight off, and my troubles all gone. So I got a piece

ofpaper and a pencil, all glad and excited, and set down andwrote:

Miss Watson, your runaway nigger Jim is down here two mile

belowPikesville, and Mr. Phelps has got him and he will give him up

forthe reward if you send.

I felt good and all washed clean of sin for the first time I hadever felt

so in my life, and I knowed I could pray now. But Ididn’t do it

straight off, but laid the paper down and setthere thinking—thinking

how good it was all this happened so,and how near I come to being

lost and going to hell. And wenton thinking. And got to thinking over

our trip down theriver; and I see Jim before me all the time: in the

day andin the night-time, sometimes moonlight, sometimes storms,

and wea-floating along, talking and singing and laughing.

Butsomehow I couldn’t seem to strike no places to harden meagainst

him, but only the other kind. I’d see himstanding my watch on top of

his’n, ‘stead of callingme, so I could go on sleeping; and see him how

glad he was when Icome back out of the fog; and when I come to him

again in theswamp, up there where the feud was; and such-like

times; and wouldalways call me honey, and pet me and do everything

he could thinkof for me, and how good he always was; and at last I

struck thetime I saved him by telling the men we had small-pox

aboard, and hewas so grateful, and said I was the best friend old Jim

ever had inthe world, and theonlyone he’s got now; and then I

happenedto look around and see that paper.



It was a close place. I took it up, and held it in myhand. I was a-

trembling, because I’d got to decide,forever, betwixt two things, and I

knowed it. I studied aminute, sort of holding my breath, and then

says to myself:

“All right, then, I’llgoto hell”—andtore it up.

It was awful thoughts and awful words, but they was said. And I let

them stay said; and never thought no more aboutreforming. I shoved

the whole thing out of my head, and saidI would take up wickedness

again, which was in my line, being brungup to it, and the other

warn’t. And for a starter Iwould go to work and steal Jim out of

slavery again; and if I couldthink up anything worse, I would do that,

too; because as long as Iwas in, and in for good, I might as well go

the whole hog.

Then I set to thinking over how to get at it, and turned oversome

considerable many ways in my mind; and at last fixed up a planthat

suited me. So then I took the bearings of a woody islandthat was

down the river a piece, and as soon as it was fairly darkI crept out

with my raft and went for it, and hid it there, andthen turned in. I

slept the night through, and got up beforeit was light, and had my

breakfast, and put on my store clothes,and tied up some others and

one thing or another in a bundle, andtook the canoe and cleared for

shore. I landed below where Ijudged was Phelps’s place, and hid my

bundle in the woods,and then filled up the canoe with water, and

loaded rocks into herand sunk her where I could find her again when

I wanted her, abouta quarter of a mile below a little steam sawmill

that was on thebank.

Then I struck up the road, and when I passed the mill I see asign on

it, “Phelps’s Sawmill,” and when I cometo the farm-houses, two or

three hundred yards further along, Ikept my eyes peeled, but didn’t

see nobody around, though itwas good daylight now. But I didn’t

mind, because Ididn’t want to see nobody just yet—I only wanted to

getthe lay of the land. According to my plan, I was going to turn

upthere from the village, not frombelow. So I just took a look,and

shoved along, straight for town. Well, the very first man I seewhen I

got there was the duke. He was sticking up a bill forthe Royal



Nonesuch—three-night performance—like thatother time. They had

the cheek, them frauds! I wasright on him before I could shirk. He

looked astonished, andsays:

“Hel-lo! Where’dyoucome from?” Then he says, kind of glad and

eager, “Where’sthe raft?—got her in a good place?”

I says:

“Why, that’s just what I was going to ask yourgrace.”

Then he didn’t look so joyful, and says:

“What was your idea for askingme?” he says.

“Well,” I says, “when I see the king in thatdoggery yesterday I says to

myself, we can’t get him home forhours, till he’s soberer; so I went a-

loafing around town toput in the time and wait. A man up and

offered me ten centsto help him pull a skiff over the river and back to

fetch a sheep,and so I went along; but when we was dragging him to

the boat, andthe man left me a-holt of the rope and went behind him

to shove himalong, he was too strong for me and jerked loose and

run, and weafter him. We didn’t have no dog, and so we had tochase

him all over the country till we tired him out. Wenever got him till

dark; then we fetched him over, and I starteddown for the raft. When

I got there and see it was gone, Isays to myself, ‘They’ve got into

trouble and had toleave; and they’ve took my nigger, which is the

only niggerI’ve got in the world, and now I’m in a strangecountry,

and ain’t got no property no more, nor nothing, andno way to make

my living;’ so I set down and cried. Islept in the woods all night. But

whatdidbecome of the raft,then?—and Jim—poor Jim!”

“Blamed if I know—that is, what’s become ofthe raft. That old fool

had made a trade and got fortydollars, and when we found him in the

doggery the loafers hadmatched half-dollars with him and got every

cent but whathe’d spent for whisky; and when I got him home late

lastnight and found the raft gone, we said, ‘That little rascalhas stole

our raft and shook us, and run off down theriver.’”



“I wouldn’t shake mynigger, would I?—the onlynigger I had in the

world, and the only property.”

“We never thought of that. Fact is, I reckonwe’d come to consider

himournigger; yes, we did consider himso—goodness knows we had

trouble enough for him. Sowhen we see the raft was gone and we flat

broke, there warn’tanything for it but to try the Royal Nonesuch

another shake. AndI’ve pegged along ever since, dry as a powder-

horn. Where’s that ten cents? Give it here.”

I had considerable money, so I give him ten cents, but beggedhim to

spend it for something to eat, and give me some, because itwas all

the money I had, and I hadn’t had nothing to eatsince yesterday. He

never said nothing. The next minutehe whirls on me and says:

“Do you reckon that nigger would blow on us? We’d skin him if he

done that!”

“How can he blow? Hain’t he runoff?”

“No! That old fool sold him, and never divided withme, and the

money’s gone.”

“Soldhim?” I says, and begun to cry;“why, he wasmynigger, and that

was my money. Where ishe?—I want my nigger.”

“Well, you can’tgetyour nigger, that’sall—so dry up your blubbering.

Looky here—do youthinkyou’dventure to blow on us? Blamed if I

thinkI’d trust you. Why, if youwasto blow onus—”

He stopped, but I never see the duke look so ugly out of hiseyes

before. I went on a-whimpering, and says:

“I don’t want to blow on nobody; and I ain’tgot no time to blow,

nohow. I got to turn out and find mynigger.”

He looked kinder bothered, and stood there with his billsfluttering

on his arm, thinking, and wrinkling up his forehead. At last he says:



“I’ll tell you something. We got to be herethree days. If you’ll promise

you won’t blow, andwon’t let the nigger blow, I’ll tell you where to

findhim.”

So I promised, and he says:

“A farmer by the name of Silas Ph—” and thenhe stopped. You see,

he started to tell me the truth; butwhen he stopped that way, and

begun to study and think again, Ireckoned he was changing his mind.

And so he was. Hewouldn’t trust me; he wanted to make sure of

having me out ofthe way the whole three days. So pretty soon he

says:

“The man that bought him is named Abram Foster—AbramG. Foster

—and he lives forty mile back here in the country,on the road to

Lafayette.”

“All right,” I says, “I can walk it in threedays. And I’ll start this very

afternoon.”

“No you wont, you’ll startnow; and don’t youlose any time about it,

neither, nor do any gabbling by the way. Just keep a tight tongue in

your head and move right along,and then you won’t get into trouble

withus, d’yehear?”

That was the order I wanted, and that was the one I played for. I

wanted to be left free to work my plans.

“So clear out,” he says; “and you can tell Mr.Foster whatever you

want to. Maybe you can get him to believe thatJimisyour nigger—

some idiots don’t requiredocuments—leastways I’ve heard there’s

such downSouth here. And when you tell him the handbill and

thereward’s bogus, maybe he’ll believe you when youexplain to him

what the idea was for getting ‘em out. Go ‘long now, and tell him

anything you want to; butmind you don’t work your jaw

anybetweenhere andthere.”

So I left, and struck for the back country. I didn’tlook around, but I

kinder felt like he was watching me. But Iknowed I could tire him out

at that. I went straight out inthe country as much as a mile before I



stopped; then I doubled backthrough the woods towards Phelps’. I

reckoned I betterstart in on my plan straight off without fooling

around, because Iwanted to stop Jim’s mouth till these fellows could

get away. I didn’t want no trouble with their kind. I’d seen all I

wanted to of them, and wanted to getentirely shut of them.



CHAPTER XXXII.

WHEN I got there it was all still and Sunday-like, and hot

andsunshiny; the hands was gone to the fields; and there was them

kindof faint dronings of bugs and flies in the air that makes it seemso

lonesome and like everybody’s dead and gone; and if abreeze fans

along and quivers the leaves it makes you feelmournful, because you

feel like it’s spiritswhispering—spirits that’s been dead ever so

manyyears—and you always think they’re talking aboutyou. As a

general thing it makes a body wishhewas dead, too, anddone with it

all.

Phelps’ was one of these little one-horse cottonplantations, and they

all look alike. A rail fence round atwo-acre yard; a stile made out of

logs sawed off and up-ended insteps, like barrels of a different

length, to climb over the fencewith, and for the women to stand on

when they are going to jump onto a horse; some sickly grass-patches

in the big yard, but mostlyit was bare and smooth, like an old hat

with the nap rubbed off;big double log-house for the white folks—

hewed logs, with thechinks stopped up with mud or mortar, and

these mud-stripes beenwhitewashed some time or another; round-

log kitchen, with a bigbroad, open but roofed passage joining it to the

house; logsmoke-house back of the kitchen; three little log nigger-

cabins ina row t’other side the smoke-house; one little hut all byitself

away down against the back fence, and some outbuildings downa

piece the other side; ash-hopper and big kettle to bile soap inby the

little hut; bench by the kitchen door, with bucket of waterand a

gourd; hound asleep there in the sun; more hounds asleepround

about; about three shade trees away off in a corner; somecurrant

bushes and gooseberry bushes in one place by the fence;outside of

the fence a garden and a watermelon patch; then thecotton fields

begins, and after the fields the woods.

I went around and clumb over the back stile by the ash-hopper,and

started for the kitchen. When I got a little ways I heardthe dim hum

of a spinning-wheel wailing along up and sinking alongdown again;



and then I knowed for certain I wished I wasdead—for thatisthe

lonesomest sound in the whole world.

I went right along, not fixing up any particular plan, but justtrusting

to Providence to put the right words in my mouth when thetime

come; for I’d noticed that Providence always did put theright words

in my mouth if I left it alone.

When I got half-way, first one hound and then another got up

andwent for me, and of course I stopped and faced them, and

keptstill. And such another powwow as they made! In aquarter of a

minute I was a kind of a hub of a wheel, as you maysay—spokes

made out of dogs—circle of fifteen of thempacked together around

me, with their necks and noses stretched uptowards me, a-barking

and howling; and more a-coming; you could seethem sailing over

fences and around corners from everywheres.

A nigger woman come tearing out of the kitchen with arolling-pin in

her hand, singing out, “BegoneyouTige! youSpot! begone sah!” and

she fetched first one and then anotherof them a clip and sent them

howling, and then the rest followed;and the next second half of them

come back, wagging their tailsaround me, and making friends with

me. There ain’t noharm in a hound, nohow.

And behind the woman comes a little nigger girl and two littlenigger

boys without anything on but tow-linen shirts, and they hungon to

their mother’s gown, and peeped out from behind her atme, bashful,

the way they always do. And here comes the whitewoman running

from the house, about forty-five or fifty year old,bareheaded, and her

spinning-stick in her hand; and behind hercomes her little white

children, acting the same way the littleniggers was doing. She was

smiling all over so she couldhardly stand—and says:

“It’syou, at last!—ain’tit?”

I out with a “Yes’m” before I thought.

She grabbed me and hugged me tight; and then gripped me by

bothhands and shook and shook; and the tears come in her eyes, and



rundown over; and she couldn’t seem to hug and shake enough,

andkept saying, “You don’t look as much like your motheras I

reckoned you would; but law sakes, I don’t care forthat, I’m so glad

to see you! Dear, dear, it does seemlike I could eat you up! Children,

it’s your cousinTom!—tell him howdy.”

But they ducked their heads, and put their fingers in theirmouths,

and hid behind her. So she run on:

“Lize, hurry up and get him a hot breakfast rightaway—or did you get

your breakfast on the boat?”

I said I had got it on the boat. So then she started forthe house,

leading me by the hand, and the children tagging after. When we got

there she set me down in a split-bottomed chair,and set herself down

on a little low stool in front of me, holdingboth of my hands, and

says:

“Now I can have agoodlook at you; and, laws-a-me,I’ve been hungry

for it a many and a many a time, all theselong years, and it’s come at

last! We been expecting you acouple of days and more. What kep’

you?—boat getaground?”

“Yes’m—she—”

“Don’t say yes’m—say Aunt Sally. Where’d she get aground?”

I didn’t rightly know what to say, because I didn’tknow whether the

boat would be coming up the river or down. But I go a good deal on

instinct; and my instinct said shewould be coming up—from down

towards Orleans. Thatdidn’t help me much, though; for I didn’t know

thenames of bars down that way. I see I’d got to invent abar, or forget

the name of the one we got agroundon—or—Now I struck an idea,

and fetched it out:

“It warn’t the grounding—that didn’tkeep us back but a little. We

blowed out acylinder-head.”

“Good gracious! anybody hurt?”



“No’m. Killed a nigger.”

“Well, it’s lucky; because sometimes people do gethurt. Two years

ago last Christmas your uncle Silas wascoming up from Newrleans

on the old Lally Rook, and she blowed outa cylinder-head and

crippled a man. And I think he diedafterwards. He was a Baptist.

Your uncle Silas knowed afamily in Baton Rouge that knowed his

people very well. Yes,I remember now, hediddie. Mortification set in,

and they hadto amputate him. But it didn’t save him. Yes, it

wasmortification—that was it. He turned blue all over, anddied in the

hope of a glorious resurrection. They say he was asight to look at.

Your uncle’s been up to the townevery day to fetch you. And he’s

gone again, not more’nan hour ago; he’ll be back any minute now.

You must a met himon the road, didn’t you?—oldish man, witha—”

“No, I didn’t see nobody, Aunt Sally. The boatlanded just at daylight,

and I left my baggage on the wharf-boatand went looking around the

town and out a piece in the country, toput in the time and not get

here too soon; and so I come down theback way.”

“Who’d you give the baggage to?”

“Nobody.”

“Why, child, it ‘ll be stole!”

“Not where I hid it I reckon it won’t,” Isays.

“How’d you get your breakfast so early on theboat?”

It was kinder thin ice, but I says:

“The captain see me standing around, and told me I betterhave

something to eat before I went ashore; so he took me in thetexas to

the officers’ lunch, and give me all Iwanted.”

I was getting so uneasy I couldn’t listen good. Ihad my mind on the

children all the time; I wanted to get them outto one side and pump

them a little, and find out who I was. But I couldn’t get no show, Mrs.



Phelps kept it up andrun on so. Pretty soon she made the cold chills

streak alldown my back, because she says:

“But here we’re a-running on this way, and youhain’t told me a word

about Sis, nor any of them. NowI’ll rest my works a little, and you

start up yourn; justtell meeverything—tell me all about ‘m all every

one of‘m; and how they are, and what they’re doing, and whatthey

told you to tell me; and every last thing you can thinkof.”

Well, I see I was up a stump—and up it good. Providence had stood

by me this fur all right, but I was hardand tight aground now. I see it

warn’t a bit of use totry to go ahead—I’d got to throw up my hand. So

Isays to myself, here’s another place where I got to reskthetruth. I

opened my mouth to begin; but she grabbed me andhustled me in

behind the bed, and says:

“Here he comes! Stick your head downlower—there, that’ll do; you

can’t be seen now. Don’t you let on you’re here. I’llplay a joke on him.

Children, don’t you say aword.”

I see I was in a fix now. But it warn’t no use toworry; there warn’t

nothing to do but just hold still, andtry and be ready to stand from

under when the lightning struck.

I had just one little glimpse of the old gentleman when he comein;

then the bed hid him. Mrs. Phelps she jumps for him, andsays:

“Has he come?”

“No,” says her husband.

“Good-nessgracious!” she says, “what in thewarld can have become

of him?”

“I can’t imagine,” says the old gentleman;“and I must say it makes

me dreadful uneasy.”

“Uneasy!” she says; “I’m ready to godistracted! Hemusta come; and

you’ve missed him alongthe road. Iknowit’s so—something tells

meso.”



“Why, Sally, Icouldn’tmiss him along theroad—youknow that.”

“But oh, dear, dear, whatwillSis say! He must acome! You must a

missed him. He—”

“Oh, don’t distress me any more’n I’malready distressed. I don’t

know what in the world tomake of it. I’m at my wit’s end, and Idon’t

mind acknowledging ‘t I’m right downscared. But there’s no hope

that he’s come; forhecouldn’tcome and me miss him. Sally,

it’sterrible—just terrible—something’s happened tothe boat, sure!”

“Why, Silas! Look yonder!—up theroad!—ain’t that somebody

coming?”

He sprung to the window at the head of the bed, and that giveMrs.

Phelps the chance she wanted. She stooped down quick atthe foot of

the bed and give me a pull, and out I come; and when heturned back

from the window there she stood, a-beaming anda-smiling like a

house afire, and I standing pretty meek and sweatyalongside. The old

gentleman stared, and says:

“Why, who’s that?”

“Who do you reckon ‘t is?”

“I hain’t no idea. Whoisit?”

“It’sTom Sawyer!”

By jings, I most slumped through the floor! But therewarn’t no time

to swap knives; the old man grabbed me by thehand and shook, and

kept on shaking; and all the time how the womandid dance around

and laugh and cry; and then how they both did fireoff questions

about Sid, and Mary, and the rest of the tribe.

But if they was joyful, it warn’t nothing to what I was;for it was like

being born again, I was so glad to find out who Iwas. Well, they froze

to me for two hours; and at last, whenmy chin was so tired it couldn’t

hardly go any more, I hadtold them more about my family—I mean

the Sawyerfamily—than ever happened to any six Sawyer families.



And Iexplained all about how we blowed out a cylinder-head atthe

mouth of White River, and it took us three days to fix it. Which was

all right, and worked first-rate;becausetheydidn’t know but what it

would take three days tofix it. If I’d a called it a bolthead it would a

donejust as well.

Now I was feeling pretty comfortable all down one side, andpretty

uncomfortable all up the other. Being Tom Sawyer waseasy and

comfortable, and it stayed easy and comfortable till byand by I hear a

steamboat coughing along down the river. ThenI says to myself,

s’pose Tom Sawyer comes down on that boat? And s’pose he steps in

here any minute, and sings outmy name before I can throw him a

wink to keep quiet?

Well, I couldn’thaveit that way; it wouldn’t do atall. I must go up the

road and waylay him. So I toldthe folks I reckoned I would go up to

the town and fetch down mybaggage. The old gentleman was for

going along with me, but Isaid no, I could drive the horse myself, and

I druther hewouldn’t take no trouble about me.



CHAPTER XXXIII.

SO I started for town in the wagon, and when I was half-way Isee a

wagon coming, and sure enough it was Tom Sawyer, and Istopped

and waited till he come along. I says “Holdon!” and it stopped

alongside, and his mouth opened up like atrunk, and stayed so; and

he swallowed two or three times like aperson that’s got a dry throat,

and then says:

“I hain’t ever done you no harm. You knowthat. So, then, what you

want to come back andha’ntmefor?”

I says:

“I hain’t come back—I hain’tbeengone.”

When he heard my voice it righted him up some, but hewarn’t quite

satisfied yet. He says:

“Don’t you play nothing on me, because Iwouldn’t on you. Honest

injun now, you ain’t aghost?”

“Honest injun, I ain’t,” I says.

“Well—I—I—well, that ought to settle it,of course; but I can’t

somehow seem to understand it no way. Looky here, warn’t you ever

murderedat all?”

“No. I warn’t ever murdered at all—Iplayed it on them. You come in

here and feel of me if youdon’t believe me.”

So he done it; and it satisfied him; and he was that glad to seeme

again he didn’t know what to do. And he wanted toknow all about it

right off, because it was a grand adventure, andmysterious, and so it

hit him where he lived. But I said,leave it alone till by and by; and

told his driver to wait, and wedrove off a little piece, and I told him

the kind of a fix I wasin, and what did he reckon we better do? He



said, let himalone a minute, and don’t disturb him. So he thoughtand

thought, and pretty soon he says:

“It’s all right; I’ve got it. Take mytrunk in your wagon, and let on it’s

your’n; and youturn back and fool along slow, so as to get to the

house about thetime you ought to; and I’ll go towards town a piece,

and takea fresh start, and get there a quarter or a half an hour after

you;and you needn’t let on to know me at first.”

I says:

“All right; but wait a minute. There’s onemore thing—a thing

thatnobodydon’t know but me. And that is, there’s a nigger here that

I’ma-trying to steal out of slavery, and his name isJim—old

MissWatson’s Jim.”

He says:

“What! Why, Jim is—”

He stopped and went to studying. I says:

“I know what you’ll say. You’ll sayit’s dirty, low-down business; but

what if it is? I’m low down; and I’m a-going to steal him, and Iwant

you keep mum and not let on. Will you?”

His eye lit up, and he says:

“I’llhelpyou steal him!”

Well, I let go all holts then, like I was shot. It was themost

astonishing speech I ever heard—and I’m bound tosay Tom Sawyer

fell considerable in my estimation. Only Icouldn’t believe it. Tom

Sawyer anigger-stealer!

“Oh, shucks!” I says; “you’rejoking.”

“I ain’t joking, either.”



“Well, then,” I says, “joking or no joking, ifyou hear anything said

about a runaway nigger, don’t forgetto remember thatyoudon’t know

nothing about him, and Idon’t know nothing about him.”

Then we took the trunk and put it in my wagon, and he drove offhis

way and I drove mine. But of course I forgot all aboutdriving slow on

accounts of being glad and full of thinking; so Igot home a heap too

quick for that length of a trip. The oldgentleman was at the door, and

he says:

“Why, this is wonderful! Whoever would a thought itwas in that mare

to do it? I wish we’d a timed her. And she hain’t sweated a hair—not

a hair.It’s wonderful. Why, I wouldn’t take a hundreddollars for that

horse now—I wouldn’t, honest; and yetI’d a sold her for fifteen

before, and thought ‘twasall she was worth.”

That’s all he said. He was the innocentest, best oldsoul I ever see. But

it warn’t surprising; because hewarn’t only just a farmer, he was a

preacher, too, and had alittleone-horse log church down back of the

plantation, which hebuilt it himself at his own expense, for a church

and schoolhouse,and never charged nothing for his preaching, and it

was worth it,too. There was plenty other farmer-preachers like that,

anddone the same way, down South.

In about half an hour Tom’s wagon drove up to the frontstile, and

Aunt Sally she see it through the window, because it wasonly about

fifty yards, and says:

“Why, there’s somebody come! I wonder who‘tis? Why, I do believe

it’s a stranger. Jimmy” (that’s one of the children) “runand tell Lize

to put on another plate for dinner.”

Everybody made a rush for the front door, because, of course,

astranger don’t comeeveryyear, and so he lays over theyaller-fever,

for interest, when he does come. Tom was overthe stile and starting

for the house; the wagon was spinning up theroad for the village, and

we was all bunched in the front door. Tom had his store clothes on,

and an audience—and thatwas always nuts for Tom Sawyer. In them

circumstances itwarn’t no trouble to him to throw in an amount of



style thatwas suitable. He warn’t a boy to meeky along up thatyard

like a sheep; no, he come ca’m and important, like theram. When he

got a-front of us he lifts his hat ever sogracious and dainty, like it was

the lid of a box that hadbutterflies asleep in it and he didn’t want to

disturb them,and says:

“Mr. Archibald Nichols, I presume?”

“No, my boy,” says the old gentleman,“I’m sorry to say ‘t your driver

has deceivedyou; Nichols’s place is down a matter of three mile

more.Come in, come in.”

Tom he took a look back over his shoulder, and says, “Toolate—he’s

out of sight.”

“Yes, he’s gone, my son, and you must come in andeat your dinner

with us; and then we’ll hitch up and take youdown to Nichols’s.”

“Oh, Ican’tmake you so much trouble; Icouldn’t think of it. I’ll walk—

Idon’t mind the distance.”

“But we won’tletyou walk—it wouldn’t beSouthern hospitality to do

it. Come right in.”

“Oh,do,” says Aunt Sally; “it ain’t abit of trouble to us, not a bit in the

world. You must stay. It’s a long, dusty three mile, and we can’t

letyou walk. And, besides, I’ve already told ‘em toput on another

plate when I see you coming; so you mustn’tdisappoint us. Come

right in and make yourself athome.”

So Tom he thanked them very hearty and handsome, and let

himselfbe persuaded, and come in; and when he was in he said he

was astranger from Hicksville, Ohio, and his name was

WilliamThompson—and he made another bow.

Well, he run on, and on, and on, making up stuff aboutHicksville and

everybody in it he could invent, and I getting alittle nervious, and

wondering how this was going to help me out ofmy scrape; and at

last, still talking along, he reached over andkissed Aunt Sally right on

the mouth, and then settled back againin his chair comfortable, and



was going on talking; but she jumpedup and wiped it off with the

back of her hand, and says:

“You owdacious puppy!”

He looked kind of hurt, and says:

“I’m surprised at you, m’am.”

“You’re s’rp—Why, what do you reckon Iam? I’ve a good notion to

take and—Say, what doyou mean by kissing me?”

He looked kind of humble, and says:

“I didn’t mean nothing, m’am. Ididn’t mean no harm. I—I—

thoughtyou’d like it.”

“Why, you born fool!” She took up the spinningstick, and it looked

like it was all she could do to keep fromgiving him a crack with it.

"What made you think I’dlike it?”

“Well, I don’t know. Only,they—they—told me you would.”

“Theytold you I would. Whoever toldyou’sanotherlunatic. I never

heard the beat of it. Who’sthey?”

“Why, everybody. They all said so,m’am.”

It was all she could do to hold in; and her eyes snapped, andher

fingers worked like she wanted to scratch him; and shesays:

“Who’s ‘everybody’? Out with theirnames, or ther’ll be an idiot

short.”

He got up and looked distressed, and fumbled his hat, andsays:

“I’m sorry, and I warn’t expecting it. They told me to. They all told

me to. They allsaid, kiss her; and said she’d like it. They all saidit—

every one of them. But I’m sorry, m’am,and I won’t do it no more—I

won’t,honest.”



“You won’t, won’t you? Well, Ish’dreckonyou won’t!”

“No’m, I’m honest about it; I won’t everdo it again—till you ask me.”

“Till Iaskyou! Well, I never see the beat of it inmy born days! I lay

you’ll be the Methusalem-numskullof creation before ever I ask you

—or the likes ofyou.”

“Well,” he says, “it does surprise me so. I can’t make it out, somehow.

They said you would, andI thought you would. But—” He stopped

and lookedaround slow, like he wished he could run across a friendly

eyesomewheres, and fetched up on the old gentleman’s, and

says,“Didn’tyouthink she’d like me to kiss her,sir?”

“Why, no; I—I—well, no, I b’lieve Ididn’t.”

Then he looks on around the same way to me, and says:

“Tom, didn’tyouthink Aunt Sally ‘d open outher arms and say, ‘Sid

Sawyer—‘”

“My land!” she says, breaking in and jumping forhim, “you impudent

young rascal, to fool a bodyso—” and was going to hug him, but he

fended her off,and says:

“No, not till you’ve asked me first.”

So she didn’t lose no time, but asked him; and hugged himand kissed

him over and over again, and then turned him over to theold man,

and he took what was left. And after they got alittle quiet again she

says:

“Why, dear me, I never see such a surprise. Wewarn’t looking

foryouat all, but only Tom. Sis neverwrote to me about anybody

coming but him.”

“It’s because it warn’tintendedfor any of usto come but Tom,” he

says; “but I begged and begged,and at the last minute she let me

come, too; so, coming down theriver, me and Tom thought it would

be a first-rate surprise for himto come here to the house first, and for



me to by and by tag alongand drop in, and let on to be a stranger. But

it was amistake, Aunt Sally. This ain’t no healthy place for astranger

to come.”

“No—not impudent whelps, Sid. You ought to hadyour jaws boxed; I

hain’t been so put out since I don’tknow when. But I don’t care, I

don’t mind theterms—I’d be willing to stand a thousand such jokes

tohave you here. Well, to think of that performance! Idon’t deny it, I

was most putrified with astonishment whenyou give me that smack.”

We had dinner out in that broad open passage betwixt the houseand

the kitchen; and there was things enough on that table forseven

families—and all hot, too; none of your flabby, toughmeat that’s laid

in a cupboard in a damp cellar all night andtastes like a hunk of old

cold cannibal in the morning. UncleSilas he asked a pretty long

blessing over it, but it was worth it;and it didn’t cool it a bit, neither,

the way I’ve seenthem kind of interruptions do lots of times. There

was aconsiderable good deal of talk all the afternoon, and me and

Tomwas on the lookout all the time; but it warn’t no use, theydidn’t

happen to say nothing about any runaway nigger, and wewas afraid

to try to work up to it. But at supper, at night,one of the little boys

says:

“Pa, mayn’t Tom and Sid and me go to theshow?”

“No,” says the old man, “I reckon thereain’t going to be any; and you

couldn’t go if therewas; because the runaway nigger told Burton and

me all about thatscandalous show, and Burton said he would tell the

people; so Ireckon they’ve drove the owdacious loafers out of town

beforethis time.”

So there it was!—but I couldn’t help it. Tomand me was to sleep in

the same room and bed; so, being tired, webid good-night and went

up to bed right after supper, and clumb outof the window and down

the lightning-rod, and shoved for the town;for I didn’t believe

anybody was going to give the king andthe duke a hint, and so if I

didn’t hurry up and give themone they’d get into trouble sure.



On the road Tom he told me all about how it was reckoned I

wasmurdered, and how pap disappeared pretty soon, and didn’tcome

back no more, and what a stir there was when Jim run away; andI

told Tom all about our Royal Nonesuch rapscallions, and as muchof

the raft voyage as I had time to; and as we struck into the townand

up through the the middle of it--it was as much as half-aftereight,

then—here comes a raging rush of people with torches,and an awful

whooping and yelling, and banging tin pans and blowinghorns; and

we jumped to one side to let them go by; and as theywent by I see

they had the king and the duke astraddle of arail—that is, I knowed

itwasthe king and the duke, thoughthey was all over tar and feathers,

and didn’t look likenothing in the world that was human—just looked

like a coupleof monstrous big soldier-plumes. Well, it made me sick

to seeit; and I was sorry for them poor pitiful rascals, it seemed like

Icouldn’t ever feel anyhardness against them any more in theworld.

It was a dreadful thing to see. Humanbeingscanbe awful cruel to one

another.

We see we was too late—couldn’t do no good. Weasked some

stragglers about it, and they said everybody went to theshow looking

very innocent; and laid low and kept dark till thepoor old king was in

the middle of his cavortings on the stage;then somebody give a

signal, and the house rose up and went forthem.

So we poked along back home, and I warn’t feeling so brashas I was

before, but kind of ornery, and humble, and to blame,somehow—

though I hadn’t done nothing. Butthat’s always the way; it don’t

make no differencewhether you do right or wrong, a person’s

conscienceain’t got no sense, and just goes for him anyway. If Ihad a

yaller dog that didn’t know no more than aperson’s conscience does I

would pison him. It takes up moreroom than all the rest of a person’s

insides, and yetain’t no good, nohow. Tom Sawyer he says the same.



CHAPTER XXXIV.

WE stopped talking, and got to thinking. By and by Tomsays:

“Looky here, Huck, what fools we are to not think of itbefore! I bet I

know where Jim is.”

“No! Where?”

“In that hut down by the ash-hopper. Why, lookyhere. When we was

at dinner, didn’t you see a niggerman go in there with some vittles?”

“Yes.”

“What did you think the vittles was for?”

“For a dog.”

“So ‘d I. Well, it wasn’t for adog.”

“Why?”

“Because part of it was watermelon.”

“So it was—I noticed it. Well, it does beatall that I never thought

about a dog not eating watermelon. It shows how a body can see and

don’t see at the sametime.”

“Well, the nigger unlocked the padlock when he went in,and he

locked it again when he came out. He fetched uncle akey about the

time we got up from table—same key, I bet. Watermelon shows man,

lock shows prisoner; and it ain’tlikely there’s two prisoners on such a

little plantation, andwhere the people’s all so kind and good.

Jim’sthe prisoner. All right—I’m glad we found it outdetective

fashion; I wouldn’t give shucks for any other way. Now you work

your mind, and study out a plan to steal Jim,and I will study out one,

too; and we’ll take the one we likethe best.”



What a head for just a boy to have! If I had TomSawyer’s head I

wouldn’t trade it off to be a duke, normate of a steamboat, nor clown

in a circus, nor nothing I can thinkof. I went to thinking out a plan,

but only just to be doingsomething; I knowed very well where the

right plan was going tocome from. Pretty soon Tom says:

“Ready?”

“Yes,” I says.

“All right—bring it out.”

“My plan is this,” I says. "We can easy findout if it’s Jim in there.

Then get up my canoe to-morrownight, and fetch my raft over from

the island. Then the firstdark night that comes steal the key out of

the old man’sbritches after he goes to bed, and shove off down the

river on theraft with Jim, hiding daytimes and running nights, the

way me andJim used to do before. Wouldn’t that planwork?”

“Work? Why, cert’nly it would work, like ratsa-fighting. But it’s too

blame’ simple; thereain’t nothingtoit. What’s the good of a plan

thatain’t no more trouble than that? It’s as mild asgoose-milk. Why,

Huck, it wouldn’t make no more talkthan breaking into a soap

factory.”

I never said nothing, because I warn’t expecting nothingdifferent;

but I knowed mighty well that whenever he gothisplanready it

wouldn’t have none of them objections to it.

And it didn’t. He told me what it was, and I see ina minute it was

worth fifteen of mine for style, and would make Jimjust as free a man

as mine would, and maybe get us all killedbesides. So I was satisfied,

and said we would waltz in onit. I needn’t tell what it was here,

because I knowedit wouldn’t stay the way, it was. I knowed he would

bechanging it around every which way as we went along, and heaving

innew bullinesses wherever he got a chance. And that is what

hedone.

Well, one thing was dead sure, and that was that Tom Sawyer wasin

earnest, and was actuly going to help steal that nigger out ofslavery.



That was the thing that was too many for me. Herewas a boy that was

respectable and well brung up; and had acharacter to lose; and folks

at home that had characters; and hewas bright and not leather-

headed; and knowing and not ignorant;and not mean, but kind; and

yet here he was, without any morepride, or rightness, or feeling, than

to stoop to this business,and make himself a shame, and his family a

shame, before everybody. Icouldn’tunderstand it no way at all. It

wasoutrageous, and I knowed I ought to just up and tell him so; and

sobe his true friend, andlet him quit the thing right where he wasand

save himself. And Ididstart to tell him; but he shut me up, andsays:

“Don’t you reckon I know what I’m about? Don’t I generly know what

I’m about?”

“Yes.”

“Didn’t IsayI was going to help steal thenigger?”

“Yes.”

“Well, then.”

That’s all he said, and that’s all I said. Itwarn’t no use to say any

more; because when he saidhe’d do a thing, he always done it. But

Icouldn’t make out how he was willing to go into this thing;so I just

let it go, and never bothered no more about it. Ifhe was bound to

have it so, I couldn’t help it.

When we got home the house was all dark and still; so we went

ondown to the hut by the ash-hopper for to examine it. We

wentthrough the yard so as to see what the hounds would do.

Theyknowed us, and didn’t make no more noise than country dogs

isalways doing when anything comes by in the night. When we gotto

the cabin we took a look at the front and the two sides; and onthe

side I warn’t acquainted with—which was the northside—we found a

square window-hole, up tolerable high, withjust one stout board

nailed across it. I says:

“Here’s the ticket. This hole’s bigenough for Jim to get through if we

wrench off theboard.”



Tom says:

“It’s as simple as tit-tat-toe, three-in-a-row, andas easy as playing

hooky. I shouldhopewe can find a waythat’s a little more complicated

thanthat, HuckFinn.”

“Well, then,” I says, “how ‘ll it do tosaw him out, the way I done

before I was murdered thattime?”

“That’s morelike,” he says. "It’sreal mysterious, and troublesome,

and good,” he says;“but I bet we can find a way that’s twice as long.

There ain’t no hurry; le’s keep on lookingaround.”

Betwixt the hut and the fence, on the back side, was a lean-tothat

joined the hut at the eaves, and was made out of plank. It was as long

as the hut, but narrow—only about sixfoot wide. The door to it was at

the south end, and waspadlocked. Tom he went to the soap-kettle

and searchedaround, and fetched back the iron thing they lift the lid

with; sohe took it and prized out one of the staples. The chain

felldown, and we opened the door and went in, and shut it, and

struck amatch, and see the shed was only built against a cabin

andhadn’t no connection with it; and there warn’t no floorto the

shed, nor nothing in it but some old rusty played-out hoesand spades

and picks and a crippled plow. The match went out,and so did we,

and shoved in the staple again, and the door waslocked as good as

ever. Tom was joyful. He says;

“Now we’re all right. We’lldighim out. It ‘ll take about a week!”

Then we started for the house, and I went in the backdoor—you only

have to pull a buckskin latch-string, theydon’t fasten the doors—but

that warn’t romanticalenough for Tom Sawyer; no way would do him

but he must climb up thelightning-rod. But after he got up half way

about threetimes, and missed fire and fell every time, and the last

time mostbusted his brains out, he thought he’d got to give it up;

butafter he was rested he allowed he would give her one more turn

forluck, and this time he made the trip.



In the morning we was up at break of day, and down to the

niggercabins to pet the dogs and make friends with the nigger that

fedJim—if itwasJim that was being fed. The niggers wasjust getting

through breakfast and starting for the fields; andJim’s nigger was

piling up a tin pan with bread and meat andthings; and whilst the

others was leaving, the key come from thehouse.

This nigger had a good-natured, chuckle-headed face, and hiswool

was all tied up in little bunches with thread. That wasto keep witches

off. He said the witches was pestering himawful these nights, and

making him see all kinds of strange things,and hear all kinds of

strange words and noises, and he didn’tbelieve he was ever witched

so long before in his life. Hegot so worked up, and got to running on

so about his troubles, heforgot all about what he’d been a-going to

do. So Tomsays:

“What’s the vittles for? Going to feed thedogs?”

The nigger kind of smiled around gradually over his face, likewhen

you heave a brickbat in a mud-puddle, and he says:

“Yes, Mars Sid, A dog. Cur’us dog, too. Does you want to go en look

at ‘im?”

“Yes.”

I hunched Tom, and whispers:

“You going, right here in the daybreak? thatwarn’t the plan.”

“No, it warn’t; but it’s theplannow.”

So, drat him, we went along, but I didn’t like it much. When we got in

we couldn’t hardly see anything, it wasso dark; but Jim was there,

sure enough, and could see us; and hesings out:

“Why,Huck! En goodlan’! ain’ dat MistoTom?”

I just knowed how it would be; I just expected it. Ididn’t know

nothing to do; and if I had I couldn’t adone it, because that nigger



busted in and says:

“Why, de gracious sakes! do he know yougenlmen?”

We could see pretty well now. Tom he looked at the nigger,steady

and kind of wondering, and says:

“Doeswhoknow us?”

“Why, dis-yer runaway nigger.”

“I don’t reckon he does; but what put that into yourhead?”

“Whatputit dar? Didn’ he jis’ dis minutesing out like he knowed

you?”

Tom says, in a puzzled-up kind of way:

“Well, that’s mighty curious. Whosungout?whendid he sing out?

whatdid he sing out?” Andturns to me, perfectly ca’m, and says,

“Didyouhearanybody sing out?”

Of course there warn’t nothing to be said but the onething; so I says:

“No; I ain’t heard nobody say nothing.”

Then he turns to Jim, and looks him over like he never see

himbefore, and says:

“Did you sing out?”

“No, sah,” says Jim; “I hain’t saidnothing, sah.”

“Not a word?”

“No, sah, I hain’t said a word.”

“Did you ever see us before?”

“No, sah; not as I knows on.”



So Tom turns to the nigger, which was looking wild anddistressed,

and says, kind of severe:

“What do you reckon’s the matter with you, anyway? What made you

think somebody sung out?”

“Oh, it’s de dad-blame’ witches, sah, en Iwisht I was dead, I do. Dey’s

awluz at it, sah, en deydo mos’ kill me, dey sk’yers me so. Please

todon’t tell nobody ‘bout it sah, er ole Mars Silashe’ll scole me; ‘kase

he say deyain’tno witches. I jis’ wish to goodness he was heah now—

denwhatwould he say! I jis’ bet he couldn’ fine no wayto git aroun’

itdistime. But it’s awluzjis’ so; people dat’ssot, stays sot; dey

won’tlook into noth’n’en fine it out f’r deyselves, enwhenyoufine it

out en tell um ‘bout it, dey doan’b’lieve you.”

Tom give him a dime, and said we wouldn’t tell nobody; andtold him

to buy some more thread to tie up his wool with; and thenlooks at

Jim, and says:

“I wonder if Uncle Silas is going to hang this nigger. If I was to catch

a nigger that was ungrateful enough to runaway, I wouldn’t give him

up, I’d hang him.” And whilst the nigger stepped to the door to look

at the dimeand bite it to see if it was good, he whispers to Jim and

says:

“Don’t ever let on to know us. And if you hearany digging going on

nights, it’s us; we’re going toset you free.”

Jim only had time to grab us by the hand and squeeze it; thenthe

nigger come back, and we said we’d come again some timeif the

nigger wanted us to; and he said he would, more particularif it was

dark, because the witches went for him mostly in thedark, and it was

good to have folks around then.



CHAPTER XXXV.

IT would be most an hour yet till breakfast, so we left andstruck

down into the woods; because Tom said we got tohavesomelight to

see how to dig by, and a lantern makes too much,and might get us

into trouble; what we must have was a lot of themrotten chunks

that’s called fox-fire, and just makes a softkind of a glow when you

lay them in a dark place. We fetchedan armful and hid it in the

weeds, and set down to rest, and Tomsays, kind of dissatisfied:

“Blame it, this whole thing is just as easy and awkward asit can be.

And so it makes it so rotten difficult to get up adifficult plan. There

ain’t no watchman to bedrugged—now thereoughtto be a watchman.

Thereain’t even a dog to give a sleeping-mixture to. Andthere’s Jim

chained by one leg, with a ten-foot chain, to theleg of his bed: why,

all you got to do is to lift up thebedstead and slip off the chain. And

Uncle Silas he trustseverybody; sends the key to the punkin-headed

nigger, anddon’t send nobody to watch the nigger. Jim could a gotout

of that window-hole before this, only there wouldn’t beno use trying

to travel with a ten-foot chain on his leg. Why, drat it, Huck, it’s the

stupidest arrangement Iever see. You got to inventallthe difficulties.

Well, wecan’t help it; we got to do the best we can with thematerials

we’ve got. Anyhow, there’s onething—there’s more honor in getting

him out through alot of difficulties and dangers, where there warn’t

one ofthem furnished to you by the people who it was their duty

tofurnish them, and you had to contrive them all out of your

ownhead. Now look at just that one thing of the lantern. When you

come down to the cold facts, we simply got toletonthat a lantern’s

resky. Why, we could work with atorchlight procession if we wanted

to, I believe. Now, whilstI think of it, we got to hunt up something to

make a saw out of thefirst chance we get.”

“What do we want of a saw?”

“What do wewantof it? Hain’t we got to saw theleg of Jim’s bed off,

so as to get the chainloose?”



“Why, you just said a body could lift up the bedstead andslip the

chain off.”

“Well, if that ain’t just like you, Huck Finn. Youcanget up the infant-

schooliest ways of going at a thing. Why, hain’t you ever read any

books at all?—BaronTrenck, nor Casanova, nor Benvenuto Chelleeny,

nor Henri IV., nornone of them heroes? Who ever heard of getting a

prisonerloose in such an old-maidy way as that? No; the way all

thebest authorities does is to saw the bed-leg in two, and leave itjust

so, and swallow the sawdust,so it can’t be found, andput some dirt

and grease around the sawed place so the very keenestseneskal can’t

see no sign of it’s being sawed, andthinks the bed-leg is perfectly

sound. Then, the night you’reready, fetch the leg a kick, down she

goes; slip off your chain,and there you are. Nothing to do but hitch

your rope ladderto the battlements, shin down it, break your leg in

themoat—because a rope ladder is nineteen foot too short, youknow

—and there’s your horses and your trusty vassles,and they scoop you

up and fling you across a saddle, and away yougo to your native

Langudoc, or Navarre, or wherever it is.It’s gaudy, Huck. I wish there

was a moat to thiscabin. If we get time, the night of the escape, we’ll

digone.”

I says:

“What do we want of a moat when we’re going to snakehim out from

under the cabin?”

But he never heard me. He had forgot me and everythingelse. He had

his chin in his hand, thinking. Prettysoon he sighs and shakes his

head; then sighs again, and says:

“No, it wouldn’t do—there ain’tnecessity enough for it.”

“For what?” I says.

“Why, to saw Jim’s leg off,” he says.

“Good land!” I says; “why, thereain’tnonecessity for it. And what

would you want to sawhis leg off for, anyway?”



“Well, some of the best authorities has done it. They couldn’t get the

chain off, so they just cut theirhand off and shoved. And a leg would

be better still. But we got to let that go. There ain’t necessityenough

in this case; and, besides, Jim’s a nigger, andwouldn’t understand

the reasons for it, and how it’sthe custom in Europe; so we’ll let it go.

Butthere’s one thing—he can have a rope ladder; we cantear up our

sheets and make him a rope ladder easy enough. And we can send it

to him in a pie; it’s mostly donethat way. And I’ve et worse pies.”

“Why, Tom Sawyer, how you talk,” I says; “Jimain’t got no use for a

rope ladder.”

“Hehasgot use for it. Howyoutalk, you better say;you don’t know

nothing about it. He’sgotto have arope ladder; they all do.”

“What in the nation can hedowith it?”

“Dowith it? He can hide it in his bed, can’the?” That’s what they all

do; andhe’sgotto, too. Huck, you don’t ever seem to want to

doanything that’s regular; you want to be starting somethingfresh all

the time. S’pose hedon’tdo nothing with it?ain’t it there in his bed,

for a clew, after he’s gone?and don’t you reckon they’ll want clews?

Ofcourse they will. And you wouldn’t leave them any? That would be

aprettyhowdy-do,wouldn’tit! I neverheard of such a thing.”

“Well,” I says, “if it’s in theregulations, and he’s got to have it, all

right, let him haveit; because I don’t wish to go back on no

regulations; butthere’s one thing, Tom Sawyer—if we go to tearing

upour sheets to make Jim a rope ladder, we’re going to get

intotroublewith Aunt Sally, just as sure as you’re born. Now, the way

I look at it, a hickry-bark ladder don’tcost nothing, and don’t waste

nothing, and is just as good toload up a pie with, and hide in a straw

tick, as any rag ladder youcan start; and as for Jim, he ain’t had no

experience, and sohe don’t care what kind of a—”

“Oh, shucks, Huck Finn, if I was as ignorant as youI’d keep still—

that’s what I’D do. Who ever heard of a state prisoner escaping by a

hickry-barkladder? Why, it’s perfectly ridiculous.”



“Well, all right, Tom, fix it your own way; but ifyou’ll take my advice,

you’ll let me borrow a sheet offof the clothesline.”

He said that would do. And that gave him another idea, andhe says:

“Borrow a shirt, too.”

“What do we want of a shirt, Tom?”

“Want it for Jim to keep a journal on.”

“Journal your granny—Jimcan’twrite.”

“S’pose hecan’twrite—he can make markson the shirt, can’t he, if we

make him a pen out of an oldpewter spoon or a piece of an old iron

barrel-hoop?”

“Why, Tom, we can pull a feather out of a goose and makehim a

better one; and quicker, too.”

“Prisonersdon’t have geese running around thedonjon-keep to pull

pens out of, you muggins. Theyalwaysmaketheir pens out of the

hardest, toughest, troublesomest piece of oldbrass candlestick or

something like that they can get their handson; and it takes them

weeks and weeks and months and months to fileit out, too, because

they’ve got to do it by rubbing it onthe wall. Theywouldn’t use a

goose-quill if they hadit. It ain’t regular.”

“Well, then, what’ll we make him the ink outof?”

“Many makes it out of iron-rust and tears; butthat’s the common sort

and women; the best authorities usestheir own blood. Jim can do

that; and when he wants to sendany little common ordinary

mysterious message to let the world knowwhere he’s captivated, he

can write it on the bottom of a tinplate with a fork and throw it out of

the window. The IronMask always done that, and it’s a blame’ good

way,too.”

“Jim ain’t got no tin plates. They feed him ina pan.”



“That ain’t nothing; we can get him some.”

“Can’t nobodyreadhis plates.”

“That ain’t got anything todowith it, Huck Finn. Allhe’sgot to do is to

write on the plate and throw itout. You don’thaveto be able to read it.

Why, half thetime you can’t read anything a prisoner writes on a

tinplate, or anywhere else.”

“Well, then, what’s the sense in wasting theplates?”

“Why, blame it all, it ain’ttheprisoner’splates.”

“But it’ssomebody’splates, ain’tit?”

“Well, spos’n it is? What does theprisonercarewhose—”

He broke off there, because we heard the breakfast-horn blowing. So

we cleared out for the house.

Along during the morning I borrowed a sheet and a white shirtoff of

the clothes-line; and I found an old sack and put them init, and we

went down and got the fox-fire, and put that in too. I called it

borrowing, because that was what pap alwayscalled it; but Tom said

it warn’t borrowing, it was stealing. He said we was representing

prisoners; and prisonersdon’t care how they get a thing so they get it,

and nobodydon’t blame them for it, either. It ain’t nocrime in a

prisoner to steal the thing he needs to get away with,Tom said; it’s

his right; and so, as long as we wasrepresenting a prisoner, we had a

perfect right to steal anythingon this place we had the least use for to

get ourselves out ofprison with. He said if we warn’t prisoners it

would bea very different thing, and nobody but a mean, ornery

person wouldsteal when he warn’t a prisoner. So we allowed we

wouldsteal everything there was that come handy. And yet he made

amighty fuss, one day, after that, when I stole a watermelon out ofthe

nigger-patch and eat it; and he made me go and give the niggersa

dime without telling them what it was for. Tom said that what

hemeant was, we could steal anything weneeded. Well, I says, I

neededthe watermelon. But he said I didn’t need it to get outof

prison with; there’s where the difference was. Hesaid if I’d a wanted



it to hide a knife in, and smuggle it toJim to kill the seneskal with, it

would a been all right. SoI let it go at that, though I couldn’t see no

advantage in myrepresenting a prisoner if I got to set down and chaw

over a lot ofgold-leaf distinctions like that every time I see a chance

to hog awatermelon.

Well, as I was saying, we waited that morning till everybody

wassettled down to business, and nobody in sight around the yard;

thenTom he carried the sack into the lean-to whilst I stood off a

pieceto keep watch. By and by he come out, and we went and

setdown on the woodpile to talk. He says:

“Everything’s all right now except tools; andthat’s easy fixed.”

“Tools?” I says.

“Yes.”

“Tools for what?”

“Why, to dig with. We ain’t a-going tognawhimout, are we?”

“Ain’t them old crippled picks and things in theregood enough to dig

a nigger out with?” I says.

He turns on me, looking pitying enough to make a body cry, andsays:

“Huck Finn, did youeverhear of a prisoner having picks andshovels,

and all the modern conveniences in his wardrobe to dighimself out

with? Now I want to ask you—if you got anyreasonableness in you at

all—what kind of a showwouldthatgive him to be a hero? Why, they

might as well lendhim the key and done with it. Picks and shovels—

why,they wouldn’t furnish ‘em to a king.”

“Well, then,” I says, “if we don’t wantthe picks and shovels, what do

we want?”

“A couple of case-knives.”

“To dig the foundations out from under that cabinwith?”



“Yes.”

“Confound it, it’s foolish, Tom.”

“It don’t make no difference how foolish it is,it’s therightway—and

it’s the regular way. And there ain’t nootherway, that ever I heard of,

andI’ve read all the books that gives any information aboutthese

things. They always dig out with a case-knife—and notthrough dirt,

mind you; generly it’s through solid rock. And it takes them weeks

and weeks and weeks, and for ever andever. Why, look at one of

them prisoners in the bottomdungeon of the Castle Deef, in the

harbor of Marseilles, that dughimself out that way; how long washeat

it, you reckon?”

“I don’t know.”

“Well, guess.”

“I don’t know. A month and a half.”

“Thirty-seven year—and he come out in China. That’sthe kind. I wish

the bottom ofthisfortresswas solid rock.”

“Jimdon’t know nobody in China.”

“What’sthatgot to do with it? Neither did thatother fellow. But you’re

always a-wandering off on aside issue. Why can’t you stick to the

mainpoint?”

“All right—I don’t care where he comes out, sohecomesout; and Jim

don’t, either, I reckon. Butthere’s one thing, anyway—Jim’s too old to

be dugout with a case-knife. He won’t last.”

“Yes he willlast, too. You don’t reckonit’s going to take thirty-seven

years to dig out throughadirtfoundation, do you?”

“How long will it take, Tom?”

“Well, we can’t resk being as long as we ought to,because it mayn’t

take very long for Uncle Silas to hear fromdown there by New



Orleans. He’ll hear Jim ain’tfrom there. Then his next move will be to

advertise Jim, orsomething like that. So we can’t resk being as

longdigging him out as we ought to. By rights I reckon we oughtto be

a couple of years; but we can’t. Things being souncertain, what I

recommend is this: that we really dig rightin, as quick as we can; and

after that, we canlet on, to ourselves,that we was at it thirty-seven

years. Then we can snatch himout and rush him away the first time

there’s an alarm. Yes, I reckon that ‘ll be the best way.”

“Now, there’ssensein that,” I says. "Letting on don’t cost nothing;

letting on ain’tno trouble; and if it’s any object, I don’t mindletting

on we was at it a hundred and fifty year. Itwouldn’t strain me none,

after I got my hand in. SoI’ll mosey along now, and smouch a couple

ofcase-knives.”

“Smouch three,” he says; “we want one to makea saw out of.”

“Tom, if it ain’t unregular and irreligious tosejest it,” I says, “there’s

an old rustysaw-blade around yonder sticking under the weather-

boarding behindthe smoke-house.”

He looked kind of weary and discouraged-like, and says:

“It ain’t no use to try to learn you nothing, Huck. Run along and

smouch the knives—three of them.” So I done it.



CHAPTER XXXVI.

AS soon as we reckoned everybody was asleep that night we

wentdown the lightning-rod, and shut ourselves up in the lean-to,

andgot out our pile of fox-fire, and went to work. We

clearedeverything out of the way, about four or five foot along the

middleof the bottom log. Tom said he was right behind Jim’sbed

now, and we’d dig in under it, and when we got throughthere

couldn’t nobody in the cabin ever know there was anyhole there,

because Jim’s counter-pin hung down most to theground, and you’d

have to raise it up and look under to seethe hole. So we dug and dug

with the case-knives till mostmidnight; and then we was dog-tired,

and our hands was blistered,and yet you couldn’t see we’d done

anything hardly. At last I says:

“This ain’t no thirty-seven year job; this is athirty-eight year job, Tom

Sawyer.”

He never said nothing. But he sighed, and pretty soon hestopped

digging, and then for a good little while I knowed that hewas

thinking. Then he says:

“It ain’t no use, Huck, it ain’t a-going towork. If we was prisoners it

would, because then we’dhave as many years as we wanted, and no

hurry; and wewouldn’t get but a few minutes to dig, every day, while

theywas changing watches, and so our hands wouldn’t getblistered,

and we could keep it up right along, year in and yearout, and do it

right, and the way it ought to be done. Butwecan’t fool along; we got

to rush; we ain’tgot no time to spare. If we was to put in another

night thisway we’d have to knock off for a week to let our hands

getwell—couldn’t touch a case-knife with themsooner.”

“Well, then, what we going to do, Tom?”

“I’ll tell you. It ain’t right, and itain’t moral, and I wouldn’t like it to

get out; butthere ain’t only just the one way: we got to dig himout

with the picks, andlet onit’s case-knives.”



“Nowyou’retalking!” I says; “yourhead gets leveler and leveler all the

time, Tom Sawyer,” Isays. "Picks is the thing, moral or no moral; and

as for me,I don’t care shucks for the morality of it, nohow. WhenI

start in to steal a nigger, or a watermelon, or a Sunday-schoolbook, I

ain’t no ways particular how it’s done soit’s done. What I want is my

nigger; or what I want ismy watermelon; or what I want is my

Sunday-school book; and if apick’s the handiest thing, that’s the

thing I’ma-going to dig that nigger or that watermelon or that

Sunday-schoolbook out with; and I don’t give a dead rat what

theauthorities thinks about it nuther.”

“Well,” he says, “there’s excuse forpicks and letting-on in a case like

this; if it warn’t so, Iwouldn’t approve of it, nor I wouldn’t stand by

and seethe rules broke—because right is right, and wrong is

wrong,and a body ain’t got no business doing wrong when heain’t

ignorant and knows better. It might answerforyouto dig Jim out with

a pick,withoutany letting on, because youdon’t know no better; but it

wouldn’t for me, because Ido know better. Gimme a case-knife.”

He had his own by him, but I handed him mine. He flung itdown,

and says:

“Gimme acase-knife.”

I didn’t know just what to do—but then I thought. I scratched around

amongst the old tools, and got a pickaxeand give it to him, and he

took it and went to work, and never saida word.

He was always just that particular. Full of principle.

So then I got a shovel, and then we picked and shoveled, turnabout,

and made the fur fly. We stuck to it about a half anhour, which was

as long as we could stand up; but we had a gooddeal of a hole to show

for it. When I got up stairs I looked out atthe window and see Tom

doing his level best with the lightning-rod,but he couldn’t come it,

his hands was so sore. At lasthe says:

“It ain’t no use, it can’t be done. Whatyou reckon I better do? Can’t

you think of noway?”



“Yes,” I says, “but I reckon it ain’tregular. Come up the stairs, and let

on it’s alightning-rod.”

So he done it.

Next day Tom stole a pewter spoon and a brass candlestick in

thehouse, for to make some pens for Jim out of, and six

tallowcandles; and I hung around the nigger cabins and laid for a

chance,and stole three tin plates. Tom says it wasn’t enough;but I

said nobody wouldn’t ever see the plates that Jimthrowed out,

because they’d fall in the dog-fennel andjimpsonweeds under the

window-hole—then we could tote them back andhe could use them

over again. So Tom was satisfied. Then he says:

“Now, the thing to study out is, how to get the things toJim.”

“Take them in through the hole,” I says, “whenwe get it done.”

He only just looked scornful, and said something about nobodyever

heard of such an idiotic idea, and then he went to studying. By and

by he said he had ciphered out two or three ways, butthere warn’t no

need to decide on any of them yet. Saidwe’d got to post Jim first.

That night we went down the lightning-rod a little after ten,and took

one of the candles along, and listened under thewindow-hole, and

heard Jim snoring; so we pitched it in, and itdidn’t wake him. Then

we whirled in with the pick andshovel, and in about two hours and a

half the job was done. We crept in under Jim’s bed and into the

cabin, andpawed around and found the candle and lit it, and stood

over Jimawhile, and found him looking hearty and healthy, and then

we wokehim up gentle and gradual. He was so glad to see us he

mostcried; and called us honey, and all the pet names he could

thinkof; and was for having us hunt up a cold-chisel to cut the

chainoff of his leg with right away, and clearing out without losing

anytime. But Tom he showed him how unregular it would be, andset

down and told him all about our plans, and how we could alterthem

in a minute any time there was an alarm; and not to be theleast

afraid, because we would see he got away,sure. So Jimhe said it was

all right, and we set there and talked over oldtimes awhile, and then



Tom asked a lot of questions, and when Jimtold him Uncle Silas

come in every day or two to pray with him, andAunt Sally come in to

see if he was comfortable and had plenty toeat, and both of them was

kind as they could be, Tom says:

“NowI know how to fix it. We’ll send you somethings by them.”

I said, “Don’t do nothing of the kind; it’sone of the most jackass ideas

I ever struck;” but he neverpaid no attention to me; went right on. It

was his way whenhe’d got his plans set.

So he told Jim how we’d have to smuggle in the rope-ladderpie and

other large things by Nat, the nigger that fed him, and hemust be on

the lookout, and not be surprised, and not let Nat seehim open them;

and we would put small things in uncle’scoat-pockets and he must

steal them out; and we would tie things toaunt’s apron-strings or put

them in her apron-pocket, if wegot a chance; and told him what they

would be and what they wasfor. And told him how to keep a journal

on the shirt with hisblood, and all that. He told him everything. Jim

hecouldn’t see no sense in the most of it, but he allowed wewas white

folks and knowed better than him; so he was satisfied,and said he

would do it all just as Tom said.

Jim had plenty corn-cob pipes and tobacco; so we had a rightdown

good sociable time; then we crawled out through the hole, andso

home to bed, with hands that looked like they’d beenchawed. Tom

was in high spirits. He said it was the best funhe ever had in his life,

and the most intellectural; and said if heonly could see his way to it

we would keep it up all the rest ofour lives and leave Jim to our

children to get out; for he believedJim would come to like it better

and better the more he got used toit. He said that in that way it could

be strung out to asmuch as eighty year, and would be the best time

on record. And he said it would make us all celebrated that had a

handin it.

In the morning we went out to the woodpile and chopped up

thebrass candlestick into handy sizes, and Tom put them and the

pewterspoon in his pocket. Then we went to the nigger cabins,

andwhile I got Nat’s notice off, Tom shoved a piece ofcandlestick into



the middle of a corn-pone that was in Jim’span, and we went along

with Nat to see how it would work, and itjust worked noble; when

Jim bit into it it most mashed all histeeth out; and there warn’t ever

anything could a workedbetter. Tom said so himself. Jim he never let

on but what it wasonly just a piece of rock or something like that

that’salways getting into bread, you know; but after that he never

bitinto nothing but what he jabbed his fork into it in three or

fourplaces first.

And whilst we was a-standing there in the dimmish light, herecomes

a couple of the hounds bulging in from under Jim’s bed;and they

kept on piling in till there was eleven of them, and therewarn’t hardly

room in there to get your breath. Byjings, we forgot to fasten that

lean-to door! The nigger Nathe only just hollered “Witches” once,

and keeled overon to the floor amongst the dogs, and begun to groan

like he wasdying. Tom jerked the door open and flung out a slab

ofJim’s meat, and the dogs went for it, and in two seconds hewas out

himself and back again and shut the door, and I knowedhe’d fixed

the other door too. Then he went to work on thenigger, coaxing him

and petting him, and asking him if he’dbeen imagining he saw

something again. He raised up, andblinked his eyes around, and

says:

“Mars Sid, you’ll say I’s a fool, but if Ididn’t b’lieve I see most a

million dogs, er devils, ersome’n, I wisht I may die right heah in dese

tracks. Idid, mos’ sholy. Mars Sid, Ifeltum—Ifeltum, sah;dey was all

over me. Dad fetch it, I jis’ wisht I couldgit my han’s on one er dem

witches jis’wunst—on’y jis’ wunst—it’s allI’d ast. But mos’ly I wisht

dey’d lemme‘lone, I does.”

Tom says:

“Well, I tell you what I think. What makes them comehere just at this

runaway nigger’s breakfast-time? It’s because they’re hungry; that’s

thereason. You make them a witch pie; that’s the thingforyouto do.”

“But my lan’, Mars Sid, how’s I gwyne to make‘m a witch pie? I doan’

know how to make it. I hain’t ever hearn er sich a thingb’fo’.”



“Well, then, I’ll have to make it myself.”

“Will you do it, honey?—will you? I’llwusshup de groun’ und’ yo’ foot,

Iwill!”

“All right, I’ll do it, seeing it’s you, andyou’ve been good to us and

showed us the runaway nigger. But you got to be mighty careful.

When we come around,you turn your back; and then whatever we’ve

put in the pan,don’t you let on you see it at all. And don’t youlook

when Jim unloads the pan—something might happen, Idon’t know

what. And above all, don’tyouhandlethe witch-things.”

“Hannel ‘M, Mars Sid? Whatisyoua-talkin’ ‘bout? I wouldn’ lay de

weight ermy finger on um, not f’r ten hund’d thous’nbillion dollars,



CHAPTER XXXVII.

THAT was all fixed. So then we went away and went to therubbage-

pile in the back yard, where they keep the old boots, andrags, and

pieces of bottles, and wore-out tin things, and all suchtruck, and

scratched around and found an old tin washpan, andstopped up the

holes as well as we could, to bake the pie in, andtook it down cellar

and stole it full of flour and started forbreakfast, and found a couple

of shingle-nails that Tom said wouldbe handy for a prisoner to

scrabble his name and sorrows on thedungeon walls with, and

dropped one of them in Aunt Sally’sapron-pocket which was hanging

on a chair, and t’other westuck in the band of Uncle Silas’s hat, which

was on thebureau, because we heard the children say their pa and ma

was goingto the runaway nigger’s house this morning, and then went

tobreakfast, and Tom dropped the pewter spoon in Uncle Silas’scoat-

pocket, and Aunt Sally wasn’t come yet, so we had towait a little

while.

And when she come she was hot and red and cross, andcouldn’t

hardly wait for the blessing; and then she went tosluicing out coffee

with one hand and cracking the handiestchild’s head with her

thimble with the other, and says:

“I’ve hunted high and I’ve hunted low, and itdoes beat all

whathasbecome of your other shirt.”

My heart fell down amongst my lungs and livers and things, and

ahard piece of corn-crust started down my throat after it and gotmet

on the road with a cough, and was shot across the table, andtook one

of the children in the eye and curled him up like afishing-worm, and

let a cry out of him the size of a warwhoop, andTom he turned kinder

blue around the gills, and it all amounted toa considerable state of

things for about a quarter of a minute oras much as that, and I would

a sold out for half price if there wasa bidder. But after that we was all

right again—it wasthe sudden surprise of it that knocked us so kind

of cold. UncleSilas he says:



“It’s most uncommon curious, I can’tunderstand it. I know perfectly

well I took itoff,because—”

“Because you hain’t got but oneon. Justlistenat the man! I know you

took it off, and knowit by a better way than your wool-gethering

memory, too, because itwas on the clo’s-line yesterday—I see it there

myself.But it’s gone, that’s the long and the short of it, andyou’ll just

have to change to a red flann’l one till Ican get time to make a new

one. And it ‘ll be the thirdI’ve made in two years. It just keeps a body

on thejump to keep you in shirts;and whatever you do manage

todowith‘m all is more’n I can make out. A body ‘dthink

youwouldlearn to take some sort of care of ‘em at yourtime of life.”

“I know it, Sally, and I do try all I can. But itoughtn’t to be altogether

my fault, because, you know, Idon’t see them nor have nothing to do

with them except whenthey’re on me; and I don’t believe I’ve ever

lostone of themoffof me.”

“Well, it ain’tyourfault if you haven’t,Silas; you’d a done it if you

could, I reckon. And theshirt ain’t all that’s gone, nuther. Ther’sa

spoon gone; andthatain’t all. There was ten, and nowther’s only nine.

The calf got the shirt, I reckon, but thecalf never took the

spoon,that’scertain.”

“Why, what else is gone, Sally?”

“Ther’s sixcandlesgone—that’s what. The rats could a got the candles,

and I reckon they did; Iwonder they don’t walk off with the whole

place, the wayyou’re always going to stop their holes and don’t doit;

and if they warn’t fools they’d sleep in your hair,Silas—you’dnever

find it out; but you can’t laythespoonon the rats, and that I know.”

“Well, Sally, I’m in fault, and I acknowledge it;I’ve been remiss; but I

won’t let to-morrow go bywithout stopping up them holes.”

“Oh, I wouldn’t hurry; next year ‘ll do. Matilda Angelina

AramintaPhelps!”

Whack comes the thimble, and the child snatches her claws out ofthe

sugar-bowl without fooling around any. Just then thenigger woman



steps on to the passage, and says:

“Missus, dey’s a sheet gone.”

“Asheetgone! Well, for the land’ssake!”

“I’ll stop up them holes to-day,” says UncleSilas, looking sorrowful.

“Oh,doshet up!—s’pose the rats took thesheet? where’sit gone, Lize?”

“Clah to goodness I hain’t no notion, Miss’Sally. She wuz on de

clo’sline yistiddy, but she donegone: she ain’ dah no mo’ now.”

“I reckon the worldiscoming to an end. Ineversee thebeat of it in all

my born days. A shirt, and a sheet, and aspoon, and six can—”

“Missus,” comes a young yaller wench,“dey’s a brass cannelstick

miss’n.”

“Cler out from here, you hussy, er I’ll take askillet to ye!”

Well, she was just a-biling. I begun to lay for a chance;I reckoned I

would sneak out and go for the woods till the weathermoderated. She

kept a-raging right along, running herinsurrection all by herself, and

everybody else mighty meek andquiet; and at last Uncle Silas,

looking kind of foolish, fishes upthat spoon out of his pocket. She

stopped, with her mouthopen and her hands up; and as for me, I

wished I was in Jeruslem orsomewheres. But not long, because she

says:

“It’sjustas I expected. So you had it in yourpocket all the time; and

like as not you’ve got the otherthings there, too. How’d it get there?”

“I reely don’t know, Sally,” he says, kind ofapologizing, “or you know

I would tell. I wasa-studying over my text in Acts Seventeen before

breakfast, and Ireckon I put it in there,not noticing, meaning to put

my Testamentin, and it must be so, because my Testament ain’t in;

butI’ll go and see; and if the Testament is where I had it,I’ll know I

didn’t put it in, and that will show that Ilaid the Testament down and

took up the spoon,and—”



“Oh, for the land’s sake! Give a body a rest! Go ‘long now, the whole

kit and biling of ye; anddon’t come nigh me again till I’ve got back

my peace ofmind.”

I’D a heard her if she’d a said it to herself, letalone speaking it out;

and I’d a got up and obeyed her ifI’d a been dead. As we was passing

through thesetting-room the old man he took up his hat, and the

shingle-nailfell out on the floor, and he just merely picked it up and

laid iton the mantel-shelf, and never said nothing, and went out.

Tom see him do it, and remembered about the spoon, andsays:

“Well, it ain’t no use to send things byhimno more,he ain’t reliable.”

Then he says: "But he done usa good turn with the spoon, anyway,

without knowing it, and sowe’ll go and do him one

withouthimknowing it—stop uphis rat-holes.”

There was a noble good lot of them down cellar, and it took us

awhole hour, but we done the job tight and good and shipshape.

Then we heard steps on the stairs, and blowed out our lightand hid;

and here comes the old man, with a candle in one hand anda bundle

of stuff in t’other, looking as absent-minded asyear before last. He

went a mooning around, first to onerat-hole and then another, till

he’d been to them all. Then he stood about five minutes, picking

tallow-drip off ofhis candle and thinking. Then he turns off slow and

dreamytowards the stairs, saying:

“Well, for the life of me I can’t remember when Idone it. I could show

her now that I warn’t to blame onaccount of the rats. But never mind

—let it go. Ireckon it wouldn’t do no good.”

And so he went on a-mumbling up stairs, and then we left. He was a

mighty nice old man. And always is.

Tom was a good deal bothered about what to do for a spoon, buthe

said we’d got to have it; so he took a think. Whenhe had ciphered it

out he told me how we was to do; then we wentand waited around

the spoon-basket till we see Aunt Sally coming,and then Tom went to

counting the spoons and laying them out to oneside, and I slid one of

them up my sleeve, and Tom says:



“Why, Aunt Sally, there ain’t but ninespoonsyet.”

She says:

“Go ‘long to your play, and don’t bother me. I know better, I counted

‘m myself.”

“Well, I’ve counted them twice, Aunty, and Ican’t make but nine.”

She looked out of all patience, but of course she come tocount—

anybody would.

“I declare to gracious ther’ain’tbutnine!” she says. "Why, what in

theworld—plaguetakethe things, I’ll count ‘magain.”

So I slipped back the one I had, and when she got done counting,she

says:

“Hang the troublesome rubbage, ther’stennow!”and she looked huffy

and bothered both. But Tom says:

“Why, Aunty, I don’t think there’sten.”

“You numskull, didn’t you see mecount‘m?”

“I know, but—”

“Well, I’ll count ‘magain.”

So I smouched one, and they come out nine, same as the othertime.

Well, shewasin a tearing way—just a-trembling allover, she was so

mad. But she counted and counted till shegot that addled she’d start

to count in the basket for aspoon sometimes; and so, three times they

come out right, and threetimes they come out wrong. Then she

grabbed up the basket andslammed it across the house and knocked

the cat galley-west; andshe said cle’r out and let her have some

peace, and if wecome bothering around her again betwixt that and

dinner she’dskin us. So we had the odd spoon, and dropped it in

herapron-pocket whilst she was a-giving us our sailing orders, and

Jimgot it all right, along with her shingle nail, before noon. We was



very well satisfied with this business, and Tomallowed it was worth

twice the trouble it took, because hesaidnowshe couldn’t ever count

them spoons twice alike againto save her life; and wouldn’t believe

she’d countedthem right if shedid; and said that after she’d about

countedher head off for the next three days he judged she’d give itup

and offer to kill anybody that wanted her to ever count them

anymore.

So we put the sheet back on the line that night, and stole oneout of

her closet; and kept on putting it back and stealing itagain for a

couple of days till she didn’t know how manysheets she had any

more, and she didn’tcare, and warn’ta-going to bullyrag the rest of

her soul out about it, andwouldn’t count them again not to save her

life; she drutherdie first.

So we was all right now, as to the shirt and the sheet and thespoon

and the candles, by the help of the calf and the rats and themixed-up

counting; and as to the candlestick, it warn’t noconsequence, it

would blow over by and by.

But that pie was a job; we had no end of trouble with that pie. We

fixed it up away down in the woods, and cooked it there;and we got it

done at last, and very satisfactory, too; but not allin one day; and we

had to use up three wash-pans full of flourbefore we got through, and

we got burnt pretty much all over, inplaces, and eyes put out with the

smoke; because, you see, wedidn’t want nothing but a crust, and we

couldn’t propit up right, and she would always cave in. But of course

wethought of the right way at last—which was to cook theladder, too,

in the pie. So then we laid in with Jim thesecond night, and tore up

the sheet all in little strings andtwisted them together, and long

before daylight we had a lovelyrope that you could a hung a person

with. We let on it tooknine months to make it.

And in the forenoon we took it down to the woods, but itwouldn’t go

into the pie. Being made of a whole sheet,that way, there was rope

enough for forty pies if we’d awanted them, and plenty left over for

soup, or sausage, or anythingyou choose. We could a had a whole

dinner.



But we didn’t need it. All we needed was just enoughfor the pie, and

so we throwed the rest away. We didn’tcook none of the pies in the

wash-pan—afraid the solder wouldmelt; but Uncle Silas he had a

noble brass warming-pan which hethought considerable of, because

it belonged to one of hisancesters with a long wooden handle that

come over from Englandwith William the Conqueror in the

Mayflower or one of them earlyships and was hid away up garret

with a lot of other old pots andthings that was valuable, not on

account of being any account,because they warn’t, but on account of

them being relicts,you know, and we snaked her out, private, and

took her down there,but she failed on the first pies, because we didn’t

know how,but she come up smiling on the last one. We took and

linedher with dough, and set her in the coals, and loaded her up

withrag rope, and put on a dough roof, and shut down the lid, and

puthot embers on top, and stood off five foot, with the long

handle,cool and comfortable, and in fifteen minutes she turned out a

piethat was a satisfaction to look at. But the person that et it

wouldwant to fetch a couple of kags of toothpicks along, for if

thatrope ladder wouldn’t cramp him down to business I don’tknow

nothing what I’m talking about, and lay him in enoughstomach-ache

to last him till next time, too.

Nat didn’t look when we put the witch pie in Jim’span; and we put

the three tin plates in the bottom of the pan underthe vittles; and so

Jim got everything all right, and as soon as hewas by himself he

busted into the pie and hid the rope ladderinside of his straw tick,

and scratched some marks on a tin plateand throwed it out of the

window-hole.



CHAPTER XXXVIII.

MAKING them pens was a distressid tough job, and so was the

saw;and Jim allowed the inscription was going to be the toughest

ofall. That’s the one which the prisoner has to scrabbleon the wall.

But he had to have it; Tom said he’dgotto;there warn’t no case of a

state prisoner not scrabbling hisinscription to leave behind, and his

coat of arms.

“Look at Lady Jane Grey,” he says; “look atGilford Dudley; look at

old Northumberland! Why, Huck,s’pose itisconsiderble trouble?—

what you going todo?—how you going to get around it? Jim’sgotto

dohis inscription and coat of arms. They all do.”

Jim says:

“Why, Mars Tom, I hain’t got no coat o’ arm; Ihain’t got nuffn but

dish yer ole shirt, en you knows I gotto keep de journal on dat.”

“Oh, you don’t understand, Jim; a coat of arms isvery different.”

“Well,” I says, “Jim’s right, anyway,when he says he ain’t got no coat

of arms, because hehain’t.”

“I reckon I knowed that,” Tom says, “but youbet he’ll have one before

he goes out of this—becausehe’s going outright, and there ain’t going

to be noflaws in his record.”

So whilst me and Jim filed away at the pens on a brickbatapiece, Jim

a-making his’n out of the brass and I making mineout of the spoon,

Tom set to work to think out the coat of arms. By and by he said he’d

struck so many good ones hedidn’t hardly know which to take, but

there was one which hereckoned he’d decide on. He says:

“On the scutcheon we’ll have a bendorin the dexterbase, a

saltiremurreyin the fess, with a dog, couchant, for commoncharge,

and under his foot a chain embattled, for slavery, with

achevronvertin a chief engrailed, and three invected lines on



afieldazure, with the nombril points rampant on a dancette

indented;crest, a runaway nigger,sable, with his bundle over his

shoulder ona bar sinister; and a couple of gules for supporters, which

is youand me; motto,Maggiore Fretta, Minore Otto. Got it out of

abook—means the more haste the less speed.”

“Geewhillikins,” I says, “but what does therest of it mean?”

“We ain’t got no time to bother over that,” hesays; “we got to dig in

like all git-out.”

“Well, anyway,” I says, “what’ssomeofit? What’s a fess?”

“A fess—a fess is—youdon’t need to knowwhat a fess is. I’ll show him

how to make it when hegets to it.”

“Shucks, Tom,” I says, “I think you might tella person. What’s a bar

sinister?”

“Oh, I don’t know. But he’s got to haveit. All the nobility does.”

That was just his way. If it didn’t suit him toexplain a thing to you, he

wouldn’t do it. You mightpump at him a week, it wouldn’t make no

difference.

He’d got all that coat of arms business fixed, so now hestarted in to

finish up the rest of that part of the work, whichwas to plan out a

mournful inscription—said Jim got to haveone, like they all done. He

made up a lot, and wrote them outon a paper, and read them off, so:

1. Here a captive heart busted. 2. Here a poorprisoner, forsook by the

world and friends, fretted his sorrowfullife. 3. Here a lonely heart

broke, and a worn spirit went toits rest, after thirty-seven years of

solitary captivity. 4. Here, homeless and friendless, after thirty-seven

years ofbitter captivity, perished a noble stranger, natural son of

LouisXIV.

Tom’s voice trembled whilst he was reading them, and hemost broke

down. When he got done he couldn’t no way make uphis mind which

one for Jim to scrabble on to the wall, they was allso good; but at last



he allowed he would let him scrabble them allon. Jim saidit would

take him a year to scrabble such a lotof truck on to the logs with a

nail, and he didn’t know howto make letters, besides; but Tom said

he would block them out forhim, and then he wouldn’t have nothing

to do but just followthe lines. Then pretty soon he says:

“Come to think, the logs ain’t a-going to do; theydon’t have log walls

in a dungeon: we got to dig theinscriptions into a rock. We’ll fetch

arock.”

Jim said the rock was worse than the logs; he said it would takehim

such a pison long time to dig them into a rock hewouldn’t ever get

out. But Tom said he would let mehelp him do it. Then he took a look

to see how me and Jim wasgetting along with the pens. It was most

pesky tedious hardwork and slow, and didn’t give my hands no show

to get wellof the sores, and we didn’t seem to make no headway,

hardly;so Tom says:

“I know how to fix it. We got to have a rock for thecoat of arms and

mournful inscriptions, and we can kill two birdswith that same rock.

There’s a gaudy big grindstone down atthe mill, and we’ll smouch it,

and carve the things on it,and file out the pens and the saw on it,

too.”

It warn’t no slouch of an idea; and it warn’t noslouch of a grindstone

nuther; but we allowed we’d tackle it. It warn’t quite midnight yet, so

we cleared out for themill, leaving Jim at work. We smouched the

grindstone, andset out to roll her home, but it was a most nation

tough job.Sometimes, do what we could, we couldn’t keep her

fromfalling over, and she come mighty near mashing us every time.

Tom said she was going to get one of us, sure, before we gotthrough.

We got her half way; and then we was plumb playedout, and most

drownded with sweat. We see it warn’t nouse; we got to go and fetch

Jim. So he raised up his bed and slidthe chain off of the bed-leg, and

wrapt it round and round hisneck, and we crawled out through our

hole and down there, and Jimand me laid into that grindstone and

walked her along like nothing;and Tom superintended. He could out-

superintend any boy Iever see. He knowed how to do everything.



Our hole was pretty big, but it warn’t big enough to getthe grindstone

through; but Jim he took the pick and soon made itbig enough. Then

Tom marked out them things on it with thenail, and set Jim to work

on them, with the nail for a chisel andan iron bolt from the rubbage

in the lean-to for a hammer, and toldhim to work till the rest of his

candle quit on him, and then hecould go to bed, and hide the

grindstone under his straw tick andsleep on it. Then we helped him

fix his chain back on thebed-leg, and was ready for bed ourselves.

But Tom thought ofsomething, and says:

“You got any spiders in here, Jim?”

“No, sah, thanks to goodness I hain’t, MarsTom.”

“All right, we’ll get you some.”

“But bless you, honey, I doan’wantnone. I’s afeard un um. I jis’ ‘s

soon haverattlesnakes aroun’.”

Tom thought a minute or two, and says:

“It’s a good idea. And I reckon it’sbeen done. Itmusta been done; it

stands to reason. Yes,it’s a prime good idea. Where could you

keepit?”

“Keep what, Mars Tom?”

“Why, a rattlesnake.”

“De goodness gracious alive, Mars Tom! Why, if deywas a rattlesnake

to come in heah I’d take en bust right outthoo dat log wall, I would,

wid my head.”

“Why, Jim, you wouldn’t be afraid of it after alittle. You could tame

it.”

“Tameit!”

“Yes—easy enough. Every animal is grateful forkindness and petting,

and they wouldn’tthinkof hurting aperson that pets them. Any book



will tell you that. Youtry—that’s all I ask; just try for two or three

days.Why, you can get him so, in a little while, that he’ll loveyou; and

sleep with you; and won’t stay away from you aminute; and will let

you wrap him round your neck and put his headin your mouth.”

“Please, Mars Tom—doan’ talk so! Ican’tstan’ it! He’dletme shove his

head inmy mouf—fer a favor, hain’t it? I lay he’dwait a pow’ful long

time ‘fo’ Iasthim. Enmo’ en dat, I doan’wanthim to sleep wid me.”

“Jim, don’t act so foolish. Aprisoner’sgotto have some kind of a dumb

pet, and if arattlesnake hain’t ever been tried, why, there’s moreglory

to be gained in your being the first to ever try it than anyother way

you could ever think of to save your life.”

“Why, Mars Tom, I doan’wantno sich glory. Snake take ‘n bite Jim’s

chin off, denwhahis deglory? No, sah, I doan’ want no sichdoin’s.”

“Blame it, can’t youtry? I onlywantyou totry—you needn’t keep it up

if it don’twork.”

“But de trouble alldoneef de snake bite me while I’sa tryin’ him. Mars

Tom, I’s willin’ to tacklemos’ anything ‘at ain’t onreasonable, but ef

youen Huck fetches a rattlesnake in heah for me to tame, I’sgwyne

toleave, dat’sshore.”

“Well, then, let it go, let it go, if you’re sobull-headed about it. We

can get you some garter-snakes, andyou can tie some buttons on

their tails, and let on they’rerattlesnakes, and I reckon that ‘ll have to

do.”

“I k’n stan’dem, Mars Tom, but blame’‘f I couldn’ get along widout

um, I tell you dat. I never knowed b’fo’ ‘t was so much botherand

trouble to be a prisoner.”

“Well, italwaysis when it’s done right. Yougot any rats around here?”

“No, sah, I hain’t seed none.”

“Well, we’ll get you some rats.”



“Why, Mars Tom, I doan’wantno rats. Dey’s de dadblamedest creturs

to ‘sturb a body,en rustle roun’ over ‘im, en bite his feet, whenhe’s

tryin’ to sleep, I ever see. No, sah, gimmeg’yarter-snakes, ‘f I’s got to

have ‘m, butdoan’ gimme no rats; I hain’ got no use f’r um,skasely.”

“But, Jim, yougotto have ‘em—they all do. So don’t make no more

fuss about it. Prisonersain’t ever without rats. There ain’t no

instanceof it. And they train them, and pet them, and learn

themtricks, and they get to be as sociable as flies. But you gotto play

music to them. You got anything to play musicon?”

“I ain’ got nuffn but a coase comb en a pieceo’ paper, en a juice-harp;

but I reck’n deywouldn’ take no stock in a juice-harp.”

“Yes they would theydon’t care what kind ofmusic ‘tis. A jews-harp’s

plenty good enough fora rat. All animals like music—in a prison they

dote onit. Specially, painful music; and you can’t get noother kind

out of a jews-harp. It always interests them; theycome out to see

what’s the matter with you. Yes,you’re all right; you’re fixed very

well. Youwant to set on your bed nights before you go to sleep, and

early inthe mornings, and play your jews-harp; play ‘The Last Link

isBroken’—that’s the thing that ‘ll scoop arat quicker ‘n anything else;

and when you’ve playedabout two minutes you’ll see all the rats, and

the snakes,and spiders, and things begin to feel worried about you,

and come. And they’ll just fairly swarm over you, and have anoble

good time.”

“Yes,deywill, I reck’n, Mars Tom, but what kine ertime isJimhavin’?

Blest if I kin see de pint. ButI’ll do it ef I got to. I reck’n I better keep

deanimals satisfied, en not have no trouble in de house.”

Tom waited to think it over, and see if there wasn’tnothing else; and

pretty soon he says:

“Oh, there’s one thing I forgot. Could youraise a flower here, do you

reckon?”

“I doan know but maybe I could, Mars Tom; but it’stolable dark in

heah, en I ain’ got no use f’r noflower, nohow, en she’d be a pow’ful



sight o’trouble.”

“Well, you try it, anyway. Some other prisoners hasdone it.”

“One er dem big cat-tail-lookin’ mullen-stalks wouldgrow in heah,

Mars Tom, I reck’n, but she wouldn’t bewuth half de trouble she’d

coss.”

“Don’t you believe it. We’ll fetch you alittle one and you plant it in

the corner over there, and raise it. And don’t call it mullen, call

itPitchiola—that’s its right name when it’s in aprison. And you want

to water it with your tears.”

“Why, I got plenty spring water, Mars Tom.”

“You don’twantspring water; you want to water itwith your tears. It’s

the way they alwaysdo.”

“Why, Mars Tom, I lay I kin raise one er dem mullen-stalkstwyste

wid spring water whiles another man’sastart’none wid tears.”

“That ain’t the idea. Yougotto do it withtears.”

“She’ll die on my han’s, Mars Tom, she sholywill; kase I doan’ skasely

ever cry.”

So Tom was stumped. But he studied it over, and then saidJim would

have to worry along the best he could with an onion. He promised he

would go to the nigger cabins and drop one,private, in Jim’s coffee-

pot, in the morning. Jim said hewould “jis’ ‘s soon havetobacker in

hiscoffee;” and found so much fault with it, and with the workand

bother of raising the mullen, and jews-harping the rats, andpetting

and flattering up the snakes and spiders and things, on topof all the

other work he had to do on pens, and inscriptions, andjournals, and

things, which made it more trouble and worry andresponsibility to

be a prisoner than anything he ever undertook,that Tom most lost all

patience with him; and said he was justloadened down with more

gaudier chances than a prisoner ever had inthe world to make a

name for himself, and yet he didn’t knowenough to appreciate them,

and they was just about wasted on him. So Jim he was sorry, and



said he wouldn’t behave so nomore, and then me and Tom shoved

for bed.



CHAPTER XXXIX.

IN the morning we went up to the village and bought a wirerat-trap

and fetched it down, and unstopped the best rat-hole, andin about an

hour we had fifteen of the bulliest kind of ones; andthen we took it

and put it in a safe place under Aunt Sally’sbed. But while we was

gone for spiders little Thomas FranklinBenjamin Jefferson

Elexander Phelps found it there, and opened thedoor of it to see if

the rats would come out, and they did; andAunt Sally she come in,

and when we got back she was a-standing ontop of the bed raising

Cain, and the rats was doing what they couldto keep off the dull

times for her. So she took and dusted usboth with the hickry, and we

was as much as two hours catchinganother fifteen or sixteen, drat

that meddlesome cub, and theywarn’t the likeliest, nuther, because

the first haul was thepick of the flock. I never see a likelier lot of rats

thanwhat that first haul was.

We got a splendid stock of sorted spiders, and bugs, and frogs,and

caterpillars, and one thing or another; and we like to got ahornet’s

nest, but we didn’t. The family was athome. We didn’t give it right

up, but stayed with themas long as we could; because we allowed

we’d tire them out orthey’d got to tire us out, and they done it. Then

wegot allycumpain and rubbed on the places, and was pretty near

allright again, but couldn’t set down convenient. And sowe went for

the snakes, and grabbed a couple of dozen garters andhouse-snakes,

and put them in a bag, and put it in our room, and bythat time it was

supper-time, and a rattling good honestday’s work: and hungry?—oh,

no, I reckon not! And there warn’t a blessed snake up there when we

wentback—we didn’t half tie the sack, and they worked outsomehow,

and left. But it didn’t matter much, becausethey was still on the

premises somewheres. So we judged wecould get some of them

again. No, there warn’t no realscarcity of snakes about the house for

a considerable spell. You’d see them dripping from the rafters and

placesevery now and then; and they generly landed in your plate, or

downthe back of your neck, and most of the time where you

didn’twant them. Well, they was handsome and striped, and

therewarn’t no harm in a million of them;but that never made



nodifference to Aunt Sally; she despised snakes, be the breed

whatthey might, and she couldn’t stand them no way you could fixit;

and every time one of them flopped down on her, it didn’tmake no

difference what she was doing, she would just lay that workdown and

light out. I never see such a woman. And youcould hear her whoop to

Jericho. You couldn’t get herto take a-holt of one of them with the

tongs. And if sheturned over and found one in bed she would

scramble out and lift ahowl that you would think the house was afire.

She disturbedthe old man so that he said he could most wish there

hadn’tever been no snakes created. Why, after every last snake

hadbeen gone clear out of the house for as much as a week Aunt

Sallywarn’t over it yet; she warn’t near over it; when shewas setting

thinking about something you could touch her on theback of her

neck with a feather and she would jump right out of herstockings. It

was very curious. But Tom said all womenwas just so. He said they

was made that way for some reasonor other.

We got a licking every time one of our snakes come in her way,and

she allowed these lickings warn’t nothing to what shewould do if we

ever loaded up the place again with them. Ididn’t mind the lickings,

because they didn’t amount tonothing; but I minded the trouble we

had to lay in another lot. But we got them laid in, and all the other

things; and younever see a cabin as blithesome as Jim’s was

whenthey’d all swarm out for music and go for him. Jimdidn’t like

the spiders, and the spiders didn’t likeJim; and so they’d lay for him,

and make it mighty warm forhim. And he said that between the rats

and the snakes and thegrindstone there warn’t no room in bed for

him, skasely; andwhen there was, a body couldn’t sleep, it was so

lively, andit was always lively, he said, becausetheynever all slept at

onetime, but took turn about, so when the snakes was asleep the

ratswas on deck, and when the rats turned in the snakes come on

watch,so he always had one gang under him, in his way, and

t’othergang having a circus over him, and if he got up to hunt a new

placethe spiders would take a chance at him as he crossed over. He

saidif he ever got out this time he wouldn’t ever be a prisoneragain,

not for a salary.

Well, by the end of three weeks everything was in pretty goodshape.

The shirt was sent in early, in a pie, and every timea rat bit Jim he



would get up and write a little in his journalwhilst the ink was fresh;

the pens was made, the inscriptions andso on was all carved on the

grindstone; the bed-leg was sawed intwo, and we had et up the

sawdust, and it give us a most amazingstomach-ache. We reckoned

we was all going to die, butdidn’t. It was the most undigestible

sawdust I eversee; and Tom said the same.

But as I was saying, we’d got all the work done now, atlast; and we

was all pretty much fagged out, too, but mainly Jim. The old man

had wrote a couple of times to the plantationbelow Orleans to come

and get their runaway nigger, buthadn’t got no answer, because there

warn’t no suchplantation; so he allowed he would advertise Jim in

the St. Louisand New Orleans papers; and when he mentioned the

St. Louis ones itgive me the cold shivers, and I see we hadn’t no time

tolose. So Tom said, now for the nonnamous letters.

“What’s them?” I says.

“Warnings to the people that something is up. Sometimes it’s done

one way, sometimes another. But there’s always somebody spying

around that givesnotice to the governor ofthe castle. When Louis

XVI. wasgoing to light out of the Tooleries, a servant-girl done it. It’s

a very good way, and so is the nonnamous letters. We’ll use them

both. And it’s usual for theprisoner’s mother to change clothes with

him, and she staysin, and he slides out in her clothes. We’ll do

that,too.”

“But looky here, Tom, what do we want towarnanybody forthat

something’s up? Let them find it out forthemselves—it’s their

lookout.”

“Yes, I know; but you can’t depend on them. It’s the way they’ve

acted from the verystart—left us to doeverything. They’re soconfiding

and mullet-headed they don’t take notice of nothingat all. So if we

don’tgivethem notice there won’tbe nobody nor nothing to interfere

with us, and so after all ourhard work and trouble this escape ‘ll go

off perfectly flat;won’t amount to nothing—won’t benothingtoit.”

“Well, as for me, Tom, that’s the way I’dlike.”



“Shucks!” he says, and looked disgusted. So Isays:

“But I ain’t going to make no complaint. Anyway that suits you suits

me. What you going to do about theservant-girl?”

“You’ll be her. You slide in, in the middle ofthe night, and hook that

yaller girl’s frock.”

“Why, Tom, that ‘ll make trouble next morning;because, of course,

she prob’bly hain’t got any butthat one.”

“I know; but you don’t want it but fifteen minutes,to carry the

nonnamous letter and shove it under the frontdoor.”

“All right, then, I’ll do it; but I could carry itjust as handy in my own

togs.”

“You wouldn’t look like a servant-girlthen, wouldyou?”

“No, but there won’t be nobody to see what I looklike,anyway.”

“That ain’t got nothing to do with it. Thething for us to do is just to

do ourduty, and not worry aboutwhether anybodyseesus do it or not.

Hain’t you got noprinciple at all?”

“All right, I ain’t saying nothing; I’m theservant-girl. Who’s Jim’s

mother?”

“I’m his mother. I’ll hook a gown fromAunt Sally.”

“Well, then, you’ll have to stay in the cabin whenme and Jim leaves.”

“Not much. I’ll stuff Jim’s clothes fullof straw and lay it on his bed to

represent his mother in disguise,and Jim ‘ll take the nigger woman’s

gown off of me andwear it, and we’ll all evade together. When a

prisonerof style escapes it’s called an evasion. It’salways called so

when a king escapes, f’rinstance. Andthe same with a king’s son; it

don’t make no differencewhether he’s a natural one or an unnatural

one.”



So Tom he wrote the nonnamous letter, and I smouched the

yallerwench’s frock that night, and put it on, and shoved it underthe

front door, the way Tom told me to. It said:

Beware. Trouble is brewing. Keep a sharplookout.UnknownFriend.

Next night we stuck a picture, which Tom drawed in blood, of askull

and crossbones on the front door; and next night another oneof a

coffin on the back door. I never see a family in such asweat. They

couldn’t a been worse scared if the placehad a been full of ghosts

laying for them behind everything andunder the beds and shivering

through the air. If a doorbanged, Aunt Sally she jumped and said

“ouch!” ifanything fell, she jumped and said “ouch!” if youhappened

to touch her, when she warn’t noticing, she done thesame; she

couldn’t face noway and be satisfied, because sheallowed there was

something behind her every time—so she wasalways a-whirling

around sudden, and saying “ouch,” andbefore she’d got two-thirds

around she’d whirl backagain, and say it again; and she was afraid to

go to bed, but shedasn’t set up. So the thing was working very well,

Tomsaid; he said he never see a thing work more satisfactory. He

saidit showed it was done right.

So he said, now for the grand bulge! So the very nextmorning at the

streak of dawn we got another letter ready, and waswondering what

we better do with it, because we heard them say atsupper they was

going to have a nigger on watch at both doors allnight. Tom he went

down the lightning-rod to spy around; andthe nigger at the back

door was asleep, and he stuck it in the backof his neck and come

back. This letter said:

Don’t betray me, I wish to be your friend. There isa desprate gang of

cutthroats from over in the Indian Territorygoing to steal your

runaway nigger to-night, and they have beentrying to scare you so as

you will stay in the house and not botherthem. I am one of the gang,

but have got religgion and wishto quit it and lead an honest life

again, and will betray thehelish design. They will sneak down from

northards, along thefence, at midnight exact, with a false key, and go

in thenigger’s cabin to get him. I am to be off a piece and blow atin

horn if I see any danger; but stead of that I willbaalike asheep soon



as they get in and not blow at all; then whilst they aregetting his

chains loose, you slip there and lock them in, and cankill them at

your leasure. Don’t do anything but justthe way I am telling you, if

you do they will suspicion somethingand raise whoop-jamboreehoo.

I do not wish any reward but to know Ihave done the right

thing.Unknown Friend.



CHAPTER XL.

WE was feeling pretty good after breakfast, and took my canoeand

went over the river a-fishing, with a lunch, and had a goodtime, and

took a look at the raft and found her all right,and gothome late to

supper, and found them in such a sweat and worry theydidn’t know

which end they was standing on, and made us goright off to bed the

minute we was done supper, and wouldn’ttell us what the trouble

was, and never let on a word about the newletter, but didn’t need to,

because we knowed as much aboutit as anybody did, and as soon as

we was half up stairs and herback was turned we slid for the cellar

cupboard and loaded up agood lunch and took it up to our room and

went to bed, and got upabout half-past eleven, and Tom put on Aunt

Sally’s dressthat he stole and was going to start with the lunch, but

says:

“Where’s the butter?”

“I laid out a hunk of it,” I says, “on a pieceof a corn-pone.”

“Well, youleftit laid out, then—it ain’there.”

“We can get along without it,” I says.

“We can get alongwithit, too,” he says; “justyou slide down cellar and

fetch it. And then mosey right downthe lightning-rod and come

along. I’ll go and stuff the strawinto Jim’s clothes to represent his

mother in disguise, andbe ready tobaalike a sheep and shove soon as

you getthere.”

So out he went, and down cellar went I. The hunk of butter, bigas a

person’s fist, was where I had left it, so I took up theslab of corn-

pone with it on, and blowed out my light, and startedup stairs very

stealthy, and got up to the main floor all right,but here comes Aunt

Sally with a candle, and I clapped the truck inmy hat, and clapped

my hat on my head, and the next second she seeme; and she says:

“You been down cellar?”



“Yes’m.”

“What you been doing down there?”

“Noth’n.”

“Noth’n!”

“No’m.”

“Well, then, what possessed you to go down there this timeof night?”

“I don’t know ‘m.”

“You don’tknow? Don’t answer me thatway. Tom, I want to know

what you beendoingdown there.”

“I hain’t been doing a single thing, Aunt Sally, Ihope to gracious if I

have.”

I reckoned she’d let me go now, and as a generl thing shewould; but I

s’pose there was so many strange things going onshe was just in a

sweat about every little thing that warn’tyard-stick straight; so she

says, very decided:

“You just march into that setting-room and stay there tillI come. You

been up to something you no business to, and Ilay I’ll find out what it

is before I’M done withyou.”

So she went away as I opened the door and walked into thesetting-

room. My, but there was a crowd there! Fifteenfarmers, and every

one of them had a gun. I was most powerfulsick, and slunk to a chair

and set down. They was setting around,some of them talking a little,

in a low voice, and all of themfidgety and uneasy, but trying to look

like they warn’t;but Iknowed they was, because they was always

taking off their hats, andputting them on, and scratching their heads,

and changing theirseats, and fumbling with their buttons. I warn’t

easymyself, but I didn’t take my hat off, all the same.



I did wish Aunt Sally would come, and get done with me, and lickme,

if she wanted to, and let me get away and tell Tom howwe’d overdone

this thing, and what a thunderinghornet’s-nest we’d got ourselves

into, so we could stopfooling around straight off, and clear out with

Jim before theserips got out of patience and come for us.

At last she come and begun to ask me questions, butIcouldn’tanswer

them straight, I didn’t know which endof me was up; because these

men was in such a fidget now that somewas wanting to start right

NOW and lay for them desperadoes, andsaying it warn’t but a few

minutes to midnight; and otherswas trying to get them to hold on

and wait for the sheep-signal;and here was Aunty pegging away at

the questions, and me a-shakingall over and ready to sink down in

my tracks I was that scared; andthe place getting hotter and hotter,

and the butter beginning tomelt and run down my neck and behind

my ears; and pretty soon, whenone of them says, “I’M for going and

getting in thecabinfirstand rightnow, and catching them when they

come,” Imost dropped; and a streak of butter come a-trickling down

myforehead, and Aunt Sally she see it, and turns white as a sheet,and

says:

“For the land’s sake, whatisthe matter with thechild? He’s got the

brain-fever as shore asyou’re born, and they’re oozing out!”

And everybody runs to see, and she snatches off my hat, and

outcomes the bread and what was left of the butter, and she

grabbedme, and hugged me, and says:

“Oh, what a turn you did give me! and how glad andgrateful I am it

ain’t no worse; for luck’s against us,and it never rains but it pours,

and when I see that truck Ithought we’d lost you, for I knowed by the

color and all itwas just like your brains would be if—Dear,

dear,whyd’nt youtellme that was what you’d been down therefor, I

wouldn’t a cared. Now cler out to bed, anddon’t lemme see no more

of you till morning!”

I was up stairs in a second, and down the lightning-rod inanother

one, and shinning through the dark for the lean-to. Icouldn’t hardly

get my words out, I was so anxious; but Itold Tom as quick as I could



we must jump for it now, and not aminute to lose—the house full of

men, yonder, with guns!

His eyes just blazed; and he says:

“No!—is that so? ain’tit bully! Why, Huck, if it was to do over again, I

bet I could fetchtwo hundred! If we could put it off till—”

“Hurry! Hurry!” I says. "Where’s Jim?”

“Right at your elbow; if you reach out your arm you cantouch him.

He’s dressed, and everything’s ready. Now we’ll slide out and give

thesheep-signal.”

But then we heard the tramp of men coming to the door, and

heardthem begin to fumble with the pad-lock, and heard a man say:

“Itoldyou we’d be too soon; they haven’tcome—the door is locked.

Here, I’ll lock some of youinto the cabin, and you lay for ‘em in the

dark and kill‘em when they come; and the rest scatter around a piece,

andlisten if you can hear ‘em coming.”

So in they come, but couldn’t see us in the dark, and mosttrod on us

whilst we was hustling to get under the bed. Butwe got under all

right, and out through the hole, swift butsoft—Jim first, me next, and

Tom last, which was according toTom’s orders. Now we was in the

lean-to, and heardtrampings close by outside. So we crept to the

door, and Tomstopped us there and put his eye to the crack, but

couldn’tmake out nothing, it was so dark; and whispered and said he

wouldlisten for the steps to get further, and when he nudged us Jim

mustglide out first, and him last. So he set his ear to the crackand

listened, and listened, and listened, and the steps a-scrapingaround

out there all the time; and at last he nudged us, and weslid out, and

stooped down, not breathing, and not making the leastnoise, and

slipped stealthy towards the fence in Injun file, andgot to it all right,

and me and Jim over it; but Tom’sbritches catched fast on a splinter

on the top rail, and then hehear the steps coming, so he had to pull

loose, which snapped thesplinter and made a noise; and as he

dropped in our tracks andstarted somebody sings out:



“Who’s that? Answer, or I’llshoot!”

But we didn’t answer; we just unfurled our heels andshoved. Then

there was a rush, and aBang, Bang, Bang!and thebullets fairly

whizzed around us! We heard them sing out:

“Here they are! They’ve broke for the river! After ‘em, boys, and turn

loose the dogs!”

So here they come, full tilt. We could hear them becausethey wore

boots and yelled, but we didn’t wear no boots anddidn’t yell. We was

in the path to the mill; and whenthey got pretty close on to us we

dodged into the bush and let themgo by, and then dropped in behind

them. They’d had allthe dogs shut up, so they wouldn’t scare off the

robbers; butby this time somebody had let them loose, and here they

come,making powwow enough for a million; but they was our dogs;

so westopped in our tracks till they catched up; and when they see

itwarn’t nobody but us, and no excitement to offer them, theyonly

just said howdy, and tore right ahead towards the shouting

andclattering; and then we up-steam again, and whizzed along

afterthem till we was nearly to the mill, and then struck up through

thebush to where my canoe was tied, and hopped in and pulled for

dearlife towards the middle of the river, but didn’t make no

morenoise than we was obleeged to. Then we struck out, easy

andcomfortable, for the island where my raft was; and we could

hearthem yelling and barking at each other all up and down the

bank,till we was so far away the sounds got dim and died out.

Andwhen we stepped on to the raft I says:

“Now, old Jim, you’re a free man again, and I betyou won’t ever be a

slave no more.”

“En a mighty good job it wuz, too, Huck. It‘uz planned beautiful, en it

‘uz done beautiful; en deyain’tnobodykin git up a plan dat’s mo’

mixed-upen splendid den what dat one wuz.”

We was all glad as we could be, but Tom was the gladdest of

allbecause he had a bullet in the calf of his leg.



When me and Jim heard that we didn’t feel so brash as whatwe did

before. It was hurting him considerable, and bleeding; so welaid him

in the wigwam and tore up one of the duke’s shirtsfor to bandage

him, but he says:

“Gimme the rags; I can do it myself. Don’tstop now; don’t fool

around here, and the evasion boomingalong so handsome; man the

sweeps, and set her loose! Boys,we done it elegant!—‘deed we did.

Iwishwe’da had the handling of Louis XVI., therewouldn’t a been no

‘Son of Saint Louis, ascend toheaven!’ wrote down inhisbiography;

no, sir, we’d awhooped him over theborder—that’s what we’d adone

withhim—and done it just as slick as nothing at all,too. Man the

sweeps—man the sweeps!”

But me and Jim was consulting—and thinking. Andafter we’d

thought a minute, I says:

“Say it, Jim.”

So he says:

“Well, den, dis is de way it look to me, Huck. Ef itwuzhimdat ‘uz bein’

sot free, en one er de boys wuz togit shot, would he say, ‘Go on en

save me, nemmine‘bout a doctor f’r to save dis one?’ Is datlike Mars

Tom Sawyer? Would he say dat? Youbethewouldn’t! well, den,

isJimgywne to say it? No,sah—I doan’ budge a step out’n dis

place‘dout adoctor, not if it’s forty year!”

I knowed he was white inside, and I reckoned he’d say whathe did

say—so it was all right now, and I told Tom I wasa-going for a doctor.

He raised considerable row about it,but me and Jim stuck to it and

wouldn’t budge; so he was forcrawling out and setting the raft loose

himself; but wewouldn’t let him. Then he give us a piece of his

mind,but it didn’t do no good.

So when he sees me getting the canoe ready, he says:

“Well, then, if you’re bound to go, I’ll tellyou the way to do when you

get to the village. Shut the doorand blindfold the doctor tight and

fast, and make him swear to besilent as the grave, and put a purse



full of gold in his hand, andthen take and lead him all around the

back alleys and everywheresin the dark, and then fetch him here in

the canoe, in a roundaboutway amongst the islands, and search him

and take his chalk awayfrom him, and don’t give it back to him till

you get him backto the village, or else he will chalk this raft so he can

find itagain. It’s the way they all do.”

So I said I would, and left, and Jim was to hide in the woodswhen he

see the doctor coming till he was gone again.



CHAPTER XLI.

THE doctor was an old man; a very nice, kind-looking old manwhen

I got him up. I told him me and my brother was over onSpanish

Island hunting yesterday afternoon, and camped on a pieceof a raft

we found, and about midnight he must a kicked his gun inhis

dreams, for it went off and shot him in the leg, and we wantedhim to

go over there and fix it and not say nothing about it, norlet anybody

know, because we wanted to come home this evening andsurprise

the folks.

“Who is your folks?” he says.

“The Phelpses, down yonder.”

“Oh,” he says. And after a minute, hesays:

“How’d you say he got shot?”

“He had a dream,” I says, “and it shothim.”

“Singular dream,” he says.

So he lit up his lantern, and got his saddle-bags, and westarted. But

when he sees the canoe he didn’t like thelook of her—said she was big

enough for one, but didn’tlook pretty safe for two. I says:

“Oh, you needn’t be afeard, sir, she carried thethree of us easy

enough.”

“What three?”

“Why, me and Sid, and—and—andthe guns;that’s what I mean.”

“Oh,” he says.

But he put his foot on the gunnel and rocked her, and shook hishead,

and said he reckoned he’d look around for a bigger one. But they was



all locked and chained; so he took my canoe, andsaid for me to wait

till he come back, or I could hunt aroundfurther, or maybe I better go

down home and get them ready for thesurprise if I wanted to. But I

said I didn’t; so I toldhim just how to find the raft, and then he

started.

I struck an idea pretty soon. I says to myself,spos’n he can’t fix that

leg just in three shakes of asheep’s tail, as the saying is? spos’n it

takes himthree or four days? What are we going to do?—lay

aroundthere till he lets the cat out of the bag? No, sir; I

knowwhatI’lldo. I’ll wait, and when he comes back ifhe says he’s got

to go any more I’ll get down there,too, if I swim; and we’ll take and

tie him, and keep him, andshove out down the river; and when Tom’s

done with himwe’ll give him what it’s worth, or all we got, and

thenlet him get ashore.

So then I crept into a lumber-pile to get some sleep; and nexttime I

waked up the sun was away up over my head! I shot outand went for

the doctor’s house, but they told me he’dgone away in the night some

time or other, and warn’t backyet. Well, thinks I, thatlooks powerful

bad for Tom, andI’ll dig out for the island right off. So away Ishoved,

and turned the corner, and nearly rammed my head into UncleSilas’s

stomach! He says:

“Why,Tom! Where you been all this time, yourascal?”

“I hain’t been nowheres,” I says, “onlyjust hunting for the runaway

nigger—me and Sid.”

“Why, where ever did you go?” he says. "Youraunt’s been mighty

uneasy.”

“She needn’t,” I says, “because we wasall right. We followed the men

and the dogs, but they outrunus, and we lost them; but we thought

we heard them on the water, sowe got a canoe and took out after

them and crossed over, butcouldn’t find nothing of them; so we

cruised along up-shoretill we got kind of tired and beat out; and tied

up the canoe andwent to sleep, and never waked up till about an

hour ago; then wepaddled over here to hear the news, and Sid’s at



thepost-office to see what he can hear, and I’m a-branching outto get

something to eat for us, and then we’re goinghome.”

So then we went to the post-office to get “Sid”; butjust as I

suspicioned, he warn’t there; so the old man he gota letter out of the

office, and we waited awhile longer, but Siddidn’t come; so the old

man said, come along, let Sid foot ithome, or canoe it, when he got

done fooling around—but wewould ride. I couldn’t get him to let me

stay and waitfor Sid; and he said there warn’t no use in it, and I

mustcome along, and let Aunt Sally see we was all right.

When we got home Aunt Sally was that glad to see me she

laughedand cried both, and hugged me, and give me one of them

lickings ofhern that don’t amount to shucks, and said she’d serveSid

the same when he come.

And the place was plum full of farmers and farmers’ wives,to dinner;

and such another clack a body never heard. OldMrs. Hotchkiss was

the worst; her tongue was a-going all the time. She says:

“Well, Sister Phelps, I’ve ransacked that-air cabinover, an’ I b’lieve

the nigger was crazy. I saysto Sister Damrell—didn’t I,

SisterDamrell?—s’I, he’s crazy,s’I—them’s the very words I said. You

allhearn me: he’s crazy, s’I; everything shows it,s’I. Look at that-air

grindstone, s’I; want totellme‘t any cretur ‘t’s in his right mind‘s a

goin’ to scrabble all them crazy things onto agrindstone, s’I? Here

sich ‘n’ sich aperson busted his heart; ‘n’ here so ‘n’ sopegged along

for thirty-seven year, ‘n’ allthat—natcherl son o’ Louis somebody,

‘n’sich everlast’n rubbage. He’s plumb crazy,s’I; it’s what I says in the

fust place, it’swhat I says in the middle, ‘n’ it’s what I sayslast ‘n’ all

the time—the nigger’scrazy—crazy ‘s Nebokoodneezer, s’I.”

“An’ look at that-air ladder made out’n rags,Sister Hotchkiss,” says

old Mrs. Damrell; “what in thename o’ goodnesscouldhe ever want of

—”

“The very words I was a-sayin’ no longer agoth’n this minute to Sister

Utterback, ‘n’she’ll tell you so herself. Sh-she, look at that-airrag



ladder, sh-she; ‘n’ s’I, yes,lookat it,s’I—whatcouldhe a-wanted of it,

s’I. Sh-she, Sister Hotchkiss, sh-she—”

“But how in the nation’d they evergitthatgrindstoneinthere,anyway?

‘n’ who dug that-airhole?‘n’ who—”

“My verywords, Brer Penrod! I wasa-sayin’—pass that-air sasser o’

m’lasses,won’t ye?—I was a-sayin’ to Sister Dunlap, jistthis minute,

howdidthey git that grindstone in there, s’I. Withouthelp, mind you

—‘thouthelp! that’swher ‘tis. Don’t tellme,s’I; therewuzhelp, s’I; ‘n’

ther’ wuzaplentyhelp, too, s’I; ther’s ben adozena-helpin’that nigger,

‘n’ I lay I’d skin every last niggeron this place butI’dfind out who

done it, s’I;‘n’ moreover, s’I—”

“Adozensays you!—fortycouldn’t a done everything that’s been done.

Look at them case-knife saws andthings, how tedious they’ve been

made; look at that bed-legsawed off with ‘m, a week’s work for six

men; look atthat nigger made out’n straw on the bed; and lookat—”

“You maywellsay it, Brer Hightower! It’s jistas I was a-sayin’ to Brer

Phelps, his own self. S’e, what doyouthink of it, Sister Hotchkiss,s’e?

Think o’ what, Brer Phelps, s’I? Thinko’ that bed-leg sawed off that a

way, s’e? thinkof it, s’I? I lay it never saweditselfoff,s’I—

somebodysawedit, s’I; that’s myopinion, take it or leave it, it mayn’t

be no ‘count,s’I, but sich as ‘t is, it’s my opinion,s’I, ‘n’ if any body k’n

start a betterone, s’I, let himdoit, s’I, that’s all. Isays to Sister Dunlap,

s’I—”

“Why, dog my cats, they must a ben a house-full o’niggers in there

every night for four weeks to a done all thatwork, Sister Phelps. Look

at that shirt—every last inchof it kivered over with secret African

writ’n done withblood! Must a ben a raft uv ‘m at it right along, allthe

time, amost. Why, I’d give two dollars to have itread to me; ‘n’ as for

the niggers that wrote it, I‘low I’d take ‘n’ lash ‘mt’ll—”

“People tohelphim, Brother Marples! Well, I reckonyou’dthinkso if

you’d a been in this house for a whileback. Why, they’ve stole

everything they could laytheir hands on—and we a-watching all the

time, mind you. Theystole that shirt right off o’ the line! and as for



that sheetthey made the rag ladder out of, ther’ ain’t no tellinghow

many times theydidn’tsteal that; and flour, and candles,and

candlesticks, and spoons, and the old warming-pan, and most

athousand things that I disremember now, and my new calico

dress;and me and Silas and my Sid and Tom on the constant

watchdayandnight, as I was a-telling you, and not a one of us

couldcatch hide nor hair nor sight nor sound of them; and here at

thelast minute, lo and behold you, they slides right in under ournoses

and fools us, and not only foolsusbut the Injun Territoryrobbers too,

and actuly getsawaywith that nigger safe and sound,and that with

sixteen men and twenty-two dogs right on their veryheels at that very

time! I tell you, it just bangs anything Ieverheardof.

Why,speritscouldn’t a done better and been nosmarter. And I reckon

they must abeensperits—because,youknowour dogs, and ther’ ain’t

no better; well, them dogsnever even got on thetrackof ‘m once! You

explainthattome if you can!—anyof you!”

“Well, it does beat—”

“Laws alive, I never—”

“So help me, I wouldn’t a be—”

“House-thieves as well as—”

“Goodnessgracioussakes, I’d a ben afeard to live insich a—”

“‘Fraid tolive!—why, I was that scared Idasn’t hardly go to bed, or get

up, or lay down, orsetdown,Sister Ridgeway. Why, they’d steal the

very—why,goodness sakes, you can guess what kind of a fluster I was

in bythe time midnight come last night. I hope to gracious if Iwarn’t

afraid they’d steal some o’ the family! I was just to that pass I didn’t

have no reasoningfaculties no more. It looks foolish enoughnow, in

thedaytime; but I says to myself, there’s my two poor boysasleep,

‘way up stairs in that lonesome room, and I declareto goodness I was

that uneasy ‘t I crep’ up there andlocked ‘em in! Idid. And anybody

would. Because,you know, when you get scared that way, and it

keeps running on,and getting worse and worse all the time, and your

wits gets toaddling, and you get to doing all sorts o’ wild things,



andby and by you think to yourself, spos’n I was a boy, and wasaway

up there, and the door ain’t locked, andyou—” She stopped, looking

kind of wondering, and thenshe turned her head around slow, and

when her eye lit on me—Igot up and took a walk.

Says I to myself, I can explain better how we come to not be inthat

room this morning if I go out to one side and study over it alittle. So I

done it. But I dasn’t go fur, orshe’d a sent for me. And when it was

late in the daythe people all went, and then I come in and told her

the noise andshooting waked up me and “Sid,” and the door

waslocked, and we wanted to see the fun, so we went down

thelightning-rod, and both of us got hurt a little, and wedidn’t never

want to trythatno more. And then I went onand told her all what I

told Uncle Silas before; and then she saidshe’d forgive us, and maybe

it was all right enough anyway,and about what a body might expect

of boys, for all boys was apretty harum-scarum lot as fur as she could

see; and so, as long asno harm hadn’t come of it, she judged she

better put in hertime being grateful we was alive and well and she

had us still,stead of fretting over what was past and done. So then

shekissed me, and patted me on the head, and dropped into a kind of

abrown study; and pretty soon jumps up, and says:

“Why, lawsamercy, it’s most night, and Sid not comeyet!

Whathasbecome of that boy?”

I see my chance; so I skips up and says:

“I’ll run right up to town and get him,” Isays.

“No you won’t,” she says. "You’llstay right wher’ you are;one’senough

to be lost at atime. If he ain’t here to supper, your uncle ‘llgo.”

Well, he warn’t there to supper; so right after supperuncle went.

He come back about ten a little bit uneasy; hadn’t runacross Tom’s

track. Aunt Sally was a gooddealuneasy; butUncle Silas he said there

warn’t no occasion to be—boyswill be boys, he said, and you’ll see

this one turn up in themorning all sound and right. So she had to be



satisfied. But she said she’d set up for him a while anyway, andkeep a

light burning so he could see it.

And then when I went up to bed she come up with me and fetchedher

candle, and tucked me in, and mothered me so good I felt mean,and

like I couldn’t look her in the face; and she set down onthe bed and

talked with me a long time, and said what a splendidboy Sid was, and

didn’t seem to want to ever stop talkingabout him; and kept asking

me every now and then if I reckoned hecould a got lost, or hurt, or

maybe drownded, and might be layingat this minute somewheres

suffering or dead, and she not by him tohelp him, and so the tears

would drip down silent, and I would tellher that Sid was all right, and

would be home in the morning, sure;and she would squeeze my

hand, or maybe kiss me, and tell me to sayit again, and keep on

saying it, because it done her good, and shewas in so much trouble.

And when she was going away shelooked down in my eyes so steady

and gentle, and says:

“The door ain’t going to be locked, Tom, andthere’s the window and

the rod; but you’ll begood,won’tyou? And you won’t go? Formysake.”

Laws knows Iwantedto go bad enough to see about Tom, and was

allintending to go; but after that I wouldn’t a went, not forkingdoms.

But she was on my mind and Tom was on my mind, so I slept

veryrestless. And twice I went down the rod away in the night,

andslipped around front, and see her setting there by her candle

inthe window with her eyes towards the road and the tears in

them;and I wished I could do something for her, but I couldn’t,only

to swear that I wouldn’t never do nothing to grieve herany more. And

the third time I waked up at dawn, and sliddown, and she was there

yet, and her candle was most out, and herold gray head was resting

on her hand, and she was asleep.



CHAPTER XLII.

THE old man was uptown again before breakfast, butcouldn’t get no

track of Tom; and both of them set at thetable thinking, and not

saying nothing, and looking mournful, andtheir coffee getting cold,

and not eating anything. And by and bythe old man says:

“Did I give you the letter?”

“What letter?”

“The one I got yesterday out of thepost-office.”

“No, you didn’t give me no letter.”

“Well, I must a forgot it.”

So he rummaged his pockets, and then went off somewheres

wherehe had laid it down, and fetched it, and give it to her. Shesays:

“Why, it’s from St. Petersburg—it’s fromSis.”

I allowed another walk would do me good; but I couldn’tstir. But

before she could break it open she dropped it andrun—for she see

something. And so did I. It was Tom Sawyer ona mattress; and that

old doctor; and Jim, inhercalico dress, withhis hands tied behind

him; and a lot of people. I hid theletter behind the first thing that

come handy, and rushed. She flung herself at Tom, crying, and says:

“Oh, he’s dead, he’s dead, I know he’sdead!”

And Tom he turned his head a little, and muttered something

orother, which showed he warn’t in his right mind; then sheflung up

her hands, and says:

“He’s alive, thank God! And that’senough!” and she snatched a kiss

of him, and flew for thehouse to get the bed ready, and scattering



orders right and left atthe niggers and everybody else, as fast as her

tongue could go,every jump of the way.

I followed the men to see what they was going to do with Jim;and the

old doctor and Uncle Silas followed after Tom into thehouse. The

men was very huffy, and some of them wanted tohang Jim for an

example to all the other niggers around there, sothey wouldn’t be

trying to run away like Jim done, and makingsuch a raft of trouble,

and keeping a whole family scared most todeath for days and nights.

But the others said, don’tdo it, it wouldn’t answer at all; he ain’t our

nigger,and his owner would turn up and make us pay for him, sure.

Sothat cooled them down a little, because the people that’salways the

most anxious for to hang a nigger that hain’t donejust right is always

the very ones that ain’t the mostanxious to pay for him when they’ve

got their satisfactionout of him.

They cussed Jim considerble, though, and give him a cuff or twoside

the head once in a while, but Jim never said nothing, and henever let

on to know me, and they took him to the same cabin, andput his own

clothes on him, and chained him again, and not to nobed-leg this

time, but to a big staple drove into the bottom log,and chained his

hands, too, and both legs, and said he warn’tto have nothing but

bread and water to eat after this till hisowner come, or he was sold at

auction because he didn’t comein a certain length of time, and filled

up our hole, and said acouple of farmers with guns must stand watch

around about the cabinevery night, and a bulldog tied to the door in

the daytime; andabout this time they was through with the job and

was tapering offwith a kind of generl good-bye cussing, and then the

old doctorcomes and takes a look, and says:

“Don’t be no rougher on him than you’reobleeged to, because he ain’t

a bad nigger. When I gotto where I found the boy I see I couldn’t cut

the bullet outwithout some help, and he warn’t in no condition for

me toleave to go and get help; and he got a little worse and a

littleworse, and after a long time he went out of his head,

andwouldn’t let me come a-nigh him any more, and said if Ichalked

his raft he’d kill me, and no end of wild foolishnesslike that, and I see

I couldn’t do anything at all with him;so I says, I got to

havehelpsomehow; and the minute I says it outcrawls this nigger



from somewheres and says he’ll help, andhe done it, too, and done it

very well. Of course I judged hemust be a runaway nigger, and there

Iwas! and there I had to stickright straight along all the rest of the

day and all night. It was a fix, I tell you! I had a couple of patients

with thechills, and ofcourse I’d of liked to run up to town and

seethem, but I dasn’t, because the nigger might get away, andthen I’d

be to blame; and yet never a skiff come close enoughfor me to hail.

So there I had to stick plumb until daylightthis morning; and I never

see a nigger that was a better nuss orfaithfuller, and yet he was

risking his freedom to do it, and wasall tired out, too, and I see plain

enough he’d been workedmain hard lately. I liked the nigger for that;

I tell you,gentlemen, a nigger like that is worth a thousand dollars—

andkind treatment, too. I had everything I needed, and the boywas

doing as well there as he would a done at home—better,maybe,

because it was so quiet; but there Iwas, with both of‘m on my hands,

and there I had to stick till about dawn thismorning; then some men

in a skiff come by, and as good luck wouldhave it the nigger was

setting by the pallet with his head proppedon his knees sound asleep;

so I motioned them in quiet, and theyslipped up on him and grabbed

him and tied him before he knowedwhat he was about, and we never

had no trouble. And the boy beingin a kind of a flighty sleep, too, we

muffled the oars and hitchedthe raft on, and towed her over very nice

and quiet, and the niggernever made the least row nor said a word

from the start. Heain’t no bad nigger, gentlemen; that’s what I

thinkabout him.”

Somebody says:

“Well, it sounds very good, doctor, I’m obleeged tosay.”

Then the others softened up a little, too, and I was mightythankful to

that old doctor for doing Jim that good turn; and I wasglad it was

according to my judgment of him, too; because I thoughthe had a

good heart in him and was a good man the first time I seehim. Then

they all agreed that Jim had acted very well, andwas deserving to

have some notice took of it, and reward. Soevery one of them

promised, right out and hearty, that theywouldn’t cuss him no more.



Then they come out and locked him up. I hoped they wasgoing to say

he could have one or two of the chains took off,because they was

rotten heavy, or could have meat and greens withhis bread and

water; but they didn’t think of it, and Ireckoned it warn’t best for me

to mix in, but I judgedI’d get the doctor’s yarn to Aunt Sally

somehow orother as soon as I’d got through the breakers that was

layingjust ahead of me—explanations, I mean, of how I forgot

tomention about Sid being shot when I was telling how him and me

putin that dratted night paddling around hunting the runawaynigger.

But I had plenty time. Aunt Sally she stuck to thesick-room all day

and all night, and every time I see Uncle Silasmooning around I

dodged him.

Next morning I heard Tom was a good deal better, and they saidAunt

Sally was gone to get a nap. So I slips to thesick-room, and if I found

him awake I reckoned we could put up ayarn for the family that

would wash. But he was sleeping, andsleeping very peaceful, too; and

pale, not fire-faced the way hewas when he come. So I set down and

laid for him to wake. In about half an hour Aunt Sally comes gliding

in, and thereI was, up a stump again! She motioned me to be still,

and setdown by me, and begun to whisper, and said we could all be

joyfulnow, because all the symptoms was first-rate, and he’d

beensleeping likethat for ever so long, and looking better

andpeacefuller all the time, and ten to one he’d wake up in hisright

mind.

So we set there watching, and by and by he stirs a bit, andopened his

eyes very natural, and takes a look, and says:

“Hello!—why, I’m athome! How’sthat? Where’s the raft?”

“It’s all right,” I says.

“AndJim?”

“The same,” I says, but couldn’t say it prettybrash. But he never

noticed, but says:

“Good! Splendid! Nowwe’re all right andsafe! Did you tell Aunty?”



I was going to say yes; but she chipped in and says: "About what,

Sid?”

“Why, about the way the whole thing was done.”

“What whole thing?”

“Why,thewhole thing. There ain’t but one; howwe set the runaway

nigger free—me and Tom.”

“Good land! Set the run—Whatisthe childtalking about! Dear, dear,

out of his head again!”

“No, I ain’t out of myhead; I know all whatI’m talking about.

Wedidset him free—me and Tom. We laid out to do it, and wedoneit.

And we done itelegant, too.” He’d got a start, and she neverchecked

him up, just set and stared and stared, and let him clipalong, and I

see it warn’t no use formeto put in. "Why,Aunty, it cost us a power of

work—weeks of it—hours andhours, every night, whilst you was all

asleep. And we had to stealcandles, and the sheet, and the shirt, and

your dress, and spoons,and tin plates, and case-knives, and the

warming-pan, and thegrindstone, and flour, and just no end of

things, and youcan’t think what work it was to make the saws, and

pens, andinscriptions, and one thing or another, and you

can’tthinkhalfthe fun it was. And we had to make up the picturesof

coffins and things, and nonnamous letters from the robbers, andget

up and down the lightning-rod, and dig the hole into the cabin,and

made the rope ladder and send it in cooked up in a pie, andsend in

spoons and things to work with in your apronpocket—”

“Mercy sakes!”

“—and load up the cabin with rats and snakes and soon, for company

for Jim; and then you kept Tom here so long withthe butter in his hat

that you come near spiling the wholebusiness, because the men come

before we was out of the cabin, andwe had to rush, and they heard us

and let drive at us, and I got myshare, and we dodged out of the path

and let them go by, and whenthe dogs come they warn’t interested in

us, but went for themost noise, and we got our canoe, and made for



the raft, and wasall safe, and Jim was a free man, and we done it all

by ourselves,andwasn’tit bully, Aunty!”

“Well, I never heard the likes of it in all my born days! So it wasyou,

you little rapscallions, that’s beenmaking all this trouble, and turned

everybody’s wits cleaninside out and scared us all most to death. I’ve

asgood a notion as ever I had in my life to take it out o’ youthis very

minute. To think, here I’ve been, night afternight, a—youjust get well

once, you young scamp, and I layI’ll tan the Old Harry out o’ both

o’ye!”

But Tom, hewasso proud and joyful, he justcouldn’thold in,and his

tongue justwentit—she a-chipping in, and spittingfire all along, and

both of them going it at once, like a catconvention; and she says:

“Well, you get all the enjoyment you can out of itnow, formind I tell

you if I catch you meddling with himagain—”

“Meddling withwho?” Tom says, dropping hissmile and looking

surprised.

“Withwho? Why, the runaway nigger, of course. Who’d you reckon?”

Tom looks at me very grave, and says:

“Tom, didn’t you just tell me he was all right? Hasn’t he got away?”

“Him?” says Aunt Sally; “the runaway nigger? ‘Deed he hasn’t.

They’ve got himback, safe and sound, and he’s in that cabin again, on

breadand water, and loaded down with chains, till he’s claimed

orsold!”

Tom rose square up in bed, with his eye hot, and his nostrilsopening

and shutting like gills, and sings out to me:

“They hain’t norightto shut him up! SHOVE!—and don’t you lose a

minute. Turnhim loose! he ain’t no slave; he’s as free as anycretur

that walks this earth!”

“Whatdoesthe child mean?”



“I mean every word Isay, Aunt Sally, and if somebodydon’t go,I’llgo.

I’ve knowed him all his life,and so has Tom, there. Old Miss Watson

died two months ago,and she was ashamed she ever was going to sell

him down the river,andsaidso; and she set him free in her will.”

“Then what on earth didyouwant to set him free for, seeinghe was

already free?”

“Well, thatisa question, I must say; and just like women! Why, I

wanted theadventureof it; and I’d a wadedneck-deep in blood to—

goodness alive,Aunt Polly!”

If she warn’t standing right there, just inside the door,looking as

sweet and contented as an angel half full of pie, I wishI may never!

Aunt Sally jumped for her, and most hugged the head off of her,and

cried over her, and I found a good enough place for me underthe bed,

for it was getting pretty sultry for us, seemed to me. And I peeped

out, and in a little while Tom’s AuntPolly shook herself loose and

stood there looking across at Tomover her spectacles—kind of

grinding him into the earth, youknow. And then she says:

“Yes, youbetterturn y’r head away—I would if Iwas you, Tom.”

“Oh, deary me!” says Aunt Sally; “Ishe changedso? Why, that

ain’tTom, it’s Sid;Tom’s—Tom’s—why, where is Tom? He washere a

minute ago.”

“You mean where’s HuckFinn—that’s whatyou mean! I reckon I

hain’t raised such a scamp as myTom all these years not to know him

when Iseehim. Thatwouldbea pretty howdy-do. Come out from

under that bed, HuckFinn.”

So I done it. But not feeling brash.

Aunt Sally she was one of the mixed-upest-looking persons I eversee

—except one, and that was Uncle Silas, when he come in andthey told

it all to him. It kind of made him drunk, as youmay say, and he didn’t

know nothing at all the rest of theday, and preached a prayer-

meeting sermon that night that gave hima rattling ruputation,



because the oldest man in the worldcouldn’t a understood it. So

Tom’s Aunt Polly,she told all about who I was, and what; and I had to

up and tellhow I was in such a tight place that when Mrs. Phelps took

me forTom Sawyer—she chipped in and says, “Oh, go on and callme

Aunt Sally, I’m used to it now, and ‘tain’t noneed to change”—that

when Aunt Sally took me for TomSawyer I had to stand it—there

warn’t no other way, andI knowed he wouldn’t mind, because it

would be nuts for him,being a mystery, and he’d make an adventure

out of it, and beperfectly satisfied. And so it turned out, and he let on

tobe Sid, and made things as soft as he could for me.

And his Aunt Polly she said Tom was right about old Miss

Watsonsetting Jim free in her will; and so, sure enough, Tom Sawyer

hadgone and took all that trouble and bother to set a free niggerfree!

and I couldn’t ever understand before, until thatminute and that talk,

how hecouldhelp a body set a nigger free withhis bringing-up.

Well, Aunt Polly she said that when Aunt Sally wrote to her thatTom

andSidhad come all right and safe, she says to herself:

“Look at that, now! I might have expected it,letting him go off that

way without anybody to watch him. Sonow I got to go and trapse all

the way down the river, elevenhundred mile, and find out what that

creetur’s up tothistime,as long as I couldn’t seem to get any answer

out of you aboutit.”

“Why, I never heard nothing from you,” says AuntSally.

“Well, I wonder! Why, I wrote you twice to ask youwhat you could

mean by Sid being here.”

“Well, I never got ‘em, Sis.”

Aunt Polly she turns around slow and severe, and says:

“You, Tom!”

“Well—what?” he says, kind of pettish.

“Don’t you whatme, you impudent thing—hand outthem letters.”



“What letters?”

“Themletters. I be bound, if I have to take a-holtof you I’ll—”

“They’re in the trunk. There, now. Andthey’re just the same as they

was when I got them out of theoffice. I hain’t looked into them, I

hain’ttouched them. But I knowed they’d make trouble, and Ithought

if you warn’t in no hurry,I’d—”

“Well, youdoneed skinning, there ain’t no mistakeabout it. And I

wrote another one to tell you I was coming;and I s’pose he—”

“No, it come yesterday; I hain’t read it yet,butit’sall right, I’ve got

that one.”

I wanted to offer to bet two dollars she hadn’t, but Ireckoned maybe

it was just as safe to not to. So I never saidnothing.



CHAPTER THE LAST

THE first time I catched Tom private I asked him what was hisidea,

time of the evasion?—what it was he’d planned todo if the evasion

worked all right and he managed to set a niggerfree that was already

free before? And he said, what he had plannedin his head from the

start, if we got Jim out all safe, was for usto run him down the river

on the raft, and have adventures plumb tothe mouth of the river, and

then tell him about his being free, andtake him back up home on a

steamboat, in style, and pay him for hislost time, and write word

ahead and get out all the niggers around,and have them waltz him

into town with a torchlight procession anda brass-band, and then he

would be a hero, and so would we. But I reckoned it was about as

well the way it was.

We had Jim out of the chains in no time, and when Aunt Polly

andUncle Silas and Aunt Sally found out how good he helped the

doctornurse Tom, they made a heap of fuss over him, and fixed him

upprime, and give him all he wanted to eat, and a good time,

andnothing to do. And we had him up to the sick-room, and had

ahigh talk; and Tom give Jim forty dollars for being prisoner for usso

patient, and doing it up so good, and Jim was pleased most todeath,

and busted out, and says:

“Dah, now, Huck, what I tell you?—what I tell you updah on Jackson

islan’? Itoleyou I got a hairybreas’, en what’s de sign un it; en

Itoleyou I ben richwunst, en gwineter to be richagin; en it’s come

true; en heahshe is! dah, now! doan’ talk tome—signs issigns,mine I

tell you; en I knowed jis’ ‘s well ‘at I‘uz gwineter be rich agin as I’s a-

stannin’ heahdis minute!”

And then Tom he talked along and talked along, and says,le’s all

three slide out of here one of these nights and getan outfit, and go for

howling adventures amongst the Injuns, overin the Territory, for a

couple of weeks or two; and I says, allright, that suits me, but I ain’t

got no money for to buy theoutfit, and I reckon I couldn’t get none



from home, becauseit’s likely pap’s been back before now, and got it

allaway from Judge Thatcher and drunk it up.

“No, he hain’t,” Tom says; “it’sall there yet—six thousand dollars and

more; and your paphain’t ever been back since. Hadn’t when I

comeaway, anyhow.”

Jim says, kind of solemn:

“He ain’t a-comin’ back no mo’,Huck.”

I says:

“Why, Jim?”

“Nemmine why, Huck—but he ain’t comin’back no mo.”

But I kept at him; so at last he says:

“Doan’ you ‘member de house dat wasfloat’n down de river, en dey

wuz a man in dah, kivered up,en I went in en unkivered him and

didn’ let you come in? Well, den, you kin git yo’ money when you

wants it,kase dat wuz him.”

Tom’s most well now, and got his bullet around his neck ona watch-

guard for a watch, and is always seeing what time it is,and so there

ain’t nothing more to write about, and I amrotten glad of it, because

if I’d a knowed what a trouble itwas to make a book I wouldn’t a

tackled it, and ain’ta-going to no more. But I reckon I got to light out

for theTerritory ahead of the rest, because Aunt Sally she’s goingto

adopt me and sivilize me, and I can’t stand it. Ibeen there before.

THE END. YOURS TRULY,HUCK FINN.
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