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Chapter 1

ONE morning, well into the winter, I happened to

turn over the salt pot at breakfast. I reached for some
of it as quickly as I could, to throw over my left
shoulder and keep off the bad luck, but Miss Watson
said ‘ Take your hands away, Huckleberry — what a
mess you are always making!’ I started out, after
breakfast, feeling worried and shaky, and wondering
where the bad luck was going to fall on me, and what
it was going to be. There are ways to keep off some
kinds of bad luck, but this wasn’t one of them; so I
never tried to do anything, but just walked along in
low spirits and watched out.

I went down the front garden and climbed over
the stilel , where you go through the high board fence.
There was an inch of new snow on the ground, and I
saw somebody’s tracks. They had stood around the
stile a while, and then went on around the garden
fence. It was funny they hadn’t come in, after stand-
ing around so. I was going to follow around, but I
bent to look at the tracks first. I didn’t notice anything

1 stile: BRUBYSH
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at first; then I did. There was a cross in the boot-heel
made with nails, to keep off the devil. 7

I was up in a second and running down the hill. 1
looked over my shoulder every now and then, but I
didn’t see anybody. I was over at Judge Thatcher’s as
quickly as I could get there. He said, ‘ Why, my
boy, you are all out of breath. Did you come for your
interest?’

‘No, sir,’ I said. ‘Is there some for me?’

‘Oh, yes. Over a hundred and fifty dollars.
Quite a fortune for you. You’d better let me invest it
along with your six thousand, because if you take it
you'll spend it.’

‘No, sir,’ I said, ‘I don’t want to spend it. I
don’t want it at all — nor the six thousand, neither. I
want you to take it. I want to give it to you — the six
thousand and all. ’

He looked surprised. He couldn’t seem to make
it out. He said, ‘ Why, what can you mean, my
boy?’

I said, ‘Don’t you ask me any questions about
it, please. You’ll take it — won’t you?’

He said, ‘ Well, I'm puzzled. Is something the
matter?’

‘ Please take it,’ said I, ‘and don’t ask me any-
thing — then I won’t have to tell any lies. ’

He thought a while, and then he said, ‘Oho-0. I
think I see. You want to sell all your property to me —
not give it. That’s the correct idea. ’

Then he wrote something on a paper and read it
over, and said, ‘There. That means I have bought it

_2-
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from you and paid you for it. Here’s a dollar for you.
Now, you sign it. ’

So I signed it, and left.

Miss Watson’s slave, Jim, had a hair-ball as big
as your fist, which had been taken out of the fourth
stomach of an ox, and he used to do magic with it.
He said there was a spirit inside it, and it knew every-
thing. So I went to him that night and told him
Pap! was here again, because I found his tracks in
the snow. What I wanted to know was, what was he
going to do, and was he going to stay? Jim got out his
hair-ball, and said something over it, and then he held
it up and dropped it on the floor. It fell pretty solidly,
and only rolled about an inch. Jim tried it again, and
then another time, and it acted just the same. Jim got
down on his knees and put his ear against it and lis-
tened. But it was no use; he said it wouldn’t talk. He
said sometimes it wouldn’t talk without money, so I
told him I had a quarter?. Jim put the quarter under
the hair-ball and got down and listened 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 said,
go on. So the hair-ball talked to Jim, and Jim told it
to me. He said, ‘ Your old father doesn’t know, yet,
what he’s going to do. Sometimes he thinks he’ll go
away, and then again he thinks he’ll stay. The best
way is to rest easy and let the old man take his own
way. ’

When [ lit my candle and went up to my room

1 pap: BE 2 quarter: _+HEDINED

-3-




ERRERLS (ASRHELS 8)

that night, there sat Pap himself! I had shut the door.
Then I turned around, and there he was. I used to be
scared of him all the time, he beat me so much. I
reckoned 1 was scared now, too; but in a minute I
saw I was mistaken. That is, after the first jolt! , be-
cause he was so unexpected, I saw I wasn’t scared of
him enough to be worth bothering about.

He was about fifty, and he looked it. His hair
was long and greasy? , and hung down, and you could
see his eyes shining through. It was all black, no grey;
so was his long, mixed-up beard. There was no colour
in his face, where his face showed. It was white; not
like another man’s white, but a white to make you
sick, a white to make your flesh crawi® — a tree-frog
white, a fish-belly white. As for his clothes — just
rags, that was all. He had one ankle resting on the
other knee. Two of his toes stuck through the boot on
that foot, and he worked them now and then. His old
black hat was lying on the floor.

I stood looking at him; he sat there looking at
me, with his chair tilted back a little. I put the candle
down. I noticed the window was up, so he had
climbed in by the shed. He kept looking at me all
over. Soon he said, ‘ Smart clothes — very. You’ve
put on some frills* since I’ve been away. You’re edu-
cated too, they say; can read and write. You think
you’re better than your father, now, don’t you, be-
cause he can’t? I'll take it out of you. Who told you

1 jolt: BER 2 greasy: MS58Y 3 crawl: XEREBRZENR
B 4 frill. KB

-4 -




Sttt of stlbons e . S

you could meddle! with such foolishness, hey? —
who told you you could?’

‘ The widow. She told me. ’

‘ The widow, hey? — and who told the widow
she could bother about a thing that’s none of her busi-
ness?’

‘ Nobody ever told her.

‘Well, I'll teach her not to meddle. And look
here — you drop that school, you hear? I'll teach
people to bring up a boy to pretend to be better than
his own father. Your mother couldn’t read, and she
couldn’t write, either, before she died. None of the
family could, before they died. I can’t. Say — let me
hear you read?’

I took up a book and began something about Gen-
eral Washington and the wars. When I'd read about
half a minute, he knocked the book with his hand
across the house. He said, ‘It’s so. You can do it. I
had my doubts when you told me. Now look here;
you stop putting on frills. I won’t have it. If I catch
you about that school I'll beat you. I never saw such a
son. ’

He took up a little blue and yellow picture of
some cows and a boy, and said, ‘What’s this?’

‘It’s something they gave me for learning my
lessons well. ’

He tore it up, and said, ‘I’ll give you something
better — I'll give you a beating. ~

He sat there growling a minute, and then he

’

1 meddle: SL%
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said, ‘A bed, and bedclothes, and a mirror, and a
carpet on the floor — and your own father has to sleep
with the pigs in the yard. I never saw such a son. T'll
take some of these frills out of you before I've fin-
ished with you. Why, they say you're rich. Hey? —
how’s that?’

‘They lie — that’s how. ’

‘Look here — mind how you talk to me. I'm
standing about all I can stand, now. I’ve been in town
two days, and I haven't heard anything except about
you being rich. 1 heard about it away down the river,
too. That’s why I came. You get me that money to-
morrow — I want it. ’

‘I haven’t got any money. ’

‘It’s a lie. Judge Thatcher’s got it. You get it. I
want it.’

‘I haven't got any money, I tell you. You ask
Judge Thatcher. He’ll tell you the same. ’

¢ All right. T'll ask him. Say — how much have
you got in your pocket? I want it.’

‘I’ve only got a dollar, and I want that to. ..

‘It doesn’t make any difference what you want it
for. You just get it out. ’

He took it and bit it to see if it was good, and
then he said he was going down town to get some
whisky. He said he hadn’t had a drink all day. When
he had got out on the shed, he put his head in again,
and told me to mind about that school, because he
was going to beat me if I didn’t drop that.

’



Chapter 2

.
NExT day he was drunk. He went to Judge Thatcher’s
and tried to make him give up the money, but he
couldn’t, and then he swore he’d make the law force
him. He went for Judge Thatcher in the courts to
make him give up the money, and he went for me,
too, for not stopping school. He caught me a couple
of times and beat me, but I went to school just the
same, and dodged! him or out-ran him most of the
time. I didn’t want to go to school much before, but I
reckoned? I'd go now to spite Pap. Every time he got
money he got drunk, and every time he got drunk he
made trouble around town. And every time he made
trouble he got jailed.

He started hanging around the widow’s too
much, and so she told him at last, that if he didn’t
stop coming around there she would make trouble for
him. Well, he was mad. He said he would show who
was Huck Finn’s boss. So he watched out for me one
day in the spring, and caught me, and took me up the
river about three miles in a small boat. He crossed

1 dodge: (RFF,8H 2 reckon: iAW, 8
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over to the Ilinois! shore where there were no houses
except an old log hut. The timber was so thick there
you couldn’t find it if you didn’t know where it was.

He kept me with him all the time, and I never
got a chance to run off. We lived in that old cabin,
and he always locked the door and put the key under
his head at night. He had a gun which he had stolen,
I reckon, and we fished and hunted, and that was
what we lived on. Every little while he locked me in,
and went down to the store. He traded fish and game
for whisky and brought it home and got drunk and had
a good time, and beat me. The widow soon found out
where 1 was, and she sent a man over to try to get
hold of me, but Pap drove him off with the gun. It
wasn’t long after that till I was used to being where I
was, and liked it, all except the beatings.

It was kind of lazy and jolly? , lying about com-
fortably all day, smoking and fishing, and no books
nor study. Two months or more passed, and my
clothes got to be all rags and dirt. I didn’t see how I'd
ever got to like it so well at the widow’s, and [ didn’t
want to go back any more. They were pretty good
times up in the woods there, all round.

But soon I couldn’t stand Pap’s beatings. He
went away so much, too, and locked me in. Once he
locked me in and was gone three days. I was
dreadfully lonely. I thought he had drowned and I
wasn’t ever going to get out any more. I was scared. I
made up my mind I would fix up some way to leave

1 Illinois: (EE)PFREHIM 2 jolly: JE RN, 30
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there. I had tried to get out of that cabin many times,
but I couldn’t find a way. There wasn’t a window big
enough for a dog to get through. I couldn’t get up the
chimney , it was too narrow. The door was thick solid
oak. Pap was pretty careful not to leave a knife or
anything in the cabin when he was away. I was
searching the place all the time, because it was about
the only way to pass the time. But this time I found
something at last. I found an old rusty! woodsaw
without any handle. I greased it up and went to work.
There was on old horse-blanket nailed against the logs
at the far end of the cabin behind the table, to keep
the wind out. I got under the table and raised the blan-
ket and went to work to saw a section of the big
bottom log out, big enough to let me through. Well,
it was a long job, but I was getting towards the end of
it when I heard Pap’s gun in the woods. I got rid of
the signs of my work, and dropped the blanket and
hid my saw, and pretty soon Pap came in.

Pap wasn’t in a good humour. He said he had
been down to town, and everything was going wrong.
His lawyer said he reckoned he would win his law
case and get the money, if they ever got started on the
trial? ; but there were ways to put it off a long time,
and Judge Thatcher knew how to do it. And he said
people thought there’d be another trial to get me away
from him and give me to the widow for my guardian.
This shook me up considerably, because I didn’t want
to go back to the widow’s any more. The old man

1 rusty: £55689,%IH8Y 2 trid: FE
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