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EXPLANATORY.

Ix this book a number of dialects are used, to wit : the Missouri negro dia-
lect ; the extremest form of the backwoods South-Western dialect ; the ordinary
¢ Pike-County ™ dialect ; and four modified varieties of this last. The shadings
bave not been done in a hap-hazard fashion, or by guess-work ; but pains-takingly,
and with the trustworthy guidance and support of personal familiarity with these
several forms of speech.

I make this explanation for the reason that without it many readers would
suppose that all these characters were trying to talk alike and not succeeding.

THE AUTHOR.
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Lo s LR
; and said he was going to start a band of robber
Tom Sawyer, he hunted me up and said he was gomng : g bers,

and I might join if I would go back to the
back.

The widow she cried over me,
but she never meant no harm by it. She put me

widow and be respectable. So I went

and called me a poor lost lamb, and she called

me a lot of other names, too,
in them new clothes again, and I couldn’t
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 eat-

do nothing but sweat and sweat, and

ing, 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
2o better.

After supper she got out
her book and learned me
about Moses and the Bul-
rushers ; 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 -

LEARNING ABOUT MOSES AND THE ‘‘ BULRUSHERS,”




THEY TIP-TOED ALONG.

WE went tip-toeing along a path amongst

the trees back towards the end of the
widow’s garden, stooping down so as
the branches wouldn’t scrape our heads.
When we was passing by the kitchen
I fell over a root and made a noise.
We scrouched down and laid still,
Miss Watson’s big mnigger, named
Jim, was setting in the kitchen door;
we could see him pretty clear, becaunse
there was a light behind him. He
got up and stretched his neck out
about a minute, listening. Then he
Says,

““Who dah?”

He listened some more; then he
come tip-toeing down and stood
right between us; we could a touched
him, nearly. Well, likely it was min-
utes and minutes that there warn’t a
sound, and we all there so close
together. There was a place on my
ankle that got to itching; but I

dasn’t scratch it; and then my ear begun to itch; and next my back, right be-
tween my shoulders. Seemed like I'd die if I couldn’t scratch. Well, I've
noticed that thing plenty of times since. If you are with the quality, or at a
funeral, or trying to go to sleep when you ain’t sleepy—if you are anywheres



TOM SAWYERS GANG. 95

We went to a clump of bushes, and Tom made everybody swear to keep the
secret, and then showed them a hole in the hill, right in the thickest part of
the bushes. Then we lit the candles and crawled in on our hands and knees.
We went about two hundred yards, and then the cave opened up. Tom poked
about amongst the passages and pretty soon ducked under a wall where you
wouldn’t a noticed that there was a hole. We went along a narrow place and
got into a kind of room, all damp and sweaty and cold, and there we stopped.
Tom says :

“Now we'll start this band of robbers and call it Tom Sawyer’s Gang.

TOM BAWYER'S BAND OF ROBBERS,

Everybody that wants to join has got to take an oath, and write his name in
blood.”

Everybody was willing. So Tom got out a sheet of paper that he had wrote
the oath on, and read it. It swore every boy to stick to the band, and never
tell any of the secrets; and if anybody done anything to any boy in the band,
whichever boy was ordered to kill that person and his family must do it, and he
mustn’t eat and he mustn’t sleep till he had killed them and hacked a cross in



SUPERSTITION. 37

nad an old slick counterfeit quarter that warn’t no good because the brass showed
through the silver a little, and it wouldn’t pass nohow, even if the brass didn’t
show, because it was soslick it felt greasy, and so that would tell on it every time.
(I reckoned I wouldn’t say nothing about the dollar I got from the judge.) I
I said it was pretty bad money, but maybe the hair-ball would take it, because
maybe it wouldn’t know the difference. Jim smelt it, and bit it, and rubbed it,
and said he would manage so the hair-ball would think it was good. He said he
would split open a raw Irish potato and stick the quarter in between and keep it
there all night, and next morning you couldn’t see no brass, and it wouldn’t feel
greasy no more, and so anybody in town 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 guarter 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 says,
goon. So the hair-ball
talked to Jim, and Jim
told it to me. He says:
“Yo’ ole father doan’
know, yit, what he’s
a-gwyne to do. Some-
times he spec he’ll go

‘way, en den agin he
spec he’ll stay. De bes’ SO EARTROFING:

way is to res” easy en let de ole man take his own way. Dey’s two angels hoverin’
roun’ ’bout him. One uv ’em is white en shiny, en 'tother one is black. De
white one gits him to go right, a little while, den de black one sail in en bust it
all up. A body can’t tell, yit, which one gwyne to fetch him at de lag. But
you is all right. You gwyne to have considable trouble in yo’ life, en considable
joy. Sometimes you gwyne to git hurt, en sometimes you gwyne to git sick;
but every time you’s gwyne to git well agin, Dey’s two gals flyin’ ’bout you
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come in ? Well, den, you k’n git yo’ money when you wants it ; kase dat wuz
him.”

Tom’s most well, now, and got his bullet arcund his neck on a 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 am rotten glad of it, because if I'd a knowed what a trouble
it was to make a book I wouldn’t a tackled it and aint’t agoing to no more. But
I reckon I got to light out for the Territory ahead of the rest, because Aunt Sally

she’s going to adopt me and sivilize me and I can’t stand it. I been there before.

THE END. YOURS TRULY, HUCK FINN.
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