 Adventures  of Huckleberry Finn
Epilogue


I set the letter down on the desk and looked out the window at the doings down below. St Louis was but a bustling city. Mine eyes drifted to the river though and the bit o’ Bloody Island I could see. My memories came at me like a flood jus like how the Mississippi does up on the mud flats after a good April storm and I thought of another island long ago where many a adventures had began. Jackson’s Island, tha’s where my nigger Jim an I started off from afta we both done run off and started our raftin’ down river to freedom.


I wiped a tear from my eye and thought how things turned out different than we had ever planned. Turned out Jim was a free nigger all along ‘cuz when Miss Watson died she willed that Jim be a freed nigger. An he thought she’uz gonna sell him. Well he was free and stead o having to steal his chiln outa slavery I bought em for him and gave him their papers. We never did find his wife though as she had been sold by the farmer who owned her. Aunt Sally and Silas Phelps were so happy bout what Jim had done for Tom and me that they said the chiln could come live with them and that Liza, one of their nigger women, would care for em.  Jim was mighty happy bout this an said so too. 

He got a job on a river boat going up and down the Mississippi. He took vantage of the stops an asked often bout finding where his wife’d been sold to, but he never did find her. I know all this cuz I dint head into Indian Territory like I planned. No I stayed wi’ Aunt Sally. She wasn’t so strict as the Widow Douglas tho she did give me learnin and Silas Phelps being a preacher taught me of God too. I guess that aint all bad. I had freedom to come and go, but cuz of it I stayed mostly. An I got to see my Jim by and by when ever he came south and was able to visit. 

Now its five, no almost six, years after that night we escaped and Tom was shot and if it don’t beat all here I am sittin in St Louis goin to the university. Ima learnin to put my adventures down on paper so alls could read em. My professor says I got an imagination that beat all Hell, but no ones ever gonna read a book about a river rat written in such broken vanicular as I use. I jus laugh at him and tell him we’ll see by an by. Yup, we will see.

Now this letter come from Aunt Sally telling how Jim’s boat had laid over in Jackson, Mississippi for a couple days when he thought he’d go searchin around for news of his wife. The men in Jackson dint like some uppity nigger askin round bout their slaves. I’s told in this letter that is happened at night. Jim was walking back from one slave row on a plantation East of town when he was last seen. Next morning they’s found him hanging from a tree looking like he’d been licked with the raw hide.  They says there was talk in the town that there aint no freed niggers in Jackson, Mississippi and there never would be.

I sat there thinkin’ of Jim and that his chiln, Johnny and the deaf and dumb Elizabeth, tho they were niggers, were jus like me. We’s orphans all alike.  Don’t know how long I’s sitting there when I hear a knock on my door. I figured it was young mister Gluck, the son of the woman who ran the boarding house so I dint answer right off. By an by I realized the knocking wasn’t stopping so I got myself to the door.

“Mister Finn”, said the boy when I opened the door. “Ma said you got a letter today. You got a story to tell me? I want to hear all your stories and adventures.”

“I aint got no story today Jimmy.” I says. “ Yous gonna have to be patient boy. In time I’ll tell you my stories and you’ll get bout half my adventures by an by. In time, boy, you’ll get to other half iffen you’re payin attention when they come.”+

