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TRWUTH.

ROYALTY ON THE MISSISSIPPI:

AS OHRONICLED BY HUCKLEBERRY FINN.

BY MARK TY7AIN,

Soon ea it was night, out we choved ;
when we got her oat to about tho middle,
wo let her alone, and lct her float wherover
the current wanted her to, Then welit the
pipes, and dangled our legs in tho water
and talkod about all kinds of thiogs.

Sometimes we'd hive tuat whole river all
to ourselves for the laugest time. Yonder
was the banke and tbe” islands, acroes tho
water; and may bé a spark,—which wes &
candle in a'cabin window,—and sometimes
on the water you could sce a spark or two,
on & raft or as0ow, you know ; and may be
you could hoar a tiddle or a song coming
over from one of them crafts. It's lovely to
live on a caft. Wo had the akw thero
all speckled with stars, and we to la
on our backs and look up at them, and dis-
cuss about whether they was made, or only
just happened. Jim he allowed thoy was
made, but I allowed they happoned. 1 judg-
od it would have took too long to male so
many, Jim said the moon could ’a’ laid
them ; well, that looked kind of reaso.sbdle,
30 I didn’t say nothing against it, because
I've seen a frog lay._moat as many, 8o of
course it conld be done.

Once or twico of a night we would see a
steamboat slipping along in the dmk, and
now and then she wonld belch s whole world
of aparks up cut of her chimneys, and they
would rain down in the riverand look awful
Emtty: then she would turn a corner, and

er lighta wonld wink outand her pow-wow
shut off and leave tho river still again; and
by and by her waves would get to us, along
time after she was gone, and jogglo the raft
s bit, and fter that you wouldn't hear
nothing for you couldn’t tell how long, ex-
cept may be frogs or something.

After midnight the people on shore went
to bed, and tten for two or three hours the
shores were black—no .more sparks in the
cabin windows, These sparks was our
clock—the Grst one that showed again
meant morning, 25 we bunted & place to
hide and tie up right away.

One moming, about daybresk, I founda
canoe and crossed over a chute to the main
shore,—it was only two hundred yards,—
and paddled about'a mile up acrick amongst
the cypress woods to see if I couldn't get
some berries, Justanl was a place
where a kind of cow-path crossed the crick,
here comes 3 couple of men tearing up the
path as tight as they oould footit. I
thought I was 2. goner, for whenever any-
body was after anybody I judged it was me
~or way be-Jim. I was about to digout
frc- there ins husty, %=t they were pretty
cless to me then, and supg put and bmd
moe to save thalc lives; said.they hadn't

Loen. nothing, and ‘was being chased
for it; seid’'there was men and dogs a-com-
ing.” They wanted to jump right in, but I

says: .

“Don’t you doit. T don't hear the dogs
and horees yet. You've got timse to crowd
through the brush and get up the crick a
little ways ; then you take to the waterand
wade down to me and get in—that'll throw
the dogs off the scent *

They dome it, and "scon as they wero
aboard I lit out for our tow-head, and in
about five or ten minutes wo heard thedogs
and the men away off, nhontin& We heard
them come along towards the crick, bat
couldn't see t-hexp; they seemed to atop snd
{ool around awhile, Then, as we got fur-
ther and further away all tho time, wo
couldnt hardly hebr them atall. By the
tin(nle :—: f:lk.d thle!t_. mile of’ w&s behind us
apd s o river, every was quie
and we paddled over to the togw-hna u:d’
hid in the cottonwoods and wassafe.

One of these fellows was about sweaty,
or upward, and had-a bald head and very
gray whiskers. He had an old battered up
slouch ~ston, and a gressy hluo woolen
shirt, and ragged old jean britches staffod
into his boot-:%pc, and bome-knit galluses—
10, he only had one. e had an old long.
tailed bluejeans coat with slick brass but-
tons flung over bis arm, and both of them
had big'fat rattylooking carpet:bha

The othér fellow was about thﬁy and
dressed about as onery, After breakiaat
:rhzn ‘uthsltdd off and taJLe}tli‘ xsd. tho first

come ount was that thesscha
di«‘i‘nst know one snotihctxg b!' , P
<. “What- got you intd trouble?” says the
‘baldhes’d«‘ux':'other chap. i

y |or six do)

4 ¥ell, I'd been snlling an article to tako
the tartar off the teeth~-aud it dooa tako it
off, too, and Fenonlly the enamel along with
it; but I staid about ono night longer than
I oaght to, and was just in
out when | ran across you on the trail this
side of town, and you told me they wore
coming, and begged me to help you to got
off. SoItold you I was expecting troublo
myself and would scatter out tcith you.
That's the whole yarn—what's yourn?”

*Well, I'd boen a-runnin’ a little temper-
anco revival thar, ‘bout a week, and was tho
pet of the women-folks, bigand little, for I
was makin' it mighty warmn for the rum-
mics, I tell ﬂo"u, acd takin' as anuch as five

s night—ten cents a head,
children and niggers frco—and business
a-growin’ all the time; when somehow or
other a littlo report got around, last night,
that I had & way of puttin’ in my time with
a private jug, on the aly. A nigger rousted
me out mornin', and told me the people
‘was getherin’ on the %uiet, with their dogs
and horses, and they’d be alox:g pr*ty soon
snd give me 'bout half an hour’se , an
then run me down if thoycou. aundif
they got me they'd tar and feather n.o and
ride mo on a rail, sure, I didn’t wait for
no breakfast—I warn't hungry.’

¢0Old man,” says the youag one, *‘I reck-
.on we might double-team it together; what
do you think ¢

s ug.’t undisposed. What's your lino—

y

“Jour printer by trade; do alittlein
patent medicines; theatre-actor—tragedy,
you know ; take a furn at meameriam and
phrenology when there's a chance; tesch
singing-geography achool fora change; sling
alecturesometimes, Oh, I1do lots of things—
most sn{%\in& that comes handy, so it ain’t
work. hat's your hg ™
“I've done considerable in the doctoring
way in my time, Layin' on o' handsis my
best holt—for cancer, and yais, and
aich things; and Ik'n tell a fortune pretty
good, when I've got somebody along to find
out the facts for me. DPreashin’s my line,
t00; and workin' camp-meetia’s ; and mis-
sionaryin’ around.”

Nobody never said anything for a while ;
then the young man :ove & sigh and says:

“Alu l"

¢ What're you alassin’ about?” says the
baldhead.

4To think I should have lived to be lead-
ing such a life, and be degraded down into
such uomm.ny." And he begun to wipe the
corner of his eyc with a rag.

you?” aays the baldh
uppish.
“Yes, it is good enough fur me; it's as
ag I deserve; for who fetched e so
ow, when I wassohigh? I did myself.
1 don’t blame you, gontlemen—far from it
I don’t blame anybody. I deserveitull
Let the cold world do its worst ; one thing

, pretty purt and

The world may go on justas it's always
done, and ukrt;r sverything froxlz’x mo—Joved
onvs, prope: ev —but it can't
take that. Some dsy RIS Jowe, in 1 and
forget it all, arid my poor broken heart will
be‘mg.” He w%nt im a-wiping.

‘your pore broken heart,” says the
baldhead ; ““what are tyou hc;ving’ our
pore b;o\’:’on heart at us £'r ? He hain'tdons

0

n . -

. “No, I know you baven't, I ain't blam-
ing you, gentlemen. 1 brought myseclf
down—yed, I did it mysclf. It'srightX
sbould suffer—perfectly right—I don't make
any moan.”

¢ Brought you down from whar? Whar
was you brought down from 1

¢“Ah, you would Dot believe mo; the
world 1ever belisves—let it ‘tis no
watter. The secret of my birthe——""
w“'.l‘he aecn:t of yourbirth? Do youmean

Ny ———-""

“Gentlomen,” says tho young man, ve
solemn, *T will reveal it to yon, for I fecl
may have confidence in you, By rightal
am a duke.”

Jims sayes bugged out when he heard
that, and I reckon mine did, too. Then
the baldbead says:

“* No1l you can't mean it

“Y"‘

My great- ather, cldest son
oftho Duke® of Brﬁ::g‘nw, "Bed to this

eact of sliding grad

d|on, and a

“Ain't the oompn.nyugood enoogh for Y

country about tho end of tho last century,
to breathe the pure airof freedom ; marriod
hore, and died, leaving a son, his own fathor
dying about the samo timo. Tte second
son of the lato duko sefzed the title and
estates—the infant real duko was ignored.
I am the lineal descendant of that infant—I
am tho rightful Duko of Bridgowater; and
here am I, forlorn, torn from my high es-
tate, hunted of men, despised by tho cold
world, ragged, worn, heart-broken, and de-
c:l to the companionship of felons ona
raft I’

Jim pitied him ever so_much, and so did
I. We tried to comfort him, but he said it
w :rn't much use, ho couldn't be much com-
forted; aaid if wo was a mind to acknow’
lodgo him, that would do him more ﬁ
than most anytbing elso; so wc said we
would, if ho would tull us how. e said we
ought to bow when we spoke to him, and
sy, “Your Grace,” or *My Lord,’ or
“Your Lordship,””—and he wouldn't mind
it if wo called him plain “Bridgowater,”
which he said was a title, anyway, and not
a name; and one of usought to walt on him
at dinner, and do any little thing for him ho
wanted done.

Well, that was all easy, so we done it.
All throngh dinner Jim stood around and
waited on b m, and says, “Will yo' Grace
have some o’ dis, or some o' dat?’ and so
body could sen it was mighty
nleluZ to him,

But the old man got Eretty silent Ly and
by—didn’t have much to say, and didn't
look pretty comfortable over all that pet-
ting that was going on around that duke,
}He seemed to have somothing on his mind.
So, along in the aftornoon, he says :

¢ Looky here, Bilgewater,” he says, *“I'm
'nation sorry for you, but you atn't the
only person that's had troubles like that.,”

“No?’

“No, yon ain't. You ain't the only per-
son that's been snaked down wrongfully
out'na lxiqh place.”

N0, you ain't the only person that's had
a secret of his birth.”

And Ae beglus to cry.

s“Hold! \Vhat doyou mean?’

“Bilgowater, kin I trust you?” saya the
old man, still sort of sobbing.

«To the bitter death 1 He took the old
man by the hand and squeczed it, and says:
Thne secrot of your being ; speak 1"

¢ Bilgewater, I am the late Dauphin 1”

3 oubet you Jim and mestared this time.
Then the dnke saya:

*You aro what ?”

“Yes, my friend, it is too true—your eyes | we

is lookin’ at this very moment on the pore
dizappearcd Dauphin, Looy the Seventeen,
son of Looy the Sixteen and Marry An-
tonette.”

«Toa! Atyourage! No! You mean
= v the late Charlemagne; you must be
?ix o weven hundred yoars old, at the very
leart.”’

Trouble has done it, Bilgewater, troublo
hs done it; trouble has brung these {my
haits and this premature balditude. Yes,
gentlemen, you sec before you, in bluejeans
and misery, the wanderin', exiled,
trampled-on, and sufferin’ rightful King of

”

1 know—there’s a grave somewhere for me. | France.

Well, he cricd and took on 80 that meand
Jim didn't know hardly what to do, we was
so sorry—and 8o glad and proud wo'd got
bim with ms, too. So wo set i, like we dene
before with tho duke, and tried to comfort
him. But heaaid it warn't no use, nothing
but to bo dead and dono with it all conld do
him any good ; though hesaid it often made
him:feel casier and better fora while if
peoplo treated him according to his rights,
and got down on one knee to speak to him,
and always called him “Your Mrg’e:t*" and
waited on him first at mcals, and didn’t set
down in his presence till he asked them,
S0 Jim and me sot to msjestying him, and
doing this and that and t'other for hit, and
standing vp till ho told us we might set
down. This! dono him heaps of good, and
so ho got cheerful and comfortable. But
the duke kind of soured on him, and didn't
look a bit satisfied with tho way things
were going; still, tho king acted real
fricndly *toward him, aud said the duke’s
groat-grandfathcr and all the other Dokes
of Bilgewatcr was a good deal thought of by
his father, and was allowed to come to the

alace copsiderable; but tho duke ataid
}zuﬂ'y a gnod while, till by and by the king

says:

?‘Llh as-"not wo got to be togothera
blamed lung time, on this h-yer raft, Bilge.
water, and 80 what's the use of your being

sour? It'll only make thingseny
able, It ain't m{ fault I wamy
duke, it atn’t your fault you wamt |
king—s0 what's the use to wonry?
the best o’ things the way you ﬁnnx'
I—that'a my motto. This ain’t neby
that we've atruck here—plenty grodh
easy life. Come, give us your E:d, ]
and less all be frionds.”

Tho duko dons it, and Jimand
protty glad to sco it,

It didn’t take mo long to make
mind that these liars wam't oo )i
dukes at all, but iuat low-down hey
and frauds. But nover eald oo
nover let on; kopt it to myadf; it
best way ; then you ont haveno
and don’t got into wuo troulls, It
wanted us to call them kings and d:
hadn't no objections, 'long as it world
peace in the family ; and it wamt »
to toll Jim, so I didn’t tefl him,

«Thoy aaked usconsiderable many
tions; wanted to know what wo cor
the raft that way for, and lald by §
daytimeinstead of running—was Jin

away nigger?

Says §8 -

“Goodness sakes, would a rurawsys
run south?’

No, they allowed he wouldat |
to account for things some way, el s
My folks was lving in Dike 0
Missouri, where I was born, andth
died off but me and P’a and my brott
Pa, he 'lowed he'd break upandgp
and live with-Uncle Ben, who's gota
one horse place on the river, forty-fex
below Orleans. P'a was pretty poc,
bzad some Cebts ; s0 when he'd squam
thero warn't nothing left but sixteens
and our nigger, Jim, That wam't o
to take us fourteen hundred mile; deck
sago nor no other way. Well, xle
river roae, pa had & streak of lock o
he ketched this picce of a raft; so0 we
oned we'd go down to Orleansonit
luck didn'c hold out ; & steamboat raz
the forward ocorner of tho raft ose
and we all went overboard and dore
the wheel ; Jim and me come up allg
but pa was drunk, and Ike wasorly
ears old, sothe: nevercomeupm
Vell, the next day or two we kad o
able trouble, because pcople was i
coming out in akiffs and trying to take
away from me, saying they belicvedls
a runaway nigger. e don't mady
no more now ; nights they don't betbs

The duko says: .

“Leave me alone to ciphercats

e can run in the dayti r.ifwe
1’1 think the thing over—I'lliovent s
thatl fix it. We'll let it alone forts
because of course we don’t want 1o
that town yonder by daylight—it =3
 be healthy.”

Towards night it begun to darkens,
look like rain; tho heat lightaiy
squirting around, loww down in theak;
tho leaves was beginning to ahiver; 4
going to bo pretty ugly, it waeary
that. Sotho duilc and the king
overhanling our wigwam, tosec wid
beds were like My bed waaain
—Dbetter than Jim's, which wasa coxd
tick ; there’s always cobs around abey
shuck tick, and thoy poke iclo
hurt; and when you roll over,
shucks sow.nd like you was rollinge

ile of dend leaves; it mn}iu sach 3
Ping that yoa wake up, \Well, thec:
lowed he would take m{ bed; buttke
allowed he wouldn’t. e say3:

+4) should "a’ rockoned the differe
rank would 'a’ acjeated to yeuth.is
shuck bed warn’t just fitien for me®
on, Your Gracoll take the stxd
yourself.” .

Jin and :ne was afraid there ¥
to be somo inore trouble amepgit L2
wo was pretiy glad when the dukasy!

«'Tis miy fato tg be always g
the mire under tho iron heel of op W
Misfortnne has broken my uncets
spirit; I yiold, I submits tumy
am alone in the world—let me safer;

bo:{’it"t it was gl
" a8 3000 23
o o ki told us to stazd

dark. Tho king
towards the middlo of therirer,
show a light till we got a loog n&
tho town. We como in_sight of
bunch of lights by and by—thst‘
town, you know--and 2lid by, sbe ’
a mile'ont, all right. 1When e w3
uarters of a milo below, we hoisted @
"‘lisnﬂ Iantern; and about %309

come on to rain and blow

litta’
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