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You won‛t know about me, unless you‛ve read a 
book called The Adventures of Tom Sawyer. 

That book was by Mr. Mark Twain, and he told 
the truth, mostly. There were things that he 

stretched, but mostly he told the truth.

St. Petersburg, 
Missouri, America. 1844.

That book was about my friend Tom Sawyer, 
Tom‛s Aunt Polly, the Widow Douglas, and 

also me. My name is Huckleberry Finn.

Come on, 
Huck. The 
money is in 
this cave!

I‛ll believe 
it when I see 

it, Tom.
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Now you listen 
to me, Huckleberry 

Finn. We‛ll start a gang of 
robbers and call it Tom Sawyer‛s 
Gang. But you can‛t join unless you 

go back to the Widow Douglas 
and be respectable.

This is 
Huckleberry 

Finn.

I told you 
it was hidden 

in there!

You boys 
sure are 

lucky.

Now, the way that book ended was like this: 
Tom and me found some money that robbers 
had hidden in a cave, and it made us rich. We 

got six thousand dollars each—all in gold.

Then, because my father hadn‛t been seen for a long 
time, and everyone thought he was dead, the Widow 
Douglas took me in. She tried to make me civilized.

I wasn‛t the only one living with her. 
Her sister, Miss Watson, a slim old maid 

with glasses, had just come to stay.
It was hard living in the house all 

the time, considering how boring the 
widow was. Before long, I couldn‛t 

stand it anymore and ran away.

Soon Tom Sawyer 
came and found me.

We took the money to Judge 
Thatcher, and he put it in a bank for 
us and gave us the interest. It was 
more money than a boy could spend.
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I know I heard 
something.

Who‛s 
there?

Meet me 
tonight.

Poor lost 
lamb! You just 

stay with me and 
I‛ll take good care 

of you. 

I went back, and the widow 
was glad. She put me in new 
clothes again, but they made 
me feel cramped and sweaty.

I wasn‛t sure how long I could sit 
still in that bush for but, after six 
or seven minutes, Jim fell asleep.

Well, Jim decided to sit down and 
keep watch, which meant that me 

and Tom had to hide in a bush.

Miss Watson had several slaves, but 
Jim was the biggest of them all.

When I saw Tom waiting outside for me, 
I switched off the light in my room and 

scrambled out of the window. Unfortunately, 
I broke a tree branch and someone heard me.

Later on that night, I heard the 
clock in town chime twelve times. 

Then I heard a twig snap, and I knew 
Tom Sawyer had come to get me.

It wasn‛t so bad; at least 
I‛d be in Tom‛s gang.
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If I ever 
tell any secrets, 
you can kill Miss 

Watson.

Oh, she‛ll 
do. Huck can 

come in!
I don‛t know, 

but that‛s what 
gangs do. 

But Huck 
doesn‛t have 
any family.

Ransom?  
What‛s 
that?

Now, we‛ll 
start this band of 

robbers and call it Tom 
Sawyer‛s Gang.

If any boy 
tells the secrets of 

the gang, we‛ll hold his 
family to ransom.

Thanks, 
Jim. I‛ll take 

this.
Come on, 
let‛s go!

While Jim slept, Tom wanted to tie him 
up for fun, but I said no as he might 

wake up and cause a disturbance. Then 
Tom decided to take his hat instead.

When Jim woke up, he went all over town 
telling everybody that witches had taken 
his hat and played a trick on him. Jim was 

always blaming odd things on witches.

Tom had told his friends, such as 
Joe Harper and Ben Rogers, about 
the gang. They brought some of 

their friends who wanted to join too.

Nobody could think of what to do. The 
boys discussed it and were going to leave 

me out of the gang. But I had an idea.

Then we all made a blood 
oath, promising to keep 
the secrets of our gang.

Meanwhile, we ran through the 
village, to the bottom of a hill. Tom 

had arranged a meeting there.
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That‛ll 
teach him.

Run for 
your lives!

We played robbers for about a month, 
and then I resigned. All the boys did. We 
hadn‛t robbed or killed anybody, but had 

only pretended to. We used to jump out of 
the bushes and chase people; that was all.

Three or four months passed by and it turned to 
winter. I had been going to school most of that time, 

and could spell and read and write just a little.

All we ever managed to rob was some 
donuts and jam that we took off some 
boys that we chased into the woods.

Once I got tired and didn‛t 
bother going to school.

But the punishment I got from 
the widow the next day ensured I 
wouldn‛t miss a day of school again.

I was getting used to the widow‛s ways, and was 
even beginning to like living in a house. I started to 
enjoy sleeping in a bed, instead of out in the woods.

One day, there was fresh 
snow on the ground, and I 
saw somebody‛s footprints.

Whoever it was had come from 
the direction of the quarry 

and stood right in front of the 
widow‛s fence. It seemed odd 

they hadn‛t gone into the house.

At fi rst I hated school, 
but later I got used to it.

CAMPFIRETM www.campfire.co.in



TH
E  A

D
VEN

TU
RES  O

F  H
U

CKLEBERRY  FIN
N

CA
M

PFIRE
M

A
RK TW

A
IN Classics

www.campfi re.co.in

US $ 9.99 / $ 10.99 CAN

99905

Download Campfi re App 

How could we have made this book bett er? 

share-your-views@campfi re.co.in




