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This scene takes place during Huck’s time in Tom’s “band of robbers” (15), after Huck “offered [the 
gang] Miss Watson–they could kill her”(16) if he told their secrets. The episode begins in the evening 
with Huck sitting in the parlor in the widow’s house. Miss Watson walks in and stands over him with her 
hands on her hips. 
  
Miss Watson: “Now Huckleberry, I heard from some people that you’ve been running around with some 
friends of yours, calling yourselves a little band of robbers, and making trouble here and there. Is that 
true?” 
  
Huck: “A lot of people say a lot things, but it’s not always true, what they say.” 
  
Miss Watson: “What did I tell you about lying, Huckleberry?” 
  
Huck: “Well, you said tellin’ the truth’ll get me to the good place but I don’t see no advantage in tellin’ 
the truth or goin’ to the good place so I reck’n lyin’ is best.” 
  
Miss Watson sits down in a chair beside Huck. 
  
Miss Watson: “Now that sure is a wicked thing to say. Do you know what happens down in the bad place, 
Huckleberry?” 
  
Huck: “No ma’am, but I reck’n it’s probably somethin’ bad.” 
  
Miss Watson: “You’ll stay down there for all of eternity and be living in misery. I don’t think anyone 
wants to go to the bad place, not even those little friends of yours. I know I’m going to live so as to go to 
the good place. Now, you know what else is gonna get you to the bad place, besides lying? Stealing. And 
killing too. I also heard that you told your friends they could kill me if you did something wrong. Do you 
think that’s fair?” 
  
Huck: “I think if it were true, you should be flattered to be considered the best person I would offer up to 
be killed.” 
  
Miss Watson: “I want you to stop right there and think about what would happen if I was in a gang and I 
offered you up to be killed. Would you feel very ‘flattered’?” 
  
Huck: “I don’t know but you probably wouldn’t pick me to kill anyways, ‘cause you’ve got the widow to 
pick.” 
  
Miss Watson: “Pretend you were me and I was you. How would you feel then?” 
  
Huck: “Well, if I was you, I guess I’d be pretty happy to get to go to the good place so soon.” 
  
Miss Watson lets out an exasperated sigh. 
  
Miss Watson: “Fine, then. Pretend I didn’t have any family and I picked you and now you’re going be 
killed no matter what. Now how would you feel?” 
  
Huck pauses for a moment. 



  
Huck: “Well, I guess if I’m me, and I really have to be killed, then I–I don’t think I wanna die yet.” 
  
Miss Watson: “Exactly. I thought I’d have taught you enough by now for you to learn that you ought to 
treat others the same way you want to be treated.” 
  
Hacking noise commences in background; Jim, the slave, starts chopping wood outside. 
  
Miss Watson: Now tell me, what do you think it means to be a good Christian? 
  
Huck: Well, I reck’n you’re about to say it means you don’t offer up people to be killed. 
  
Miss Watson: Well, yes, sure. But I was really about to say that a good Christian loves his neighbor. 
That’s what the Bible tells us to do–to love our neighbors like we love ourselves. A good Christian is kind 
and generous and treats his neighbor with the dignity a human being deserves.  
  
Jim enters the parlor and places a stack of wood in fireplace. 
  
Miss Watson: “And you know what? Being a good Christian ain’t so far from being a good American. Do 
you know what this country was founded on?” 
  
Huck: “Maybe dirt, I guess. And rocks.” 
  
Miss Watson: “Well, no. It was freedom and equality. And you know what our declaration of 
independence said? It said that all men are created equal.” 
  
Huck: Then why ain’t everyone rich? 
  
Miss Watson: “Well, now you’re missing the point. The point is all people are equal so you’ve gotta treat 
‘em like it. 
  
Jim leaves the parlor and goes into the kitchen. 
  
Miss Watson: "You know what people said in the days of the revolution? They said we were enslaved. 
And why, we were. And the king of Britain was our master who was only ever out to steal our liberty 
from us. They started taking our money and our property and killing our men–good, Christian men. And 
then the war came around and we showed ‘em that we weren’t gonna let ‘em come into our country and 
take our freedom away from us. So Huckleberry, if you’ go around killing people or letting anyone kill 
people, especially people like me who have only ever treated you nicely, you’ll be stealing away liberty 
and then you’ll be no better than those old British tyrants.” 
  
Jim starts sweeping the floor just outside the parlor. Miss Watson looks at the clock. 
  
“Well, would you look at that–it’s about time for prayers now. I guess that’s enough for today. But you 
remember to be good, Huckleberry, just like I’ve taught you.” 
  
Miss Watson exits the parlor to fetch the slaves for prayers. 
  
 
 


