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Preface

In this Autobiography I shall keep in mind the fact that I am speaking from the grave. I am literally speaking from the grave, because I shall be dead when the book issues from the press.

I speak from the grave rather than with my living tongue for a good reason: I can speak thence freely. When a man is writing a book dealing with the privacies of his lifea book which is to be read while he is still alivehe shrinks from speaking his whole frank mind; all his attempts to do it fail; he recognizes that he is trying to do a thing which is wholly impossible to a human being. The frankest and freest and privatest product of the human mind and heart is a love letter; the writer gets his limitless freedom of statement and expression from his sense that no stranger is going to see what he is writing. Sometimes there is a breach-of-promise case by and by; and when he sees his letter in print it makes him cruelly uncomfortable and he perceives that he never would have unbosomed himself to that large and honest degree if he had known that he was writing for the public. He cannot find anything in the letter that was not true, honest and respectworthy; but no matter, he would have been very much more reserved if he had known he was writing for print.

It has seemed to me that I could be as frank and free and unembarrassed as a love letter if I knew that what I was writing could be exposed to no eye until I was dead, and unaware and indifferent.

MARK TWAIN
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Introduction by Charles Neider

In my opinion Mark Twains autobiography is a classic of American letters, to be ranked with the autobiographies of Benjamin Franklin and Henry Adams. I think that it will be regarded as such over the years. The final work of one of our countrys most beloved authors, it is the product of one of those nineteenth-century giants whom we of this century are slow in replacing. It has the marks of greatness in itstyle, scope, imagination, laughter, tragedy.

It is the product of a highly original yet representative mind and it brings back the tone and flavor of an America which was young and optimistic, a homespun, provincial America but an America with greatness in its heart. Thoreaus America may have contained many lives of quiet desperation. Mark Twains decidedly did not. The mid-western and western frontiers were not the America of Concord and Boston. The difference between these places accounted, in the autobiographical context, for the difference between Mark Twain and Henry Adams, and in the literary one between Mark Twain and Henry James.

It must be said at once that now for the first time the material of the present volume is being presented as autobiography, and in the sequence which one would reasonably expect from autobiography. And for the first time the whole manuscript is being used as the source, not parts or selections of it. Also, the present volume contains from 30,000 to 40,000 words which have never before seen print. Mark Twain left a manuscript of unwieldy proportions, which included whole small books, such as Is Shakespeare Dead? He had thrown them into the grab bag which he thought of as his autobiography. Leaving such books out, we have a more reasonable manuscript. Bernard DeVoto has reckoned that Albert Bigelow Paine used about half of the latter manuscript in his edition of the Autobiography (1924) and that he himself used about half the remainder in his edition (1940).

To put it briefly, Paine either did not envision the possibility of a true autobiography or did not care to undertake to make one. The same can be said of DeVoto. Both said in their introductions that what they were presenting was not really autobiography but a kind of table-talk. To both men I owe thanks because they gave me the opportunity to do the exciting job which remained to be done.



When Mark Twain died in 1910 he was widely regarded as the most prominent and characteristic American writer of his generation. He had a large and devoted public, and this public had some reason to expect from him, as a posthumous publication, an autobiography which was the equal if not the superior of any yet written in the United States. It had been known for some time that he was writing such a book, and a number of chapters had appeared in twenty-five installments of the North American Review of 1906 and 1907. But his public was disappointed, for Mark Twain had some curious notions about writing an autobiography, notions which kept changing over the years except in one respect: they became ever more curious.

He began with composing sections by hand and ended with a series of autobiographical dictations. As early as the 70s he was writing fragments. Around 1873 he wrote a brief autobiographical sketch for his friend Charles Dudley Warner; in 1877 he recalled the early days in Florida, Missouri; in 1885, on the death of General Grant, he dictated a series of recollections of his meetings with the General; in 1890 he set down the Paige typesetting machine episode, that fiasco of his middle years, and his memories of his mother; in 1897-1898, while in Vienna, he wrote the brilliant chapters on the early days spent on his uncles farm; in 1899 he composed an autobiographical sketch for the use of his nephew, Samuel Moffett, on the basis of which Moffett wrote a biographical essay for the Uniform Edition of Mark Twains works, issued in the same year; in 1904 he wrote the notes on the Villa Quarto and the memory of John Hay while living on the outskirts of Florence; and in 1906 he undertook the sustained series of dictations which added so greatly to the Autobiographys bulk.

The task alternately irked and pleased him. In 1877, at the age of forty-two, he had resolved to begin his autobiography at once, in a formal way. I did begin it, he wrote in 1904, but the resolve melted away and disappeared in a week and I threw my beginning away. Since then, about every three or four years I have made other beginnings and thrown them away. Once I tried the experiment of a diary, intending to inflate that into an autobiography when its accumulation should furnish enough material, but that experiment lasted only a week; it took me half of every night to set down the history of the day, and at the weeks end I did not like the result.

Within the last eight or ten years I have made several attempts to do the autobiography in one way or another with a pen, but the result was not satisfactory; it was too literary

With a pen in the hand the narrative stream is a canal; it moves slowly, smoothly, decorously, sleepily, it has no blemish except that it is all blemish. It is too literary, too prim, too nice; the gait and style and movement are not suited to narrative. That canal stream is always reflecting; it is its nature, it cant help it. Its slick shiny surface is interested in everything it passes along the bankscows, foliage, flowers, everything. And so it wastes a lot of time in reflections.

Later he experimented with newspaper clippings. I shall scatter through this Autobiography newspaper clippings without end. When I do not copy them into the text it means that I do not make them a part of the Autobiographyat least not of the earlier editions. I put them in on the theory that if they are not interesting in the earlier editions, a time will come when it may be well enough to insert them for the reason that age is quite likely to make them interesting although in their youth they may lack that quality.

He was not afraid to wander. In this autobiography it is my purpose to wander whenever I please and come back when I get ready. Once he thought he had found the right way. Finally in Florence, in 1904, I hit upon the right way to do an Autobiography: Start it at no particular time of your life; wander at your free will all over your life; talk only about the thing which interests you for the moment; drop it the moment its interest threatens to pale, and turn your talk upon the new and more interesting thing that has intruded itself into your mind meantime

And so, I have found the right plan. It makes my labor amusementmere amusement, play, pastime, and wholly effortless.

But early in 1906 he was having difficulties. The difficulties of it grow upon me all the time. For instance, the idea of blocking out a consecutive series of events which have happened to me, or which I imagine have happened to meI can see that that is impossible for me. The only thing possible for me is to talk about the thing that something suggests at the momentsomething in the middle of my life, perhaps, or something that happened only a few months ago. It is my purpose to extend these notes to 600,000 words, and possibly more. But that is going to take a long timea long time.

At other times he was quite proud of what he was composing.

I intend that this autobiography shall become a model for all future autobiographies when it is published, after my death, and I also intend that it shall be read and admired a good many centuries because of its form and methoda form and method whereby the past and the present are constantly brought face to face, resulting in contrasts which newly fire up the interest all along like contact of flint with steel. Moreover, this autobiography of mine does not select from my life its showy episodes, but deals merely in the common experiences which go to make up the life of the average human being, and the narrative must interest the average human being because these episodes are of a sort which he is familiar with in his own life and in which he sees his own life reflected and set down in print. The usual, conventional autobiographer seems to particularly hunt out those occasions in his career when he came into contact with celebrated persons, whereas his contacts with the uncelebrated were just as interesting to him and would be to his reader, and were vastly more numerous than his collisions with the famous.

Howells1 was here yesterday afternoon and I told him the whole scheme of this autobiography and its apparently systemless systemonly apparently systemless, for it is not that. It is a deliberate system and the law of the system is that I shall talk about the matter which for the moment interests me, and cast it aside and talk about something else the moment its interest for me is exhausted. It is a system which follows no charted course and is not going to follow any such course. It is a system which is a complete and purposed jumblea course which begins nowhere, follows no specified route, and can never reach an end while I am alive, for the reason that if I should talk to the stenographer two hours a day for a hundred years I should still never be able to set down a tenth part of the things which have interested me in my lifetime. I told Howells that this autobiography of mine would live a couple of thousand years without any effort and would then take a fresh start and live the rest of the time.

He said he believed it would and asked me if I meant to make a library of it.

I said that that was my design but that if I should live long enough the set of volumes could not be contained merely in a city, it would require a state, and that there would not be any multibillionaire alive, perhaps, at any time during its existence who would be able to buy a full set, except on the installment plan.

Howells applauded, and was full of praises and indorsement, which was wise in him and judicious. If he had manifested a different spirit I would have thrown him out of the window. I like criticism, but it must be my way.

And in a similar vein:

This Autobiography of mine differs from other autobiographiesdiffers from all other autobiographies, except Benvenutos, perhaps. The conventional biography of all the ages is an open window. The autobiographer sits there and examines and discusses the people that go bynot all of them, but the notorious ones, the famous ones; those that wear fine uniforms, and crowns when it is not raining; and very great poets and great statesmenillustrious people with whom he has had the high privilege of coming in contact. He likes to toss a wave of recognition to these with his hand as they go by and he likes to notice that the others are seeing him do this, and admiring. He likes to let on that in discussing these occasional people that wear the good clothes he is only interested in interesting his reader and is in a measure unconscious of himself.

But this Autobiography of mine is not that kind of autobiography. This Autobiography of mine is a mirror and I am looking at myself in it all the time. Incidentally I notice the people that pass along at my backI get glimpses of them in the mirrorand whenever they say or do anything that can help advertise me and flatter me and raise me in my own estimation I set these things down in my Autobiography. I rejoice when a king or a duke comes my way and makes himself useful to this Autobiography, but they are rare customers, with wide intervals between. I can use them with good effect as lighthouses and monuments along my way, but for real business I depend upon the common herd.

And in March of 1907, while on vacation in Bermuda, he recorded still another objective of the Autobiography. I do not need to stay here any longer, for I have completed the only work that was remaining for me to do in this life and that I could not possibly afford to leave uncompletedmy Autobiography. Although that is not finished, and will not be finished until I die, the object which I had in view in compiling it is accomplished: that object was to distribute it through my existing books and give each of them a new copyright of twenty-eight years, and thus defeat the copyright statutes cold intention to rob them and starve my daughters. I have dictated four or five hundred thousand words of autobiography already and if I should die tomorrow this mass of literature would be quite sufficient for the object which I had in view in manufacturing it.

In his Autobiography Mark Twain let out most of the stops in whatever disciplines he had managed to maintain during his writing career. Bernard DeVoto believed that Twains failure to write a coherent autobiography was due to a certain dread. When he invoked Hannibal [that is, his early years] he found there not only the idyll of boyhood but anxiety, violence, supernatural horror, and an uncrystallized but enveloping dread. Much of his fiction, most of his masterpiece [Huck Finn], flows from that fantasy-bound anxiety.

I think that the impulse to write his autobiography was in part an impulse to examine and understand that dread. And I think that the impulse was arrested short of genuine self-revelation because the dread was so central in him that he could approach it only symbolically, by way of fiction.

But one does not need to rely on such a theory in order to account for Mark Twains difficulties with his Autobiography. His mind, rich in memory and nostalgia, kept seeking anecdotic forms of recollection, forms which did not easily suit the chronological organization of the classic autobiography. And it was a case of the story teller irked by facts, the dross which inhibited fancy. If the facts were sometimes the losers, that worried Mark Twain not at all. I dont believe these details are right but I dont care a rap. They will do just as well as the facts, he once wrote in his Autobiography. In this respect he had good company, even the meticulous Henry Adams. Speaking of a journey to Washington with his father as a twelve-year-old in 1850, Adams wrote in his own autobiography, The journey was meant as education, and as education it served the purpose of fixing in memory the stage of a boys thought in 1850This was the journey he remembered. The actual journey may have been quite different, but the actual journey has no interest for education. The memory was all that mattered

Mark Twains life was a long and rich one; it seemed to him an inexhaustible mine of recollection. The associations streamed out from it in a million directions and it was his quixotic hope to capture most of them with the irony and humor and storytelling gift which were his own way of regarding the human drama. He was staggered by the size of the task and justly so. The real question is whether he actually failed, as has been generally believed. It is true that he did not use a comprehensive, a strategic approach, that he kept winning tactical battles at the cost of winning a war. But many works of art are approached in such a way, works which reach a great culmination. Perhaps if he had lived a few years longer he would have found a sufficient perspective to organize the Autobiography and edit out of it all the irrelevant materials which his odd methods of composition had allowed to sneak in. The fact is that the greatness is there. You can edit the trivia out but you cannot edit the greatness in. One of the ironies of art is that it is possible to win a war and lose the battles, and that it is more tragic to lose the battles than the war. Formal neatness and comprehensive sweep: and dead or dying details. The details in Mark Twains Autobiography are intensely alive, those which are part of the true birth.

Mark Twain was trying to amuse himself: that was his chief aim during the dictations. (It was during the dictations, near the end of his life, that he let most of the trivia in. And the trivia is always set apart; there is no case of a brilliant section which contains it. Everything is distinctly of a piece: the good is good, the bad is clearly bad.) He had produced his share of work in the world; he had outlived most of the people he cared for; the world was in a bad way and he was not averse to leaving it. And so he reminisced, and by so doing he amused himselfreminisced on his own terms, not on the worlds, not according to some theory of autobiographical composition.



It was in 1906 that Albert Bigelow Paine began to have an influence on the Autobiography. Meeting Twain at a dinner in New York, he asked if he might visit him soon. At their next meeting he proposed to write the official biography of him and Mark Twain agreed. As a result, Twain undertook a series of autobiographical dictations, to be used partly by Paine as the basis of the biography and to be published in and for themselves at an appropriate time. The word appropriate in this connection turned out to have a surprisingly flexible meaning. At first it was Mark Twains intention to publish no part of his autobiography until a century after his death; then, shortly afterward, he set about publishing numerous chapters of it in the North American Review. In some parts of the typescript he indicated marginally that they were to wait for fifty years after his death; in others seventy-five; and in several places five hundred years after the year of composition. Some of these injunctions have been adhered to by his heirs and executors; others, for good reasons, have not.

The dictations were begun in Twains New York home at 21 Fifth Avenue, were continued for a while near Dublin, New Hampshire, then in New York again and eventually in Redding, Connecticut, in Stormfield, Twains last home. They went on fairly continuously for two years, then intermittently for another two, and were ended by Twains death in the spring of 1910. The dictations, although rarely the equal of certain of the reminiscences Mark Twain composed earlier, by hand, are nevertheless invaluable for a complete account of his life, and in many instances they are excellent.

Paine had the unhappy choice of publishing the Autobiography as he found it or of regarding it as raw material and bringing it to a more or less finished state. I say unhappy because he faced a very special dilemma. What he found was a manuscript of unwieldy size, consisting of a series of extended notesa bundle of things relevant and inspired mixed with items irrelevant and dull; all in so disorganized a condition as to be bewildering, although the sections and fragments in themselves were thematically, stylistically and factually complete. If Paine had published the manuscript as he found it he would have been charged with lack of an understanding of his whole responsibility; if he had edited the manuscript he would probably have been criticized even more strongly. He decided to leave the responsibility with Mark Twain, except for the omissions he made whenever the spirit moved him, usually in the interest of propriety as he understood it, often failing to warn the reader that something had been left out.

Paine had another choice to make. Mark Twain had requested him to publish the Autobiography not in chronological order but in the sequence in which it was written and dictated. What an extraordinary idea! As though the stream of composition time were in some mysterious way more revealing than that of autobiographical time! To gauge Paines problem adequately one must keep in mind the fact that Mark Twain had approached his autobiography from all directions simultaneously. Paine offered no details of the manner or wording of Mark Twains request, nor did he suggest whether it was written or given orally, or whether made at the beginning of their relationship or near the end. And so we are unable to judge how much earnestness there was behind it. He merely noted: The various divisions and chapters of this work, in accordance with the authors wish, are arranged in the order in which they were written, regardless of the chronology of events. Ought Paine to have taken Mark Twains wish regarding sequence so literally? It was a delicate problem, but by no means either the first or the last of its kind to be presented to a literary executor. At any rate Paine adhered to Mark Twains wishes, and as a result it is impossible to call to memory another autobiography by a major writer which made its debut so inauspiciously and in so confusing a manner.

The shortcomings of the two volumes were plain. The Autobiography of 1924 was incomplete, raw, badly arranged. It was a grab bag, a repository for anything and everything; its chief flaw was that it correctly reflected Twains notions and methods. Beginning with fragments composed by hand as early as 1870, it ranged over sublime and ridiculous chapters down to dictations of April, 1906. Much of it was embarrassing: fragmentary notations on news stories of the day, exchanges of letters, opinions of the moment. Parts, such as the reminiscences of the uncles farm, were among the best things Mark Twain had ever written, and cried out to be saved. But it was difficult to save such an inauspicious edition, and the good things in it began to be forgotten with the bad. In time there were literate readers, and admirers of Mark Twain, who barely realized that he had tried his hand at an autobiography. Paines hope of issuing more volumes in the autobiographical series was doomed, and his desire to fulfill Mark Twains request by ending the work with the latters account of the death of his daughter Jean was frustrated.

Reviewing the two volumes, Carl Van Doren wrote in the Saturday Review of Literature, Are there still further candors to be expected? Or was Mark Twain really so cautious that the occasional objurgations of this book seemed to him untempered violence? These questions ought to be answered one way or the other, and not slurred over as they have here been by Mr. Paine. He spoke of the work as being casual and repetitious and disorderly but added that it was far from being a damp fizzle. He asked insistently, Is there more of it somewhere? Richard Aldington attacked Twain as not being very funny or much of a writer, and spoke of the tedium of these desultory disconnected pages in a review in the Spectator. Mark Twains friend, Brander Matthews, liked the book as the expression of a great and wise man, yet wrote, There is no consecutive record of a career, but only tumultuous recollections, poured forth as the spirit moved himIt begins anywhere; it doesnt end at all; it has no skeleton and no adroit adjustment of members; it ranges through the Cosmos and arrives at Chaos; it is compounded of unrelated fragments; it is haphazard and helter-skelter; it is casual and fortuitous

The best review was written by Mark Van Doren for The Nation. Van Doren warned that the book would be disappointing to anyone who expected a consecutive or otherwise ordered account of Mark Twains life. How much order anyone had a right to expect from the mind of this man is a question; but the fact remains that the book as it now appears is a jumble of things some of which are consequential and some of which are notUnpublished articles and other scraps on hand were shoveled in to make the manuscript complete. The sections were arranged in the order of their composition, not in the order of the events relatedBut the Autobiography, shapeless and disappointing as it is, must still be called a great book. Perhaps by very reason of its imperfections it reveals, in the plainest and most naked way, the quality of Mark Twains literary sinew. After comparing Twain with Fielding, Shakespeare and Rabelais, Van Doren wrote, He shares with those men their vast riches in the mine that is so indispensable to a writer of the first rank, the mine of eloquence. This is shown here not only in numerous paragraphs and pages which mount to the top pitch of expression, not only in eulogies and diatribes which sweep the reader from his bearings, but more convincingly yet in the evidence everywhere that Mark Twains interest in the arts of language was unbounded.



Sixteen years after the appearance of Paines edition, Bernard DeVoto issued Mark Twain in Eruption, which brought to the public a large new portion of the autobiographical typescript. DeVoto did not like Paines edition, which he called shapeless and annoying. He did not emulate Paines technique of sampling the contents of the Autobiography but instead depended on omitting trivialities and joining together things that belonged together. He did not hesitate to select, rearrange and edit. The organization of his volume was thematic. But the book he issued was supplementary to and conditioned by the edition of his predecessor; consequently it was as incomplete as Paines two volumes.

Speaking of the order which he gave his volume, DeVoto said, It is a loose order but it is the tightest one that can be given the Autobiography; and occasionally I have chosen to let the original order stand, at some cost in incoherence. But DeVoto was in error. His thematic order was an imposed one and could not accurately be called the tightest which can be given the Autobiography, the essence of whose internal order is time. The tightest order of any work is the order functional to it, inherent in it, the order which is in harmony with its subject.

DeVoto worked only with the unpublished parts of the typescript and as he did so he had occasion to make omissions. I have left out what seems to me irrelevant or uninteresting, he wrote; yet later in his introduction he admitted that he left out certain passages because they contained matter which was fantastic and injurious. He added that he had omitted other passages because the exaggeration gets so far into phantasy that it becomes a trivial rage. I have been able to examine the passages in question and have reached the conclusionnot an unexpected onethat the wise course is to let Mark Twain have his say in these matters of high emotion.

In some of the omissions DeVoto was no doubt influenced by opinions which he could not ignore, such as those of the Estate and of the surviving daughter; but in others, such as the suppression of the concluding observations relating to the Bret Harte matter, he exercised a kind of judgment which can be questioned. The remarks which I have included on temperament are all publishable and important, without involving the sensibilities of living persons, now or in 1940; they were among the remarks DeVoto omitted. I have left out nothing that seemed to me important, and I assume responsibility for the omissions as well as for what is printed, DeVoto wrote. In fact, he did leave out matter which he considered important; and the full responsibility for omissions was not his if in his role of editor he was deferring to the wishes of others.

But aside from such peculiarities as I have mentioned, DeVotos was a good volume, and the judgment and ability of its editor were clearly superior to those of Paine. It had clarity and organization. It resurrected forgotten chapters from the pages of the North American Review. It revealed new facets of Mark Twain which until 1940 had been observable only by scholars. It deserved the good press it received. The tone of its reception may perhaps be exemplified by Clifton Fadimans review in The New Yorker. It seems Mark Twain, scared to death of what Mrs. Grundy would say, left a whole pile of manuscripts to be issued at intervals after his death. Some of these odds and ends were published in Albert Bigelow Paines edition of the Autobiography, about as disappointing a book as ever came from the pen of a first-rate writer. Out of a part of the remainder, that sagacious Resurrection Man, Bernard DeVoto, has carpentered a book which may add little to Mark Twains literary stature but a good deal to our understanding of his split temperamentAll in all, a valuable book, readable for itself and indispensable for the new light it throws on the author. Mr. DeVotos industry, taste and knowledge of his subject have combined to produce a volume in which Mark Twains voice speaks unmistakably, though from the grave.



By now the reader will have surmised what my own plan has been. Working with the autobiographical manuscript as a whole, both unpublished and published parts, I weeded out a variety of material. I did this for several reasons: in order to make a wieldy volume which would meet certain requirements of the general reader (for whom this book is designed); in order to unburden the excellent parts of the dated, dull, trivial and journalese sections of the work; and in order to concentrate less on opinion and secondhand recollection and more on the more truly autobiographical, the more purely literary and the more characteristically humorous material. My volume is to a high degree anecdotic, but I believe this to be a virtue rather than a defect, in that it correctly represents the creative slant of Mark Twains mind.

From the published parts I have omitted such matter as the lengthy notes on the Grant memoirs, the beauties of the German language, the Morris incident, much of Susys biography, various comments on the news or correspondence of the day, elongated remarks on Theodore Roosevelt, Andrew Carnegie, the plutocracy and so on. From the unpublished parts I have omitted material on the San Francisco earthquake, which I believe to be under par (besides, Mark Twain did not experience the quake personally), on a mining friends literary effort, on spontaneous oratory, on the supremacy of the house fly (both of these pieces being rather strained, in my opinion), on simplified spelling, on palmistry, and other matters. I do not believe that it would do justice to Mark Twains literary reputation to publish these sections.

Unlike DeVoto, I do not assume responsibility for all of the omissions. Had the authority been mine I would have included in this edition the dictations of five daysJune 19, June 20, June 22, June 23 and June 25 of 1906. But I would not have put them into the body of the Autobiography, for they are more essayistic than autobiographical; I would have made an appendix of them. Mark Twains surviving daughter, Mrs. Jacques Samossoud, who has the authority and the responsibility, has decided that it would serve no good purpose to publish the chapters at this time. It was also DeVotos desire to publish them but he did not do so because Mrs. Samossoud (then Mrs. Gabrilowitsch) requested him not to. Three of the chapters have penciled on their title pages, Edited, for publication in Mark Twain in Eruption, but omitted at the request of Mme. Gabrilowitsch. It was these especially which I had in mind when I said earlier that DeVoto omitted matter which he considered important, and that he did not, as he claimed, have full responsibility for the omissions.

In a letter to William Dean Howells, Mark Twain wrote: Tomorrow I mean to dictate a chapter which will get my heirs and assigns burned alive if they venture to print it this side of A.D. 2006which I judge they wont. Therell be lots of such chapters if I live 3 or 4 years longer. The edition of A.D. 2006 will make a stir when it comes out. I shall be hovering around taking notice, along with other dead pals. You are invited. He was referring, apparently, to the first of the five chapters mentioned above. On the title pages of two of the chapters is a penned note in his hand: Not to be exposed to any eye until the edition of A.D. 2406. S. L. C. In his biography of Mark Twain, published in 1912, Paine offered sample tidbits of the chapters (Vol. III, pages 1354-57). If read superficially the chapters seem savagely irreverent, but they are the work of a profoundly religious man. They are attacks on orthodoxy, cant and sham in religion, and are an indication of the boldness and strength of Mark Twains mind. He discusses, among other things, the character of God, the defects of bibles, the immaculate conception, the evil influence of the Bible, his belief that the present God and religion will not endure, and his belief that Christ did not prove that he was God.

I have considered it an essential part of my task as an editor of the Autobiography to hold judgment in abeyance and to bring into the light of publication as much of what Mark Twain wrote as possible, without doing injury to his literary reputation. For this reason I have tried to fill various omissions. I have found forgotten important material in the pages of the North American Reviewpages on bowling, pool, bad pool tables, Quaker, Redpath, Dean Sage. (I also found there material which I did not think worth reprinting.) It was necessary to hunt in the North American Review because the manuscript and typescript of the Autobiography as they now exist at the university library at Berkeley are incomplete, whole chapters and sections of material which were published in the magazine and in Paines edition being no longer among the papers. I have put into its correct place in the Autobiography the final chapter, the death of Jean, now published as part of the Autobiography for the first time. I have included material from the unpublished typescript which struck me as being too important to leave out (in this too I have disagreed with DeVoto). Examples are the experiments in phrenology and the village phrenologist (Chapter 13), the recollections concerning Louisa Wright (Chapter 16), the remarks on the significance of repetition in humor (Chapter 28), the further ruminations of Webster (in Chapter 49), the remarks on the effrontery of amateur literary efforts (Chapter 58), the comments on man which are the concluding section of the remarks on Bret Harte (Chapter 63), the illness of Mark Twains wife (Chapters 67-70), the receiving of honorary degrees (Chapter 73), the final comments on Mrs. Aldrich (in Chapter 76), and the remarks on baldness and cleanliness in man (Chapter 78). I have also included the pages on the death of Mrs. Clemens (Chapter 71), written immediately after the event. These are filed separately from the autobiographical typescript among the Mark Twain papers in Berkeley, but I believe them to have been intended as part of the Autobiography. Mark Twain described the deaths of Susy and of Jean and included the detailed notes on his wifes illness in his Autobiography, and it is likely that he desired to include the death of his wife also. Finally, I have picked up many corrections of the text by Mark Twain which my predecessors overlooked, and have put whole paragraphs and pages back in their rightful places, which were either suppressed or forgotten. These are too numerous to list here, but important examples are the anecdote about Dr. McDowell in Chapter 3, the unflattering comments on the actor Raymond in Chapter 5, the anecdote in dialect about the venerable lady in Chapter 6, the anecdote about Orion in the bathtub in Chapter 43 and also the one about Billy Nye in the same chapter.

Having prepared such a manuscript as I have just described, I then arranged it in a chronological sequence. Strict chronology was undesirable; it would have too often interrupted the flow of Mark Twains thoughts and style, for he liked to range here and there in time, according to his narrating habits. But then strict chronology is to be found only in biographical statistics, not in autobiographies. The advantages of the chronological arrangement are self-evident.

The original typescript contains many summarizing titles, which Paine carefully published. I have agreed with DeVoto that they are boring and unnecessary. The division into chapters is mine. In the earlier editions the dates of composition were printed prominently. I have regarded these as of minor importance and have indicated such dates only when the context required them and then only in footnotes. Finally, I edited the manuscript for consistency and, following DeVotos practice, modernized the use of commas by deleting hundreds of them. It is probably a pity to take liberties with Mark Twains commas, but the practice in this instance is not without some justification. There is no definitive text; there is only a typescript in most cases, often in more than one draft. We do not know whether, in his dictations, Twain specified punctuation. The probability is that he did not. The punctuation is not stable. It is true one can argue that the punctuation has some authority, inasmuch as he corrected at least some of the pages; but even here it has many inconsistencies. Furthermore, sections of the original manuscript and typescript are missing, as I have already said, and we must depend on Paines published version and on the pages of the North American Review to know what they contained, and these are not authoritative sources as far as punctuation goes. An interesting sidelight on this problem occurs in the margin of a typescript page. Private: Discard the stupid Harper rule for once: dont put a comma after oldI cant have it! S L C The notation is in Twains hand. He was referring to a phrasebeyond that old safe frontier.

In a very few instances I have inserted a connective sentence such as But to go back a bit or have brought in a sentence or two from the autobiographical sketch which Mark Twain wrote for his nephew Sam Moffett, or I have deleted a sentence which was repetitive under the new arrangement; otherwise the language is Mark Twains. I have worked in the belief that the main facts and outlines of his life are sufficiently known to the reader to preclude the insertion of biographical data either in the form of connective paragraphs or of footnotes.

In a tradition established by Paine, I should like to inform the reader that not everything that Mark Twain says in this book is gospel fact. He may have thought it was the fact, or he may have invented or forgotten. Contemporary documents such as diaries and letters lead one to be wary of accepting as gospel all that Mark Twain says here, although on the whole, and in the profoundest sense, in the poetic and psychological sense, it is true. In particular, his attacks on persons ought to be read with caution as well as with delight.



New York
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A Note on the Present Arrangement

Readers who do not have the Paine and DeVoto volumes handy and who would like to see at a glance how my arrangement differs from those of my predecessors may be interested in the following list of the contents of the earlier autobiographical books.

Paine, Volume I. A bit on the Tennessee land; the early years in Florida, Missouri; the Chicago G.A.R. Festival; General Grant and the Chinese; a call with William Dean Howells on Grant; concerning Grants Memoirs; Gerhardt and the Grant bust; the Reverent Dr. N. visits General Grant; the machine episode; the Clemenses; Colonel Sellers; the Tennessee land; uncles farm; boyhood days; Twains mother; playing bear; village tragedies; Jim Wolf and the cats; Macfarlane; old lecture days in Boston; Ralph Keeler; beauties of the German language; a Viennese procession; comment on tautology and grammar; private history of an MS. that came to grief; Villa Quarto; Villa Viviani; a memory of John Hay; notes on Innocents Abroad; Stevenson, Aldrich, et al.; Henry H. Rogers; about the Big Bonanza in Nevada; on making certain speeches; the Morris incident; birthday speeches and other matters; the dream of Henrys death; a burglar alarm incident; the Morris incident; notions about news; on writing an autobiography; John Malone; General Sickles; the Morris incident; John Malone; dueling.

Paine, Volume II. A meeting in Carnegie Hall; Twichell and an unpleasant political incident; the character of man; voting for Cleveland; Twichells unpopular vote; recollections of Twains wife; death of Susy Clemens; recollections of Susy; Dr. John Brown; recollections of Susy; playing The Prince and the Pauper; Susys biography of her father; comments on the trade of critic; Susys biography and its associations; strong language; Susys biography; memories of Henry and boyhood; the Hannibal days; Susys biography; courting Olivia Langdon; Susys biography; notice of the death of Mary Wilkes; memories of Anson Burlingame; memories of Twains father-in-law; Susys biography; Charley Langdon; how Twain became a businessman; Susys biography; memories of General Grant; Susys biography; authors readings; visiting President Cleveland at the White House; various matters; letter to ex-President Cleveland; on Cleveland; Susys biography; model for Huck Finn; Hannibal days; comments on the killing of 600 Moros; sundry matters; Hannibal days; mental telegraphy; Twichell; the Players Club; Susys biography; curious letter superscriptions; memories of Harriet Beecher Stowe; comments on newspaper clippings; the scheme of his autobiography; Higbies letter; memories of Higbie; a scheme for finding employment for the unemployed; Orion Clemens; sundry matters; Orion Clemens; interview with Tchaykoffsky the revolutionist; first meeting with Helen Keller; Orion Clemens; old days in Nevada; the Morris case; Ellen Terrys farewell banquet; Orion Clemens; letter from a French girl; Huck Finn; various matters; Frank Fuller.

DeVoto. The monarchy; the panic of 1907; Theodore Roosevelt: the hunting of the cow; the President as advertiser; naturalist and nature-fakir; the true character of Mr. Roosevelt; the American gentleman; Domitian; Andrew Carnegie; the drift toward centralized power; purchasing civic virtue; Senator Clark of Montana; the teaching of Jay Gould; the teaching applied; Mr. Rockefellers bible class; the little tale; illustration of a fine art; A B C lesson; a corn pone prayer; the minstrel show; the mismerist; Jim Wolf and the wasps; The Jumping Frog; the American Publishing Company; James R. Osgood; setting up as a publisher; General Grants publisher; failure of a publisher; when a book gets tired; humorists; 1601; A Connecticut Yankee; platform readings; the Snodgrass letters; What Is Man?; Extract from Captain Stormfields Visit to Heaven; The Fortifications of Paris; the report of Twains death; Bret Harte; the memorial meeting to Thomas Bailey Aldrich; Murat Halstead and Bayard Taylor; Kipling; Elinor Glyn; the last visit to England; Marie Corelli; Winston Churchill; Sidney Lee; the Holy Grail; miscellany.
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I was born the 30th of November, 1835, in the almost invisible village of Florida, Monroe County, Missouri. My parents removed to Missouri in the early thirties; I do not remember just when, for I was not born then and cared nothing for such things. It was a long journey in those days and must have been a rough and tiresome one. The village contained a hundred people and I increased the population by 1 per cent. It is more than many of the best men in history could have done for a town. It may not be modest in me to refer to this but it is true. There is no record of a person doing as muchnot even Shakespeare. But I did it for Florida and it shows that I could have done it for any placeeven London, I suppose.

Recently some one in Missouri has sent me a picture of the house I was born in. Heretofore I have always stated that it was a palace but I shall be more guarded now.

The village had two streets, each a couple of hundred yards long; the rest of the avenues mere lanes, with rail-fences and cornfields on either side. Both the streets and the lanes were paved with the same materialtough black mud in wet times, deep dust in dry.

Most of the houses were of logsall of them, indeed, except three or four; these latter were frame ones. There were none of brick and none of stone. There was a log church, with a puncheon floor and slab benches. A puncheon floor is made of logs whose upper surfaces have been chipped flat with the adz. The cracks between the logs were not filled; there was no carpet; consequently, if you dropped anything smaller than a peach it was likely to go through. The church was perched upon short sections of logs, which elevated it two or three feet from the ground. Hogs slept under there, and whenever the dogs got after them during services the minister had to wait till the disturbance was over. In winter there was always a refreshing breeze up through the puncheon floor; in summer there were fleas enough for all.

A slab bench is made of the outside cut of a saw-log, with the bark side down: it is supported on four sticks driven into auger holes at the ends; it has no back and no cushions. The church was twilighted with yellow tallow candles in tin sconces hung against the walls. Week days, the church was a schoolhouse.

There were two stores in the village. My uncle, John A. Quarles, was proprietor of one of them. It was a very small establishment, with a few rolls of bit calicoes on half a dozen shelves; a few barrels of salt mackerel, coffee and New Orleans sugar behind the counter; stacks of brooms, shovels, axes, hoes, rakes and such things here and there; a lot of cheap hats, bonnets and tinware strung on strings and suspended from the walls; and at the other end of the room was another counter with bags of shot on it, a cheese or two and a keg of powder; in front of it a row of nail kegs and a few pigs of lead, and behind it a barrel or two of New Orleans molasses and native corn whisky on tap. If a boy bought five or ten cents worth of anything he was entitled to half a handful of sugar from the barrel; if a woman bought a few yards of calico she was entitled to a spool of thread in addition to the usual gratis trimmins; if a man bought a trifle he was at liberty to draw and swallow as big a drink of whisky as he wanted.

Everything was cheap: apples, peaches, sweet potatoes, Irish potatoes and corn, ten cents a bushel; chickens, ten cents apiece; butter, six cents a pound; eggs, three cents a dozen; coffee and sugar, five cents a pound; whisky, ten cents a gallon. I do not know how prices are out there in interior Missouri now but I know what they are here in Hartford, Connecticut.1 To wit: apples, three dollars a bushel; peaches, five dollars; Irish potatoes (choice Bermudas), five dollars; chickens, a dollar to a dollar and a half apiece, according to weight; butter, forty-five to sixty cents a pound; eggs, fifty to sixty cents a dozen; coffee, forty-five cents a pound; native whisky, four or five dollars a gallon, I believe, but I can only be certain concerning the sort which I use myself, which is Scotch and costs ten dollars a gallon when you take two gallonsmore when you take less.

Thirty to forty years ago, out yonder in Missouri, the ordinary cigar cost thirty cents a hundred, but most people did not try to afford them, since smoking a pipe cost nothing in that tobacco-growing country. Connecticut is also given up to tobacco-raising, today, yet we pay ten dollars a hundred for Connecticut cigars and fifteen to twenty-five dollars a hundred for the imported article.

At first my father owned slaves but by and by he sold them and hired others by the year from the farmers. For a girl of fifteen he paid twelve dollars a year and gave her two linsey-woolsey frocks and a pair of stogy shoescost, a modification of nothing; for a negro woman of twenty-five, as general house servant, he paid twenty-five dollars a year and gave her shoes and the aforementioned linsey-woolsey frocks; for a strong negro woman of forty, as cook, washer, etc., he paid forty dollars a year and the customary two suits of clothes; and for an able-bodied man he paid from seventy-five to a hundred dollars a year and gave him two suits of jeans and two pairs of stogy shoesan outfit that cost about three dollars.

I used to remember my brother Henry walking into a fire outdoors when he was a week old. It was remarkable in me to remember a thing like that and it was still more remarkable that I should cling to the delusion for thirty years that I did remember itfor of course it never happened; he would not have been able to walk at that age. If I had stopped to reflect I should not have burdened my memory with that impossible rubbish so long. It is believed by many people that an impression deposited in a childs memory within the first two years of its life cannot remain there five years but that is an error. The incident of Benvenuto Cellini and the salamander must be accepted as authentic and trustworthy; and then that remarkable and indisputable instance in the experience of Helen Keller. For many years I believed that I remembered helping my grandfather drink his whisky toddy when I was six weeks old but I do not tell about that any more now; I am grown old and my memory is not as active as it used to be. When I was younger I could remember anything, whether it had happened or not; but my faculties are decaying now and soon I shall be so I cannot remember any but the things that never happened. It is sad to go to pieces like this but we all have to do it.
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My uncle, John A. Quarks, was also a farmer, and his place was in the country four miles from Florida. He had eight children and fifteen or twenty negroes and was also fortunate in other ways, particular in his character. I have not come across a better man than he was. I was his guest for two or three months every year, from the fourth year after we removed to Hannibal till I was eleven or twelve years old. I have never consciously used him or his wife in a book but his farm has come very handy to me in literature once or twice. In Huck Finn and in Tom Sawyer, Detective I moved it down to Arkansas. It was all of six hundred miles but it was no trouble; it was not a very large farmfive hundred acres, perhapsbut I could have done it if it had been twice as large. And as for the morality of it, I cared nothing for that; I would move a state if the exigencies of literature required it.

It was a heavenly place for a boy, that farm of my uncle Johns. The house was a double log one, with a spacious floor (roofed in) connecting it with the kitchen. In the summer the table was set in the middle of that shady and breezy floor, and the sumptuous mealswell, it makes me cry to think of them. Fried chicken, roast pig; wild and tame turkeys, ducks and geese; venison just killed; squirrels, rabbits, pheasants, partridges, prairie-chickens; biscuits, hot batter cakes, hot buckwheat cakes, hot wheat bread, hot rolls, hot corn pone; fresh corn boiled on the ear, succotash, butter-beans, string-beans, tomatoes, peas, Irish potatoes, sweet potatoes; buttermilk, sweet milk, clabber; watermelons, muskmelons, cantaloupesall fresh from the garden; apple pie, peach pie, pumpkin pie, apple dumplings, peach cobblerI cant remember the rest. The way that the things were cooked was perhaps the main splendorparticularly a certain few of the dishes. For instance, the corn bread, the hot biscuits and wheat bread and the fried chicken. These things have never been properly cooked in the Northin fact, no one there is able to learn the art, so far as my experience goes. The North thinks it knows how to make corn bread but this is gross superstition. Perhaps no bread in the world is quite so good as Southern corn bread and perhaps no bread in the world is quite so bad as the Northern imitation of it. The North seldom tries to fry chicken and this is well; the art cannot be learned north of the line of Mason and Dixon, nor anywhere in Europe. This is not hearsay; it is experience that is speaking. In Europe it is imagined that the custom of serving various kinds of bread blazing hot is American, but that is too broad a spread; it is custom in the South but is much less than that in the North. In the North and in Europe hot bread is considered unhealthy. This is probably another fussy superstition, like the European superstition that ice-water is unhealthy. Europe does not need ice-water and does not drink it; and yet, notwithstanding this, its word for it is better than ours, because it describes it, whereas our doesnt. Europe calls it iced water. Our word describes water made from melted icea drink which has a characterless taste and which we have but little acquaintance with.

It seems a pity that the world should throw away so many good things merely because they are unwholesome. I doubt if God has given us any refreshment which, taken in moderation, is unwholesome, except microbes. Yet there are people who strictly deprive themselves of each and every eatable, drinkable and smokable which has in any way acquired a shady reputation. They pay this price for health. And health is all they get for it. How strange it is! It is like paying out your whole fortune for a cow that has gone dry.

The farmhouse stood in the middle of a very large yard and the yard was fenced on three sides with rails and on the rear side with high palings; against these stood the smoke-house; beyond the palings was the orchard; beyond the orchard were the negro quarters and the tobacco fields. The front yard was entered over a stile made of sawed-off logs of graduated heights; I do not remember any gate. In a corner of the front yard were a dozen lofty hickory trees and a dozen black walnuts, and in the nutting season riches were to be gathered there.

Down a piece, abreast the house, stood a little log cabin against the rail fence; and there the woody hill fell sharply away, past the barns, the corn-crib, the stables and the tobacco-curing house, to a limpid brook which sang along over its gravelly bed and curved and frisked in and out and here and there and yonder in the deep shade of overhanging foliage and vinesa divine place for wading, and it had swimming pools, too, which were forbidden to us and therefore much frequented by us. For we were little Christian children and had early been taught the value of forbidden fruit.

In the little log cabin lived a bedridden white-headed slave woman whom we visited daily and looked upon with awe, for we believed she was upward of a thousand years old and had talked with Moses. The younger negroes credited these statistics and had furnished them to us in good faith. We accommodated all the details which came to us about her; and so we believed that she had lost her health in the long desert trip coming out of Egypt and had never been able to get it back again. She had a round bald place on the crown of her head and we used to creep around and gaze at it in reverent silence and reflect that it was caused by fright through seeing Pharaoh drowned. We called her Aunt Hannah, Southern fashion. She was superstitious, like the other negroes; also, like them, she was deeply religious. Like them, she had great faith in prayer and employed it in all ordinary exigencies, but not in cases where a dead certainty of result was urgent. Whenever witches were around she tied up the remnant of her wool in little tufts, with white thread, and this promptly made the witches impotent.

All the negroes were friends of ours, and with those of our own age we were in effect comrades. I say in effect, using the phrase as a modification. We were comrades and yet not comrades; color and condition interposed a subtle line which both parties were conscious of and which rendered complete fusion impossible. We had a faithful and affectionate good friend, ally and adviser in Uncle Danl, a middle-aged slave whose head was the best one in the negro quarter, whose sympathies were wide and warm and whose heart was honest and simple and knew no guile. He has served me well these many, many years. I have not seen him for more than half a century and yet spiritually I have had his welcome company a good part of that time and have staged him in books under his own name and as Jim, and carted him all aroundto Hannibal, down the Mississippi on a raft and even across the Desert of Sahara in a balloonand he has endured it all with the patience and friendliness and loyalty which were his birthright. It was on the farm that I got my strong liking for his race and my appreciation of certain of its fine qualities. This feeling and this estimate have stood the test of sixty years and more and have suffered no impairment. The black face is as welcome to me now as it was then.

In my schoolboy days I had no aversion to slavery. I was not aware that there was anything wrong about it. No one arraigned it in my hearing; the local papers said nothing against it; the local pulpit taught us that God approved it, that it was a holy thing and that the doubter need only look in the Bible if he wished to settle his mindand then the texts were read aloud to us to make the matter sure; if the slaves themselves had an aversion to slavery they were wise and said nothing. In Hannibal we seldom saw a slave misused; on the farm never.

There was, however, one small incident of my boyhood days which touched this matter, and it must have meant a good deal to me or it would not have stayed in my memory, clear and sharp, vivid and shadowless, all these slow-drifting years. We had a little slave boy whom we had hired from some one, there in Hannibal. He was from the eastern shore of Maryland and had been brought away from his family and his friends halfway across the American continent and sold. He was a cheery spirit, innocent and gentle, and the noisiest creature that ever was, perhaps. All day long he was singing, whistling, yelling, whooping, laughingit was maddening, devastating, unendurable. At last, one day, I lost all my temper and went raging to my mother and said Sandy had been singing for an hour without a single break and I couldnt stand it and wouldnt she please shut him up. The tears came into her eyes and her lip trembled and she said something like this:

Poor thing, when he sings it shows that he is not remembering and that comforts me; but when he is still I am afraid he is thinking and I cannot bear it. He will never see his mother again; if he can sing I must not hinder it, but be thankful for it. If you were older you would understand me; then that friendless childs noise would make you glad.

It was a simple speech and made up of small words but it went home, and Sandys noise was not a trouble to me any more. She never used large words but she had a natural gift for making small ones do effective work. She lived to reach the neighborhood of ninety years and was capable with her tongue to the lastespecially when a meanness or an injustice roused her spirit. She has come handy to me several times in my books, where she figures as Tom Sawyers Aunt Polly. I fitted her out with a dialect and tried to think up other improvements for her but did not find any. I used Sandy once, also; it was in Tom Sawyer. I tried to get him to whitewash the fence but it did not work. I do not remember what name I called him by in the book.
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