
MARK TWAIN

ticular person but an idea. Thus, side by side
with Mr. Clemens, who is dead, there grew an
imaginary person, Mark Twain, who became
a legend and is living still.

American humour rose on the horizon of the
nineteenth century as one of the undisputed
national products of the new republic. Of
American literature there was much doubt in
Europe ; of American honesty, much more ; of
American manners, more still. But American
humour found a place alongside of German
philosophy, Italian music, French wine, and
British banking. No one denied its peculiar
excellence and its distinctive national stamp.

Now Mark Twain did not create American
humour nor the peculiar philosophy of life on
which it rests. Before him were the Major
Dowlings and the Sam Slicks, and in his own
day the Petroleum Nasebys and the Orpheus
C. Kerrs and others now resting as quietly as
they do. But in the retrospect of retreating
years nearly all the work of these sinks into
insignificant dreariness or into a mere juggle
of words, cheap and ephemeral. The name of
only one contemporary, Artemus Ward, may
be set in a higher light. Yet all that Ward
ever wrote in words, as apart from his quaint


