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THREE-VOLUME COLLECTION OF LEWIS CHARACTERS PUBLISHED

Sally E. Parry
Lllinois State University

Samuel J. Rogal, emeritus Chair of the Division of Hu-
manities and Fine Arts at Illinois Valley Community College,
has created a three-volume collection of all of Sinclair Lewis’s
characters in his fiction. A Guide to the Characters in the Nov-
els, Short Stories, and Plays of Sinclair Lewis, published by
the Edwin Mellen Press in 2006, is a fascinating compilation
of every character that Lewis created. The collection lists the
characters alphabetically, mentions the text that they appear in,
and notes any striking characteristics including descriptions and
how they contribute to the plot. If a character appears in more
than one text, there is a separate entry for each appearance.

Rogal’s introduction discusses Lewis’s use of names,
“conceived out of union between his imagination and his more
than occasional sardonic view of the workings of times in which
he lived” (1-2). He compares Lewis’s naming to that of writers
Lewis admired, such as Charles Dickens and Thomas Hardy
where the names often reveal something about the character.
Sometimes, in describing how Lewis created character names,
Rogal gets a bit critical. “Essentially, Lewis poked his satiric,
sarcastic, and morally righteous pens at people’s names to
increase their pain (and perhaps his pleasure) as he satirized
and attempted to humiliate their characters and underscore
their triumphs and tragedies —all on behalf of conscience, art,
and a number of hearty laughs” (6).

One of the unusual aspects of these volumes is that there
are a lot of generic names listed as well. Lawyers, doctors,
actresses, etc. are included. And if these generic types appear
more than once, they all receive separate entries. Part of this is
because of Rogal’s desire to be as inclusive as possible, defining
afictional character as “any person, group of persons, or animal,
named or unnamed, who lives, has lived, breathes, no longer
has breath, or simply appears imprinted on the page” (8-9). A
second reason is that “within the routines of necessary human
activities, those seemingly bland identities do, on more than
one occasion, reflect a point of view —either of a character or
of his or her creator” (8).

1 checked this guide against some of the lesser-known and
hard-to-find titles such as Hike and the Aeroplane and it seems
to be quite inclusive. Everyone from Mary Abbott, a major
general in the short story “Captains of Peace,” to Zylophonists,
who appear in the story “Loki the Red,” playing at Eisenwein’s
Vaudeville House, appear here. Even Poodle Darby, Hike’s

chum in the aforementioned boys’ adventure story receives an
entry. In addition to the list of characters there are occasional
footnotes that provide other information, often of a historical
or geographical nature.

As might be expected, the entries for major characters are
much more detailed both in terms of the lives of the characters
and the plots of the novels in which they play a significant
part. The entry for Samuel Dodsworth, for example, gives a
description of him, his schooling, his business successes, as
well as his marital troubles. There are other mentions of him in
“Be Brisk with Babbitt” and World So Wide. Other Dodsworths
referred to include his first wife Fran, his son Brent, and his
second wife Edith (in World So Wide as well). Lewis thought
that Dodsworth sounded like the name of a successful family
so there are two Miss Dodsworths in Ann Vickers, a Mona
Dodsworth in Babbirt, and the Dodsworths are referred to as
a “high and mighty” family of Zenith in both Arrowsmith and
Babbirt.

In volume 3, there is also a list of the real people who
appear in Lewis’s various fictional writings, everyone from
George Abbott in Bethel Merriday and “Is This a Dagger— So
What?” to Stefan Zweig in Dodsworth. There is also a sum-
mary of all the stories, novels, and plays and the most com-
plete checklist I've seen of Lewis’s fiction writing with full
bibliographic information. He mentions that he has consulted
Mark Schorer’s Sinclair Lewis: An American Life (New York:
McGraw-Hill, 1961); James Lundquist’s Checklist of Sinclair
Lewis (Columbus, Ohio: Charles E. Merrill, 1970); and Stephen
R. Pastore’s Sinclair Lewis: A Descriptive Bibliography. A
Collector’s and Scholar’s Guide to Identification (New Haven:
Yalebooks, 1997). However, Schorer did not include page num-
bers, Lundquist was more concerned with secondary sources,
and Pastore “merely appropriates Schorer’s list” (vol. 3, 455).
So, for the Sinclair Lewis scholar, this alone would make this
collection a highly valuable service to have undertaken.

A Guide to the Characters in the Novels, Short Stories,
and Plays of Sinclair Lewis is a fascinating book for any lover
of Sinclair Lewis’s writing, reminding us of how fertile an
imagination he had, and the breadth of his knowledge about
the people and places of his day. It’s well worth having on hand
not only to check on character names, but also to dip into and
enjoy for the witty creations of Sinclair Lewis. &
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Ghosts in the Palmer House? continued from page 6

hotel for eternity.

Before the Quinns, a family named Amos ran the hotel.
Their boys had a schoolmate over to spend the night in Room
15. When a thumping noise was heard in the hallway, the
Amos boys told their guest the hotel was haunted and a misty
ghost had chased one of the boys down the hallway. “At first
I thought they were pulling my leg,” the guest eventually told
Schwartz. But when he needed to make a trip to the communal
bathroom, he insisted on being escorted.

The boys peeked into the hall before heading back to
their room and sure enough, there in the corridor, between
Rooms 12 and 13, hovered a mist of heavy fog. “Come on,”
prodded the Amos boy. “It won’t hurt you. I’ve lived here a
couple of years now, and I’ve seen it several times.” As the
boys inched toward their room, the fog drifted toward them
and eventually soared right over their heads. The visitor never
spent the night again.

In 1963, Lorne Greene, star of Bonanza, [and his wife]
came to town to promote an aspiring plastics company. For
him, Room 2 was totally redecorated, complete with matching
twin beds. After a nice visit, including Greene’s participation
in the Sinclair Lewis Days festivities, the Greenes departed.
The beds remained.

One night, a couple attending an all-school reunion
checked into Room 2. In the middle of the night, the husband’s
bed rose into the air and shook. Twice he tried to rouse his wife;
both times, the bed settled before she awoke. But the third
time it happened, she saw it. The couple bolted from the hotel,
returning in the light of day to retrieve their luggage.

On other occasions, a bed and a visitor’s luggage have
been soaked with moisture in Room 2. Still another visitor
stormed into the lobby one morning demanding to know if
the hotel was haunted. Her room had gone deathly cold in the
night, she claimed, and a presence had swept over her in her
bed, brushing against her face.

Staff have also experienced the cold spells. In the lobby,
usually between 3 and 4 am, a presence will surround the night
clerk. encasing him or her in bone-chilling, breath-freezing
cold. Employees have learned to keep blankets and warm cloth-
ing on hand; the spell usually lasts about twenty minutes.

All this, Freese has endured with equanimity. But on
August 30, the entity pushed her too far. The sole staff person
on duty that night after the bartender went home, she settled her
two guests in their room on the third floor and informed them
she would be catching up with some fall housekeeping if they
needed anything in the night. She attended to the unoccupied
rooms on the third floor and then descended to the second. As
she approached Room 11, she was overwhelmed with a sudden
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conviction that she must not enter.

“There I stood, with my maid’s cart and my bucket of
pine cleaner. I just couldn’t go in. Then, behind me, someone
called my name.”

The voice was low and expressionless, dropping eerily
while intoning the second syllable of her name. “I let go of the
cart,” Freese reports, “put the bucket down, went downstairs,
turned off the lamps, climbed in the car and drove home.”
Her father, a permanent resident of the hotel, was available
if the guests needed assistance, she knew. She can’t say why
the incident disturbed her so. “For some reason, they really
wanted my attention.”

It was a new experience, but not the first of its kind. She
shared her story with staff member Brian Bellefeuille only to
discover the same thing had happened to him while he was in the
dining room that evening, resetting the tables for breakfast.

Could this be the same entity who breaks glasses? The
stemware doesn’t just fall to the floor; it shoots through the
air as if hurtled in fury. Could it be Sinclair Lewis, supposedly
fired from his night clerk job at the Palmer House for spend-
ing too much time writing, taking his revenge? Tingley rather
hoped so, but Freese doubts it. “He wasn’t known for his tact,
but his books and personal history don’t lead me to believe
he’d behave this way.”

THE GENTLEMAN CALLER

In the summer of 2002, Jeannie Bellefeuille, a Catholic
school teacher and wife of Brian, took a summer job as night
clerk at the Palmer House. In mid-July, she had a very strange
experience. After the bartender left for the night, she checked
to be sure all external doors were locked and then entered the
pub to vacuum. She was shocked to find a young man stand-
ing at the bar. The doors were locked and the rooms were all
vacant. How could he have gotten in?

An awkward but playful exchange followed as the clerk
struggled to serve the stranger a glass of beer and accept payment
despite her unfamiliarity with the bar. Sighing with relief, she
watched him cross the lobby and head upstairs with his glass.
He must be a guest after all! That’s how he’d gotten in!

But when she described the incident to Freese the next
day, Kelley informed her there’d been no guests registered the
night before, none of the beds had been slept in, and no beer
glass could be found.

A couple of months later, he appeared to Freese. “I was
upstairs on a Wednesday afternoon, doing the housekeeping,”

Ghosts in the Palmer House? continued on page 10
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Ghosts in the Palmer House? continued from page 8

she remembers. “] always tell the staff where I’m going so they
can shout down the hall if they need me. I was in the laundry
room when I heard footsteps coming up the stairs, so I stopped
to listen, to see if anyone would call.”

No one did. Instead, heavy, manly footfalls continued
to the top of the steps, then set off briskly down the hall. “I
was standing with the maid’s cart just inside the open door,”
Freese recounts, “staring into the hallway, wondering who
could be coming.”

No guests were scheduled to check in. As Freese watched,
a man walked past the door, turning his head sharply to look
straight at her. “It was like he knew I’d be in there!” she mar-
vels now.

The man continued south down the third floor corridor;
Freese hurried to the door but by the time she looked into the
hall, he was gone. She searched all the rooms but found no
sign of him. As she made her way back to the laundry room,
the hair stood up on the back of her neck as it occurred to her
whom she’d just seen. “I stopped dead in my tracks as it hit me:
the sound of his footsteps had stopped the moment he passed
the laundry room door!”

Schwartz frequently heard footsteps at night, coming
down the corridor between Rooms 12 and 13 when the hotel
was unoccupied. And Freese’s father, who lives beneath Rooms
18 and 19, hears them, too. “It drives him crazy,” Freese admits.
“He knows there are no guests up there. So he feels compelled
to check things out.”

The ghost is apparently very consistent. He walks into
the room, sits down on the edge of the bed, takes off his shoes,
drops them to the floor, walks around a bit more, then climbs
into bed and settles in for the night. But when Freese’s father
checks the room, no one is there. “There’s not even a butt
mark on the bed!”

GOTCHA!

“I often have guests come and they want so badly for
something to happen...and nothing does,” Freese admits.
“Thiags seem to happen to the most unsuspecting guests and
the nonbelievers.”

Among those are staff member Brian, a skeptic who works
in the dining room where silverware frequently rearranges itself.
“At the end of the day,” Freese explains, “we’ll clear the tables
and strip the linens for the laundry. Then the tables are reset with
paper placemats and rolled silverware [silverware bundled in a
napkin] for breakfast.” The wrapped silverware often moves
around the table; during her summer as a night clerk, Brian’s
wife, Jeannie, had to reset the tables over and over. Finally she
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learned to ignore the phenomenon until just before the end of
her shift. That way, she only had to tidy up the silverware once
before it became someone else’s problem.

“It has happened to Brian’s father-in-law, too,” Freese
notes. “Sometimes it happens while we’re in the process of
setting. We'll finish one table, move to the next one, and the
one we just finished will get messed up.”

Freese speculates that this playful, prankstering haunt
may be a former employee, perhaps a waitress. This may be
the ghost who is forever turning things on and off —lamps,
television sets, air conditioners, guests’ sound machines. She
flushes toilets and taps employees on the shoulder while they
make beds. In June, a mother and daughter checked into Rooms
18 and 19 for a family get-together. While they were at dinner,
the ghost moved the furniture in Room 19, an oddly-shaped
space requiring an extension cord for the television set to
reach the outlet. “The TV wouldn’t work,” Freese explains,
“because the ghost had moved it so far that the cord had come
unplugged.”

Only one guest has been frightened away by these she-
nanigans during Freese’s tenure, and even he wants to come
back, albeit with his wife by his side for moral support.

ALL ARE WELCOME

Freese welcomes all investigators, be they the literature
buffs and book club members who arrive in droves, the middle-
class forty-somethings indulging their spiritual curiosity, or the
high school teenagers who’ ve discovered an exciting new way
to mark special occasions. “They like to camp out, five or six in
aroom, and stay up all night exploring the place,” Freese grins.
“I’m fine with that, as long as they respect the other guests, get
their parents’ permission, and give me enough notice so I can
arrange to be the night clerk that night.”

Her one rule: no Ouija boards, séances, or other disruptive
nonsense. She is fiercely protective of the happy atmosphere
that draws people —the living and the dead — back to the Palmer
House again and again, and she takes great pride in caring for
something that’s been such an asset for the community...and
herself. “You have to dedicate yourself to it 24 hours a day, 7
days a week,” she admits. “But it’s worth it. The place is creat-
ing such incredibly good memories for me! I’ve never been as
passionate and protective about something.”

[Note: The editor of the Sinclair Lewis Newsletter has
been in and stayed in the Palmer House numerous times since
1985 and has never seen any ghosts. However, there will be
another chance when the Sinclair Lewis Society has its next
conference in 2010.] &
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A LETTER
FROM BARNABY CONRAD

Barnaby Conrad, who served as Sinclair Lewis’s secre-
tary in 1947 and was a keynote speaker and guest at the 2000
Sinclair Lewis Conference in Sauk Centre, wrote in to praise
the article “Strangers: Sinclair Lewis on Broadway” by Robert
L. McLaughlin in the Fall 2006 (15.1) edition of the Sinclair
Lewis Society Newsletter.

I especially enjoyed the account of the play about
SL, Strangers, which was on Broadway for a very
brief run in 1979.

I have forgotten the details, but I was asked by
someone connected with the play to help Bruce Dern
achieve his impersonation of SL since I had been SL’s
secretary for several months in 1947. I've forgotten
what I told Mr. Dern during dress rehearsals, but
when he finally walked out on the stage on opening

up—Dern looked, spoke, and was Sinclair Lewis.
The play itself was excellent, and why it didn’t last
I’ll never know.

Why my 1963 play about SL didn’t last more than
one night on Broadway —1I know very well —it was
terrible!

Based on my novel, Dangerfield, it told about the
last days of a famous novelist and his young mistress.
It starred Franchot Tone, in his last performance. It
had almost nothing to do with my book. I wish Bruce
Dern had played the lead, but it still wouldn’t have
saved what they did to my book.

Oh, I forget to say why they changed the title: I
had called the lead character “Dangerfield,” —a writer
named Dangerfield threatened to sue—so “they”
changed the title to “A Bicycle Ride to Nevada.” There

night—I choked up.

There, re-incarnated, was Sinclair Lewis— green
eyeshade, which he always wore when working,
garters on his sleeves, the shambling walk, the high-
pitched voice. It was truly frightening. And the make-

was no bicycle, no ride, no Nevada—no hope!

Best wishes, Barnaby Conrad [he also signed it

29

“Sinclair Lewis ‘an almost genuine signature

since

he used to sign correspondence for Lewis when he

worked for him] e

A MAIN STREET
CHAIR

More than fifty local central-Minnesota artists banded
together to create chairs inspired by books to help raise

T

money for the new
thirty-two million
dollar St. Cloud
Public Library.
Since city funds
can only go toward
the building, an
auction of these
creative chairs was
held in order to
buy computers and
books for the new
library. Each chair
was sponsored by
a business or in-

dividual who paid one
hundred and fifty dollars,
half to the artist for sup-
plies and half to the fund.
The chairs themselves
were found at garage
sales and estate sales,
with some being donated
by Hennen’s Furniture of
St. Cloud. Dick and Pat
Lewis, Sinclair Lewis
Society members, spon-
sored a Main Street chair
painted by Kathy Braid.
The chair sold for two
hundred and seventy-five
dollars. &
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Bowling Alone continued from page 1

our overall quality of life. We would be better off, he thinks, if
we could rebuild our community connections.

In contrast to Putnam, Sinclair Lewis found American
community life disappointing. In Main Street and Babbitt, he
portrayed people engaged in community activity that led to
societal dysfunction. Civic activism among residents of Gopher
Prairie is just as likely to destroy a school teacher’s career
unfairly—witness Fern Mullins—as it is likely to produce
a new school building. In Babbitt, the vigorous community
involvement of the protagonist and his friends, whether in
church, business organization, or social club, has for the most
part an unhealthy purpose and effect.

The goal in setting Lewis against Putnam was not to
demolish Putnam’s main idea but to showcase opposite posi-
tions of equal weight. Together, the two authors give rise to
interesting questions, which are challenging enough to make
definitive answers unlikely. Does community activism contrib-
ute to human dignity and well-being? Do special conditions
need to be met for community activism to have healthy effects?
Does the success of American democracy depend on strong
community life?

The bias I had at the outset, which I sought to control,
was the bias of many literary intellectuals who distrust com-
munities. After all, in literary portrayals of the conflict between
the individual and society, the individual often faces the risk
of being crushed. Consider, for example, what happens to key
individuals in Madame Bovary, or The Grapes of Wrath, or
One Flew Over the Cuckoo’s Nest. And literary satire, almost
by definition, raises suspicion about human beings acting in
concert. It is certainly hard to be a Sinclair Lewis fan without
feeling at least a little skeptical about the way communities
function in American society.

On the other side of the issue is a strong feeling, common
in the world outside literature, that we should all establish com-
munity connections as if our lives depended on them. Students
hear this message almost every day. They have been telling
each other for decades to “get involved.” Teenage athletes
believe deeply in the power of teamwork, and they describe
team experiences as among the most meaningful of their lives.
Educators try to connect students with extracurricular activities
as a method for insuring academic success. Religious commu-
nities, such as the Benedictines who founded the College of
St. Scholastica, testify to the goodness of living and working
together. Even the Dignitas program itself has community-
building as one of its goals.

So the subject, I thought, should provide abundant materi-
al to talk about. More than half the class periods each term were
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available for discussions of this nature, thus allowing room for
the students to read Main Street in the fall and Babbitt in the
spring. We had guest speakers representing the positive side
of community life—including our successful baseball coach
whose team is tightly knit, a nun from our Benedictine com-
munity who described monastic life, and a member of a local
Rotary Club. In addition, the collegewide course plan mandated
several experiences having to do with human dignity, some of
them even related to the community theme. The common text
for all sections in 2007-08 was Blink by Malcolm Gladwell.
The common film was Crash. There were a couple of all-section
assemblies on themes such as racism and abusive relationships.
We participated in a service-learning event called Thanksgiving
in the Spring, which served a free meal for hungry people in
Duluth put on by students and the college food service. And
we went on a pilgrimage, most sections to a memorial site in
downtown Duluth commemorating three African American
men who were lynched there in 1920. The idea was to have a
variety of experiences in and out of the classroom.

When the Dignitas program started here in 200607, it
met with resistance from students. Recently there has been
more acceptance. My section responded well to commu-
nity-building activities, less well to intellectual ones. The
majority of American college-bound eighteen-year-olds are
not intellectuals, and intellectual activity does not have the
community-building force for them that professors might
like it to have.

Nevertheless, my students had enough mind power to
be able to formulate interesting responses to the juxtaposition
of Putnam and Lewis. In the first semester, these responses
showed up best in in-class essays about the extent to which
Putnam’s recommendations might help to solve the problems
of small-town life in Main Street, and the extent to which the
problems revealed in Main Street might expose flaws in Put-
nam’s recommendations.

For background here, you need to know that at the end
of his book Putnam offers a substantial list of things to work
for, including more local civic engagement, more participation
in local cultural activities, a religious awakening accompanied
by tolerance, less television watching, and less urban sprawl
so as to reduce excessive commutes that rob people of com-
munity time.

The expected position for students to take was that these
recommendations would not help Gopher Prairie. Several
essays took this position and found good reasons to support

Bowling Alone continued on page 14
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WELLS LEWIS ON YouTuBE

George Killough
College of St. Scholastica

YouTube has a ten-minute video documentary on
Sinclair Lewis’s first son Wells, titled Wells Lewis: Lost
Heir to a Minnesota Son. It was prepared in 2007 as a film
contest entry for Minnesota’s Greatest Generation Project, a
three-year initiative of the Minnesota Historical Society to
encourage people to record memories of the World War II
era. The initiative has sponsored three annual film festival
competitions (2006, 2007, and 2008), to which people have
submitted short videos, some of them simply of aging veterans
telling their stories.

In line with the theme of the contest, the Wells Lewis
documentary emphasizes his role as a war hero, giving about
four of the ten minutes to his military career. There are photos
of him in the army and of his comrades in arms. We learn that
he enlisted a year before Pearl Harbor, that he saw action in
North Africa, Italy, and France, and that he won a silver star
for helping to unload a burning ammunition truck while under
fire from heavy artillery. We learn as well that he won a bronze
star for capturing five German soldiers. The capture took place
when, in his role as first lieutenant, he was coordinating an as-
sault on a French village, using American soldiers and French
irregulars. He had been assigned this secret mission because
of his fluency in French, gained during childhood when his
ever-traveling parents had him enrolled in boarding schools
in Europe.

The documentary ends with his death in the war. He was
working as an aide to Major General John Dahlquist, who was
directing the rescue of an American battalion surrounded by
Germans somewhere south of Paris. The two officers were
moving from position to position in a Jeep, with Wells at the
wheel. At one stop a German sniper got him, and he fell dead
into Dahlquist’s arms.

As the documentary notes, this was the death of a
talented young writer, who had already published his first
novel. He had had the advantages of a famous father and a
Harvard education and the disadvantage of having been once
a lonely little rich boy living with his parents in hotels, with
no permanent home. As with thousands of other soldiers, his
final achievement was that he furthered the great cause he
died for. So says the documentary in a moving way.

Producer-writer-director Jonathan Quijano and his as-
sistants are to be applauded for putting together this tribute
to Wells, whose short, heroic life deserves such attention.

The filmmakers found a rich trove of archival material for il-
lustration, including several photos most of us have not seen
before, some drawings Wells made as a child, and some of his
letters. The sequence of photographic images, from little boy
in knight’s armor to grown man in combat, deepens the elegiac
quality of the film and gives it visual appeal.

Lewis fans will be glad to see such positive attention
being given to Wells. They will not be as glad, however, to see
the two-dimensional portrayal of Wells’s father. At one point,
the narrator describes Sinclair Lewis as “a blunt, aggressive
man who was single-minded in his desire for fame.” To be sure,
Lewis fell short as a father. Both his wives left testimony to
this effect, but it seems unfair and unperceptive to reduce his
motivation to fame alone.

The documentary has other rough qualities. It says
Sinclair Lewis graduated from Princeton, instead of Yale.
The narrator regularly refers to him by the single name Sin-
clair, instead of calling him Hal, Harry, or Red—the names
people actually used. One voice-over sentence overstates
Wells’s early connection to Minnesota, saying he “spent his
first years in St. Paul, Minneapolis, and Mankato.” Readers
of Mark Schorer’s Sinclair Lewis: An American Life (1961)
or of Richard Lingeman’s Sinclair Lewis: Rebel from Main
Street (2002) know that Wells spent about sixteen months
collectively of his first three years in these places, but he
spent considerable time as well in New York, Cape Cod, and
Washington, DC.

I wish I had been called in as a last-minute fact-checker
or editor. Actually, my name is listed in the credits as a consul-
tant. This role consisted of one 45-minute phone call, received
in summer 2007. The caller was, if I remember correctly, the
producer-writer-director Jonathan Quijano. He explained his
project and wondered whether he might involve me as an
expert talking head. My response was not very encouraging. I
was reluctant to assume the role of scholarly analyst on film,
for I could not immediately see how to sum up Lewis in a
sound bite, and I had not yet read Wells’s novel They Still Say
No, nor did I have easy access to it. Still, my summer plans
included a week in a university town where the library had a
copy, so I said I would try to read the book. We clarified some

Wells Lewis continued on page 18
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Just Suppose continued from page 5

expressed in Carol. In the first instance, her restless, ambivalent
relationship with Will and her hesitating considerations of love-
affairs with Guy Pollock and Erik Valborg point to her own
frustrations and confusion in terms of her heart’s desires. In the
second instance, Carol realizes that the truth about small town
life is that *“[i]t is an unimaginatively standardized background,
a sluggishness of speech and manners, a rigid ruling of the spirit
by the desire to appear respectable” (Lewis 265). It is this me-
diocrity and dullness —*“dullness made God” (265) —that she is
fighting throughout the novel. It is also against this conformity
that Carol connects with Miles Bjornstam, the “red Swede”
of Gopher Prairie, the one resident truly independent of the
small-town mindset that pervades the community.

The popularity of Main Street at its publication indicates
that it struck a chord in the American public: “that thousands
and hundreds of thousands read it as proof enough that compla-
cency was not absolutely victorious and that the war was on”
(Van Doren 410). Other Carol Kennicotts—or at least women
who shared her impatience with small-town provincialism,
if not her lack of agency—existed in real life. One example
may be seen in the courtship correspondence between Lil-
ian Steichen and Carl Sandburg. Collected by their daughter
Margaret Sandburg, the letters span just six months, January
to June 1908. Lilian was teaching literature and expression in
the high school in Princeton, Illinois, when she met Charles
Sandburg, as he then called himself, at the Socialist-Democrat
Party headquarters in Milwaukee, by introduction of a mutual
friend. The letters are passionate and focused, a celebration
of soul-matedness in sharp contrast to Carol and Will’s of-
ten strained union. Amid the joy and ecstasy, Steichen gives
glimpses of small-town life that seem very near to Lewis’s
fictional rendition.

Both Steichen and Carol are newcomers to their respec-
tive towns. Steichen joined the Princeton High School faculty
in 1906. The fact that their perspectives are not from within
the charmed circle of town society is notable. Hilfer points
out that “[t]he village, in order to be appreciated, had to be
seen from the outside. After all, one of its chief virtues was its
supposed lack of self-consciousness” (21). Whereas Carol is
bound to Gopher Prairie by her marriage and her aspirations,
Steichen remains a transient outsider in Princeton, soon to leave
its straitened society by dint of her engagement to the political
activist and soon-to-be-poet Sandburg.

Another similarity that also provides Carol and Steichen
with a lens on their situations is the fact that they are familiar
with the sociological work of Thorstein Veblen (1857-1929):
“[I]t is hard to believe Lewis’s later claim that he had never

read Veblen.... At any rate, Lewis’s characters read Veblen:
Carol Kennicott and Miles Bjornstam are Veblen readers”
(Hilfer 162; Lewis 117, 263). Margaret Sandburg’s introduc-
tion to her parents’ correspondence notes that “[i]t must have
interested my father to learn that when she was at the University
of Chicago, my mother had had...a year of philosophy under
Thorstein, whose book, The Theory of the Leisure Class, he
had read and admired” (x—xi). Veblen, it must be said, also
read Lewis, specifically referencing Gopher Prairie in his 1923
essay “The Country Town” (250).

Veblen gives a chapter of The Theory of the Leisure
Class to “Conspicuous Leisure”: “Under a mandatory code of
decency, the time and effort of the members of such a [well-
to-do] household are required to be ostensibly all spent in a
performance of conspicuous leisure, in the way of calls, drives,
clubs, sewing-circles, sports, charity organizations, and other
like social functions. Those persons whose time and energy are
employed in these matters privately avow that all these obser-
vances, as well as the incidental attention to dress and other
conspicuous consumption, are very irksome but altogether
unavoidable” (38). Lewis reflects this aspect in the many par-
ties and coffees put together by the Jolly Seventeen, using an
exchange between Carol and Miles Bjornstam to specifically
make the connection:

“You say that the Jolly Seventeen is stupid. What
makes you think so?”

“Oh, trust us borers into the foundation to know
about your leisure class. Fact, Mrs. Kennicott, I’ll
say that as far as I can make out, the only people in
this man’s town that do have any brains—I don’t
mean ledger-keeping brains or duck-hunting brains or
baby-spanking brains, but real imaginative brains—
are you and me and Guy Pollock and the foreman at
the flour-mill. He’s a socialist, the foreman.” (Lewis
115-16)

Lewis also makes an ironic nod to Veblen’s “conspicu-
ous leisure” in a litany of “Carol’s own twenty-four hours a
day,” full of humdrum, but nonessential activities (“talked to
Oscarina about the day’s shopping, put the baby on the porch
to play, went to the butcher’s to choose between steak and
pork chops”), culminating in “tried to read a page of Thorstein
Veblen—and the day was gone” (Lewis 262—63). The rota-
tion of unfulfilling activity leaves Carol “always enfeebled by
loneliness. She no longer felt superior about that misfortune.

Just Suppose continued on next page
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He hurdled into his overcoat, stamped to police head-
quarters, gave to the door man an envelope for the chief. It
contained a copy of his pamphlet.

“Please lay it right on the chief’s desk. I want he should
be sure and see it,” he begged.

“All right, sonny. I'll shoot it in,” patronized the door
man, an elderly patrolman with a drool. He was touched by
the anxiety of this respectable citizen in black.

“Thanks,” glowed Gurazov. But as he plumped away he
grumbled: “That’s a fine police force—where you almost got
to arrest yourself. The Merchants’ Association ought to look
into that.”

Next morning the police were still holding out on him.
He was disgustingly free. To make it the more insulting he
read on the front page of the morning paper that a Russian had
been arrested in Gary for distributing Bolshevik tracts. But the
third page of the paper gave him a start of joy. The governor
had announced that he would not permit the advertised parade
and speech by Gurazov. If the Vernon mayor and police would
not act he would. He had detailed the Second Regiment of the
National Guard to take charge under Col. Tracy Tribby.

Gurazov shouted. He had won!

He had seen Colonel Tribby at parades. This command-
ing officer of the regiment of militia from Vernon and the sur-
rounding country was a round, potty, pink, anxious little man,
particular about the shine of his riding boots and the flare of his
breeches—a cherub with a dinky sword and a book of tactics
for secret reference.

“I’ll get that tin soldier’s goat! He is a kid-glove fellow
from the Boulevard. I can make him arrest me. He is better as a
policeman—it won’t hurt so much when he hits me,” Gurazov
rejoiced. “That Nick Benorius—so proud with himself—he
never gets pinched by anything except a common cop. He has
never been arrested by a colonel —the low life!”

\%

The corner of Mississippi and Langton Streets is one of
the focal points of Vernon. A big granite-and-brick insurance
building with scowling lintels and a hulking cornice is on one
corner; the drug store with the best ice-cream sodas in town
on another; and next to it the huge Byzantine Motion Picture
Palace, where the orchestra plays special numbers between
pictures under the leadership of H. Harry Sinderberry, the cel-
ebrated Vernon violinist, painter, author, actor and real-estate
speculator. All Vernon couples meet at the drug store and go
to the Byzantine.

This Sunday afternoon they lined Mississippi Street; they

stood five deep in the doorway under the gilded foot which
advertised a chiropodist. They stared at eddies and whispering
groups of men of a sort rarely seen on Mississippi Street—men
of rough coats and hard hands, with coal dust or grease in the
cracks of their necks.

The crowd stiffened, the Sunday lovers gloated and the
red-necked men glared as the rustle of many feet moving in
rhythm came from up the street and a steel-fanged line of
militiamen headed toward the corner. Behind them in a gray
motor driven by the son of the chief miller of the city was
plump little Colonel Tribby. The guards ignored the throng.
Colonel Tribby’s face was blank.

“That guy don’t look very husky to me. Toy solider,”
observed Ed the shoe clerk to Horace the soda jerker.

“Well I don’t know now. He’s sawed off, but he’s got a
good jaw on him. He might throw a big surprise into some of
these husky rough-necks,” speculated Horace.

The two girls with them, Clara and Bessie, squealed with
delighted fear.

“Oh, my, do you really think there’ll be a rough-house?
I’'m scared! Let’s sneak into the Byzantine. Those fellows in
the blue flannel shirts look like terrible scrappers.”

“Don’t you worry, gitlie. You trust your Uncle Horace to
kick any . W.W. that gets fresh in the face,” Horace boomed.
“We’ll show ’em, won’t we, EA?”

“I’ll say! I should fret a hundred over a bum little riot.
D’ever tell you girls about the time Horry and me waded into
the two fresh guys that were annoying coupla ladies?” Ed
panted.

But his subsequent spirited narrative was confused and
he tacitly moved back with Horry and the girls as he saw the
guards halt, heard Colonel Tribby’s piping voice in a command,
beheld the guards line the pavement with rifles which somehow
looked frightfully loaded and the crowd of flannel shirts push
toward them, scowling, grumbling, beginning to shout: “Tin
soldiers! Sneaks! Rush ’em, boys!”

The militia ranks broke. They began to patrol the street.
To everyone regardless of who he was each guard suggested,
“Move on, please. Orders not to loiter.”

A little Swedish tailor, respectable in white cravat and
black broadcloth, wailed at a twenty-year-old militiaman, “You
are the soldiers of capitalism! You dare not touch me!”

“Sure; that’s right. Come on now —keep moving—keep
your feet warm.”

A pretty manicure girl, pink and blue and maize, gurgled

Habeas Corpus continued on next page
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Among the volumes published by Random House in the
Modern Library of the World’s Best Books was one entitled
Famous Ghost Stories (1944). Many of the stories are familiar
ones, such as “The Damned Thing” by Ambrose Bierce, “The
Monkey’s Paw” by W. W. Jacobs, “The Phantom Rickshaw”
by Rudyard Kipling, and “The Open Window” by “Saki.”
Among the fifteen in the collection is “The Return of Andrew
Bentley” by August W. Derleth and Lewis biographer Mark
Schorer. Although Bennett Cerf, the editor, does not mention
this story in his introduction, it stands as an example of a tale
of black magic, complete with familiars and things that walk by
night. Of especial interest is that the tale is set in an old house
in Wisconsin, not some far off land, and concerns the narrator’s
uncle who dabbled in black magic before his death.

The distinguished actor Pat Hingle died on January 3, 2009,
at the age of 84. He studied at the Actors Studio and became
well known when he originated the role of Gooper in Tennes-
see Williams’s Cat on a Hot Tin Roof in 1952. He made his
debut on film in On the Waterfront (1954) and starred or played
character parts on stage, screen, and television for many years.
A new generation was introduced to his work when he played
Commissioner Gordon in four Batman movies between 1989
and 1997. Some Lewis scholars know that he delivered Bab-
bitt’s real estate speech to a men’s club in Minnesota to great
acclaim. A less well-known Lewis reference is that, according
to Classic Images, he “was cast in the title role as the evange-
list in the 1960 film Elmer Gantry when a freak accident cost
him the role and nearly his life. Hingle had become trapped
in a stalled elevator in his apartment building and he fell over
50 feet down the shaft when attempting to crawl out. He had
numerous injuries, including a fractured skull, hip, wrist, and
leg, and lost the little finger of his left hand. He lost Gantry
to Burt Lancaster, and it took over a year for him to recover
enough to resume his career” (Feb. 2009: 52).

The Washington Post essay by George F. Will, “A Vote against
Rashness” (Oct. 1, 2008: A17), cites Babbitt, using him as
an example of the average American who spends beyond his
means, “inspired” by the government’s way of spending:

His name was George F. Babbitt. He was 46 years
old now, in April 1920, and he made nothing in par-
ticular, neither butter nor shoes nor poetry, but he was
nimble in the calling of selling houses for more than
people could afford to pay.
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Will continues,

We are waist deep in evasions because one cannot talk
sense about the cultural roots of the financial crisis with-
out transgressing this cardinal principle of politics: Never
shall be heard a discouraging word about the public.

Concerning which, a timeless political trope is: Gov-
ernment should budget the way households supposedly
do, conforming outlays to income. But the crisis came
partly because so many households decided that it would
be jolly fun to budget the way government does, hitching
outlays to appetites....

Populism flatters the people, contrasting their virtue
with the alleged vices of some minority —in other times,
Jews or railroad owners or hard-money advocates; today,
the villain is “Wall Street greed,” which is contrasted with
the supposed sobriety of “Main Street.” When people on
Main Street misbehave by, say, buying houses for more
than they can afford to pay, they blame the wily knaves
who made them do it, such as the “nimble” Babbitt.

A writer for the Iowa City Press-Citizen felt stung by a charge
from the Nobel committee that American literature is too
insular, seeing it as an insult not only against a number of
productive and creative American writers such as Joyce Carol
Oates, Don DelLillo, and Philip Roth, but also a slam at the
writing program at the University of Iowa. Here are some
excerpts from the essay, “Who Is the Nobel Academy Calling
Insular!?” (Oct. 4, 2008):

“When American author Sinclair Lewis won the Nobel
Prize for Literature back in 1930, many critics suggested that
he didn’t win because of the quality of his prose (he was any-
thing but a pristine stylist), but because his novels so closely
matched how the Nobel committee viewed the intellectual
and cultural life of the United States: insular, parochial, self-
centered, petty and a danger to anyone interested in developing
the life of the mind.

“With Main Street (1920), Babbitt (1922), Arrowsmith
(1925), Elmer Gantry (1927), and Dodsworth (1929) exposing
the underside of U.S. small towns, mid-sized cities, the medical
profession, and religious communities, the Nobel committee
was making a political statement about what it thought of
America while at the same time honoring an American author
for the first time.

“It seems the Nobel committee’s view of American cul-
ture hasn’t changed very much over the past eight decades—de-
spite having awarded the world’s top literary prize to American
authors Eugene O’Neill (1936), Pearl S. Buck (1938), William



Faulkner (1949), Ernest Hemingway (1954), John Steinbeck
(1962), Saul Bellow (1976), Isaac Bashevis Singer (1978),
Czeslaw Milosz (1980), and Toni Morrison (1993).

“As the Swedish Academy enters final deliberations for
this year’s award, permanent secretary Horace Engdahl told
the Associated Press Tuesday that the United States is simply
‘too isolated, too insular’ to compete with Europe when it
comes to great writing.

“*Of course there is powerful literature in all big cul-
tures,” Engdahl said, ‘but you can’t get away from the fact
that Europe still is the center of the literary world...not the
United States.’

“And if that wasn’t enough, Engdahl went on to say that
even the most towering of U.S. writers drag down their work
because they are ‘too sensitive to trends in their own mass
culture. They don’t translate enough and don’t really participate
in the big dialogue of literature,” he continued. ‘That ignorance
is restraining.””

The essay mentions that America’s literary establish-
ment has responded by criticizing the Academy for ignoring
some major writers of the twentieth century, speaking up for
contemporary American writers, and noting that the U.S. has
a long history of immigration and thus has a sort of inherited
world culture.

In conclusion, the essay notes (not at all ironically) that:
“We would offer the literary history of Iowa City as further
evidence of how off the mark Engdahl’s comments are.

“Not only does the University of Iowa boast the No. 1
graduate creative writing program in the nation, but the Inter-
national Writing Program puts these fledgling writers and poets
in close proximity to established writers from throughout the
globe. That’s meant generations of some of the best writers
in the world coming to learn from each other in the middle of
the American heartland—in a town sized somewhere between
Sinclair Lewis’s Gopher Prairie (Main Street) and Zenith
(Babbitt).

“In his 1930 acceptance speech, titled ‘The American
Fear of Literature,” Lewis said, ‘I have, for the future of Ameri-
can literature, every hope and every eager belief. We are coming
out, I believe, of the stuffiness of safe, sane, and incredibly dull
provincialism. There are young Americans today who are doing
such passionate and authentic work that it makes me sick to
see that I am a little too old to be one of them.’

“America’s writers and poets have more than lived up to
Lewis’s hopes. It’s too bad that for the past 15 years the Nobel
committee hasn’t been paying any attention to what they’ve
accomplished.”
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DororTBY THOMPSON NOTES

Dorothy Thompson is credited, in the publication World War
11, with coming up with the idea for educating Nazi prisoners
of war in the United States about the meaning of freedom. The
article, “Lessons in Democracy” by Ronald H. Bailey (23.3
[Aug/Sept 2008]: 52-59), notes how Thompson suggested to
Eleanor Roosevelt that this reeducation would be important
for the postwar world.

By early 1944, the reign of terror and intimidation
by hard-core Nazis interned in American prisoner-
of-war camps had become so widespread that an
intrepid woman journalist decided to do something
about it. Dorothy Thompson was a widely syndicated
newspaper columnist who, in 1934, had been the first
American journalist to be kicked out of Nazi Ger-
many. She came home so incensed that she reportedly
hauled off and socked a woman who made pro-Nazi
remarks in her presence.

Now, hearing reports that Nazis in American camps
were beating, murdering, and forcing the suicides of
fellow German POWs, Thompson went to the White
House to see her good friend Eleanor Roosevelt. She
talked to the First Lady about the Nazi terror campaign
in the camps and suggested that the United States
should be taking the opportunity to reeducate German
POWs by teaching them lessons in democracy. (52)

Mrs. Roosevelt spoke to Major Maxwell McKnight,
chief of the administrative section of Prisoner of War Camp
Operations, as well as her husband about the idea. President
Roosevelt, after conferring with the secretaries of war and
state, agreed, and a plan to influence the almost 380,000 Ger-
man POWs was put into action. Although there was some
concern that this was counter to the Geneva Convention and
fear that the Germans would retaliate by trying to indoctrinate
American POWs, the plan, called the “Intellectual Diversion
Program,” was put into operation in late 1944. The military
worked to collect books, set up camp newspapers, distribute
movies, and hold English classes, in which the American way
of life was the focus. From this program, over 23,000 German
POWs were chosen and trained to help staff the American zone
of occupation in Germany after the war.

William Safire, in his column On Language, which appears
every Sunday in the New York Times Magazine, often explores
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the entomology of various words and phrases that appear in
popular publications. On August 31, 2008, his column focused
on a number of political words and phrases including “free
world.” Apparently the phrase started life as a publication, Free
World,founded by Mordecai J.B. Ezekiel,, an economics adviser
to the Department of Agriculture during Franklin Roosevelt’s
third administration, in October 1941. Free World was an anti-
Nazi monthly featuring “well-known liberal internationalist
byliners like Robert Nathan, former Vice President Henry
Wallace, the columnist Dorothy Thompson and perhaps Freda
Kirchwey, editor of the Nation. Its slogan was ‘For Victory and
for World Organization,” and in 1942 Free World merged with
the magazine United Nations World” (13).

John Houseman, in the second volume of his memoirs, Front
and Center, 1942—-1955 (Touchstone/Simon and Schuster,
1979), mentions how critical Dorothy Thompson was of the
Voice of America as it was being developed at the beginning
of WWII. Joseph Barnes, chief of the New York office, be-
lieved that “we must tell the true story that will best serve our
interests.... Diplomatic and military considerations must help
determine how stories should be slanted for maximum effect.
All stories have a purpose in time of war” (34). The first broad-
cast was in German and was primarily news and commentary.
Houseman writes that the first show was considered a success.
“One dissenting voice was that of Dorothy Thompson, who
regarded herself as an expert on European and particularly on
German affairs. She felt it was ‘soft’ and that ‘any hard-boiled
American editor, even if he didn’t know German, could turn
out a better script’” (38). She must have changed her mind to
some extent because she later appeared on some of the shows
as a guest. She “had relented and decided that our broadcasts
were not without value after all. She now did a weekly show,
written and spoken by herself, in which she appealed to a high-
ranking officer of the Wehrmacht by the name of Hans. He was
thought to exist and, later, to have taken part in the bomb plot
against Hitler” (57). [The broadcasts were later published as
Listen, Hans! (1942)]

Dorothy Thompson is one of the honorees of the Museum of
Television and Radio in their three-year initiative (2006—2009)
“to build a unique collection of radio and television program-
ming that celebrates the achievements of great women writers,
directors, producers, sportscasters, journalists, and executives.”
A screening/listening series, “She Made It: Women Creating
Television and Radio,” which was held in late 2005 and early
2006 in both New York and Los Angeles, featured such impor-
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tant women in the media as Diane English, Ida Lupino, Mary
Tyler Moore, Marlo Thomas, Sarah Jessica Parker, Gertrude
Berg, Fanny Brice, and Dorothy Thompson. Thompson was
part of the Radio Superstars exhibit and described in a brochure
as “one of the most influential journalists in American history.
From 1936 to 1945, as the world first balanced on the edge of
war, then plunged full-bore into armed conflict, Thompson’s
eloquent and well-informed views were regularly broadcast
to millions over NBC (both the Red and Blue Networks) and,
later, the Mutual Network.” Two broadcasts were made avail-
able, one made in 1937 reporting on FDR’s controversial plans
to reorganize the judicial system, the other on the 1937 Nobel
Prize winners and awards ceremony.

WEB NOTES

The Sinclair Lewis website is heading towards a milestone.
Since 2003, about 99,000 folks have visited the website for a
variety of purposes. Some want to do research on Lewis, some
enjoy his writing, some have found a book or other object that
Lewis was associated with, and some are just curious. You
can see from the queries below that the questions that arise
come from a variety of perspectives. Work on the repurposed
website is going well. The new main page is going to be more
colorful and contain images from some of the paperback edi-
tions of Lewis from the 1950s. Hopefully it will be completed
by the summer.

I have found a signed copy of Main Street dated November
18, 1920 inscribed to a Professor William Lyons Phelps of
Yale University. There is also a letter dated August Sth to him
from Sinclair Lewis.

Is any of this valuable? [What a great find. Professor
Phelps was one of the faculty members that Lewis thought
most highly of when he was a student at Yale. This is definitely
valuable. You might want to contact the Beinecke Library at
Yale University to see if they would be interested in purchas-
ing it from you. Lewis left his papers to Yale—and with the
connection with one of their faculty, they might find it of great
interest.]
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small town life. He received a grant from Yale for his travels
and hopes to use his research as part of his further study of
Americana. His interest in Main Street is what first drew him
to visiting Sauk Centre. He stayed at the Palmer House and
has read all of Lewis’s major novels of the 1920s except Dods-
worth, which is on the top of his must-read list. In an interview
with the Sauk Centre Herald, David said, “I no longer take his
portrayal of small town life in Main Street as seriously. I can see
the satire more clearly. I think if he came back to Sauk Centre
today it would be quite different, although the material status
in society hasn’t really changed since then.” He also wrote two
articles for the Gopher Prairie Gazette, the edition of the Sauk
Centre Herald published during Sinclair Lewis Days (July
13, 2008). The articles, “Sinclair Lewis and Hollywood” and
“Sinclair Lewis at Yale,” highlighted two aspects of Lewis’s
life for visitors to and residents of Sauk Centre.

The Sinclair Lewis 2008 Writers’ Conference was held on
October 11 at the Sauk Centre High School Fine Arts Audito-
rium. The keynote speaker was Bill Holm, humorist and prose
writer, whose last book, The Windows of Brimnes (Milkweed,
2007), was a meditation on the last forty years of the United
States and his own life, when viewed through the windows of
his house, just south of the Arctic Circle. He was named the
2008 McKnight Distinguished Artist of the Year in recognition
of his artistic excellence for over thirty years of writing poetry
and prose. Holm’s talk, “Making Yourself at Home with Lan-
guage,” touched on being mindful as a writer no matter where
you are. He quoted Robert Frost, “Earth’s the right place for
love or wisdom, anger, humor; anything but greed, whining
and theories. They go better elsewhere.”

The three other speakers were Freya Manfred, who has
presented at the Writers’ Conference twice before; Thomas
Pope, a professional screenwriter; and Elaine Davis, a spe-
cialist on oral histories. Manfred, the author of six volumes
of poetry and the memoir Manfred: A Daughter Remembers,
spoke on “Poetry Writing—The Wisdom of Feeling,” the
notion of permitting oneself to feel emotion while writing.
Popz, author of Good Scripts, Bad Scripts and screenwriter for
directors as diverse as Penny Marshall, Ridley Scott, and Wim
Winders, discussed the basics of writing movie screenplays.
During his last appearance at the Writers’ Conference he spoke
on how Sinclair Lewis’s films translated to screen. Davis, a
professor at St. Cloud State University, has written Minnesota
13, about the “wet” Prohibition days in Stearns County. Her
experiences in gathering oral histories, some from rather
reluctant participants, formed the basis for her presentation,
“Oral Histories —Getting the Tough Stories.” [Bill Holm, the
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keynote speaker, died recently at the age of 65.]

Last summer’s Sinclair Lewis Days (2008) continued their
tradition of fun and entertainment for people of all ages. Con-
certs in the park, street dances, pie and ice cream socials, and
basketball and softball tournaments, as well as a big craft show
and the Sinclair Lewis Days Parade were among the highlights.
It rained heavily on the last day, holding up the start of the Hope
Run for Childhood Cancer, but the participants bravely carried
on in the rain, as did the softball players in a tournament held
at Civic Arena Fields. The Miss Sauk Centre Pageant was an
event which everyone always enjoys. This year Kayle Beilke
was crowned not only Miss Sauk Centre, but Miss Congeniality
and won the talent competition as well. The two princesses were
Kayla Tabatt and Jordan Welle. The participants were Kayla
Beilke, who performed a combination dance/gymnastics rou-
tine; Mayra Esparza, the first Mexican-American to participate
in the pageant, who scratched on her turntables; Heather Holm-
quist, who performed a dance routine while swinging glow
sticks; Melissa Holmquist, who danced to Samantha Jade’s
“Step Up”’; Amber Johnson, who sang; Stephanie Cullman,
who demonstrated how to make a round flower arrangement;
Andrea Miller, who did a lemonade demonstration (she and
her sister co-own a lemonade business); Libby Swedenburg,
who played the guitar and sang “Landslide”; Kayla Tabatt, who
demonstrated So Bah Do, a form of martial arts; and Jordan
Welle, who danced. The Gopher Prairie Gazette, the edition
of the Sauk Centre Herald published during Sinclair Lewis
Days, contained several nice mentions of the Sinclair Lewis
Society and its website.

The Sinclair Lewis Foundation held its annual meeting on
February 9, 2009. President Colleen Steffes reported on the
Sinclair Lewis Writers Conference, the visitors to the Sinclair
Lewis Boyhood Home and Interpretive Center, and also the
participation of Ken Lewis, great-nephew of Sinclair Lewis, in
the Sinclair Lewis Days Parade, along with other members of
his family. Over 300 people visited the Boyhood Home in 2008,
including Lewis admirers from as far away as China, Sweden,
Norway, Japan, and a group of 22 students from Germany.
The annual report reprinted a two-page tribute to Kings-
blood Royal by New York Times columnist Brent Staples,
originally written in 2002, to celebrate the election of Barack
Obama as president. Staples writes, “Lewis did it to expose the
theory of racial differences that dominated American life as an
arbitrary fiction. Much of the country could not hear the sage
of Main Street in 1947, but it can certainly hear him today.”
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the Bagdad Railway: A Study in Imperialism. New York:
Mcmillan, 1924. $60.

Second printing, with Dorothy’s ownership signature.

64. Rauschning, Hermann. Masken und Metamorphosen Des
Nihilismus. Frankfurt: Humboldt Verlag, 1954. $35.

With Dorothy’s ownership signature, and significant underlin-
ing.

66. Mornand, Pierre, intro. Christ’s Image, Paris: French
Library of Fine Arts, 1939. $150.

Oversize, with 128 plates, some tipped-in, some in color— gift
inscription by Dorothy Thompson: “For Maxim, belatedly to
celebrate our anniversary, June 15, 1945, Dorothy.”

67. Malraux, Andre. The Voices of Silence. Garden City,
New York: Doubleday, 1953. $50.

Gift inscription by Dorothy Thompson: “With Christmas love
to Maxim from Dorothy, his wife, 1953.”

A Few OTHER B0oOKS OF INTEREST

68. Thompson, Dorothy. In Support of the President: No-
vember 6, 1944. Stanford: Overbrook Press, 1945. $35.

1 of 1,500 copies.

69. Lewis, Wells. They Still Say No. New York: Farrar and
Rinehart, 1939. $100.

First edition, Lewis was the son of Sinclair Lewis and stepson
of Dorothy Thompson, the front endpaper is missing. This book
is signed and inscribed, to himself (!), by Lewis: “To Wells Lewis,

from his old and sympathetic, if somewhat annoying friend, Wells
Lewis, April 8", 1939.”

Books THar Have
DorotHY THOMPSON’S BOOKPLATE INSIDE

70. Zuckmayer, Carl. Second Wind, New York: Doubleday,
Doran, 1949. $35.

First edition.
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71. Schuschnigg, Kurt. My Austria. New York: Knopf, 1938.
$25.

Second printing.

72. Bergstraesser, Arnold. Goethe’s Image of Man and Soci-
ety. Chicago: Henry Regnery Company, 1949. $10.

First printing.

73. Parker, Dorothy. After Such Pleasures. New York: The
Viking Press, 1933, $15.

74. Arnold, Matthew. Essays, Literary and Critical. Every-
man’s Library, 1933, $6.

75. Millay, Edna St. Vincent. Huntsman, What Quarry? New
York: Harper and Brothers, 1939.

Second edition with some dampstaining inside.

76. Millay, Edna St. Vincent. The Buck in the Snow and
Other Poems. New York: Harper and Brothers, 1928. $25.

First edition.

77. Lawrence, D.H. Aaron’s Rod. New York: Thomas Selt-
zer, 1922. $25.

Second printing.

78. Thompson, Charles Minor. Independent Vermont. Bos-
ton: Houghton Mifflin, 1942. $15.

First edition, boards quite worn.

79. Teeling, William. Crisis for Christianity. London: John
Gifford Limited, 1939. $10.

First edition.

80. Schnitzler, Arthur. Hands Around: A Cycle of Ten Dia-
logues. New York: Privately Printed for Subscribers, 1920.
$60.

Number 407 of 1475 copies, front hinge cracked.
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Join Today...

WE INVITE YOU TO BECOME A MEMBER OF THE SINCLAIR LEWIS SOCIETY .

MEMBERS RECEIVE A SUBSCRIPTION TO THE SINCLAIR LEWIS SOCIETY NEWSLETTER.
PLEASE CHOOSE A CATEGORY BELOW:

A. $60% sustaining member C. $15% individual member
B. $20% family/joint membership D. $10% student/retiree membership
Name
Address
City
State — ZipCode — E-mail Address

Send form, along with check, to: The Sinclair Lewis Society, Box 4240, English Dept., Illinois State University,
Normal, IL 61790-4240
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