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Vx4 5 X (Henry James, 1843-1916) DMHLBEETHH Y. IHFETH
HoltlWI)ILTHEEHIDL ) IZELMBHIHRT 2HEERDOKA
TOHVIHETOH o720 ZERESENRFROBLETH-1-2
LOFERTLH D, E<LEBENLRBRLE V> TVOVOTIELZNA ) b,

BIhEEEOT A I XFEEZBETNE, P24 X0LSIZEDIZS . D
FNIA—Ty NNOFEBHFHL LEDOLNIZTHIDD, ZFOKBIITEI~D
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X—2 b2 AVOXNFEOEHEVZIE, FOEVOEFRIIROLNE &
ENb, DF D . “hoax” & “tall tale” L DPFREOLNBETADEFEDT LT
H5.F LTEDERDEL BV EDBERPETH L L Vol EMHE - T,
BOVERIIBE L CIEBEMLHREZFALDLDEZFITMONIN BT 5,75
FTHE, —RE) LTHEIRZY T XLDEREVDRAEDTH A S B,

ZLOYTRICECEMENS [Ny 70X — - 74 > OBR] 1IET &
NTITIZI0EULEDEANR- TS, FRIZSTIZHEDLNT A AL
DEH#RE L TEDLLEVERTH S, /- PERRLERKR T, TFo TFHABIC
FEED [RENE] ChoTwd, H1VidE, TOEKOLHFEIIBIT
LEFRIZMAMO o THESHELBO TV 5B, — R EDFFR BRI TV DA,
TD LB ERY L SNBREIER— AL 0D, & & & Hi7 hENIE
ZEEZLTLBDTHD, 8o TCIOERPMDTHICHZLEENDT & FBVIR
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Williammn Dean Howells (1837-1920)

He was born in Martin’s Ferry, Ohio, and as a boy worked in his father's printing
office. What Howells lacked in formal education (he had very little) he made up in
diligent self-application both in and out of the printing office. His campaign biography
of Abraham Lincoln (1860) won him an appointment as United States consul at Venice
(1861-65). In Paris in 1862 he married Elinor Meade; they returned to the United States
in 1865, where Howells associated himself first with the New York Times and The Nation,
then in 1866 with the Atlantic Monthly, where he was editor in chief from 1872 until
1881. During this time and afterward, in his long association with Harnper’s Monthly,
Howells exerted a strong and beneficent influence on American letters, promoting the
work of many promising young artists, including Stephen Crane, Hamlin Garland, Frank
Norris, as well as Samuel Clemens and Henry James. A prolific essayist, reviewer, critic,
and novelist, Howells best expressed his own realistic style in such works as 4 Modern
Instance (1882), The Rise of Silas Lapham (1885), Indian Summer (1886), and A Hazard
of New Fortunes (1890). In his later years Howells received honorary degrees from
Harvard, Yale, Columbia, and Oxford universities, and he was the first president of the
American Academy of Arts and Letters, a post he held until his death.
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The Rise of Silas Lapham

“Walk right in!” he called out to the journalist, whom he caught sight of through
the door of the counting-room.

He did not rise from the desk at which he was writing, but he gave Bartley his
left hand for welcome, and he rolled his large head in the direction of a vacant
chair. “Sit down! I'll be with you in just half a minute.”

“Take your time,” said Bartley, with the ease he instantly felt. “I'm in no hurry.”
He took a note-book from his pocket, laid it on his knee, and began to sharpen
a pencil.

“There!” Lapham pounded with his great hairy fist on the envelope he had
been addressing. “William!” he called out, and he handed the letter to a boy
who came to get it. “I want that to go right away. Well, sir,” he continued, wheeling
round in his leather-cushioned swivel-chair, and facing Bartley, seated so near
that their knees almost touched, “so you want my life, death, and Christian
sufferings, do you, young man?”

“That's what I'm after,” said Bartley. “Your money or your life.”

“I guess you wouldn't want my life without the money,” said Lapham, as if he
were willing to prolong these moments of preparation.

“Take 'em both,” Bartley suggested. “Don’t want your money without your
life, if you come to that. But you're just one million times more interesting to the
public than if you hadn'’t a dollar; and you know that as well as I do, Mr. Lapham.
There’s no use beating about the bush.”

“No,” said Lapham, somewhat absently. He put out his huge foot and pushed
the ground-glass door shut between his little den and the book-keepers, in their
larger den outside.

“In personal appearance,” wrote Bartley in the sketch for which he now studied
his subject, while he waited patiently for him to continue, “Silas Lapham is a fine
type of the successful American. He has a square, bold chin, only partially
concealed by the short, reddish-gray beard, growing to the edges of his firmly
closing lips. His nose is short and straight; his forehead good, but broad rather
than high; his eyes blue, and with a light in them that is kindly or sharp according
to his mood. He is of medium height, and fills an average armchair with a solid
bulk, which, on the day of our interview, was unpretentiously clad in 4 business
suit of blue serge. His head droops somewhat from a short neck, which does not
trouble itself to rise far from a pair of massive shoulders.”

swivel-chair [[@##5F | / Take ’em both = Take them both. I would % #§- T&itr &
o / Dontwant... XTI 1 25, / if youcome to that [ZD T L &L hiE] /
There’s no use beating about the bush [&[ L IZ§ - T &Iz % V2] / ground-
glass [T 0 5 A | / while he waited patiently for him to continue [—7/% }
L—R3HBFDO I NLDE LT 502 FREFo T
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Mark Twain (1835-1910)

Born in Missouri, and reared in the small town of Hannibal on the shores of the
Mississippi River, Twain is often regarded as the quintessential American author. A
complex figure, Twain combined social success and aspiration with a critical skepticism,
and merged his humor with a sometimes bleak vision of the human condition. Twain’s
literature reflects his extensive and varied experience — he piloted a ship down the
Mississippi, served briefly in a Confederate troop, and searched for gold in the Mother
Lode district of California. Frustrated by his lack of financial remuneration in these
fields, Twain turned to writing as a career. In 1870, following his marriage to the wealthy
and well-connected Olivia Langdon, Twain established his household in Hartford,
Connecticut. He also became a frequenter of European capitals. His numerous works
include The Innocents Abroad (1869), Roughing It (1872), The Adventures of Tom Sawyer
(1876), A Tramp Abroad (1880), The Prince and the Pauper (1882), Life on the Mississippi
(1883), Adventures of Huckleberry Finn (1885), A Connecticut Yankee in King Arthur’s
Court (1889), The Tragedy of Pudd’nhead Wilson (1894), and “The Mysterious Stranger”
(published posthumously).

Adventures of Huckleberry Finn

You don’t know about me, without you have read a book by the name of
“The Adventures of Tom Sawyer,” but that ain’t no matter. That book was made
by Mr. Mark Twain, and he told the truth, mainly. There was things which he
stretched, but mainly he told the truth. That is nothing. I never seen anybody
but lied, one time or another, without it was Aunt Polly, or the widow, or maybe
Mary. Aunt Polly — Tom's Aunt Polly, she is — and Mary, and the Widow Douglas,
is all told about in that book — which is mostly a true book; with some stretchers,
as I said before.

Now the way that the book winds up, is this: Tom and me found the money
that the robbers hid in the cave, and it made us rich. We got six thousand dollars
apiece — all gold. It was an awful sight of money when it was piled up. Well,
Judge Thatcher, he took it and put it out at interest, and it fetched us a dollar a
day apiece, all the year round — more than a body could tell what to do with.
The Widow Douglas, she took me for her son, and allowed she would sivilize
me; but it was rough living in the house all the time, considering how dismal
regular and decent the widow was in all her ways; and so when I couldn't stand
it no longer, I lit out. I got into my old rags, and my sugar-hogshead again, and
was free and satisfied. But Tom Sawyer, he hunted me up and said he was going
to start a band of robbers, and I might join if I would go back to the widow and
be respectable. So I went back.

The widow she cried over me, and called me a poor lost lamb, and she called
me a lot of other names, too, but she never meant no harm by it. She put me in
them new clothes again, and I couldn’t do nothing but sweat and sweat, and
feel all cramped up. Well, then, the old thing commenced again. The widow
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rung a bell for supper, and you had to come to time. When you got to the table
you couldn't go right to eating, but you had to wait for the widow to tuck down
her head and grumble a little over the victuals, though there warn't really anything
the matter with them. That is, nothing only everything was cooked by itself. In a
barrel of odds and ends it is different; things get mixed up, and the juice kind of
swaps around, and the things go better.

After supper she got out her book and learned me about Moses and the
Bulrushers; and I was in a sweat to find out all about him; but by-and-by she let
it out that Moses had been dead a considerable long time; so then I didn’t care
no more about him; because I don't take no stock in dead people.

without = unless. / that ain’t no matter = that is no matter. ~E &, JHEHFEETH 5,
/ There was things which he stretched ‘was’ = were. ‘stretch’= exaggerate. / I never
seen anybody = I have never seen anybody. / but lied = who did not lie. / is all told
‘is’ = are. / stretchers = exaggerations. /~ winds up = concludes. /” apiece = each. // an
awful sight of money ‘sight’ = a large quantity; a lot. /” Judge Thatcher he [ U £5E %
EhdO T MERB. / putit out at interest = lent it out at interest; invested it. /
allowed = calculated; reckoned; thought. / sivilize = civilize. / rough living = hard
living. [\ 41{% | / dismal = fearfully.[ %13 12| / hogshead = a large barrel. / called
me a lot of other names ‘call one names’ = abuse. / in them new clothes = in those new
clothes. / the old thing = the old state of things. / rung = rang. / to time = on time. ,//
tuck down = hang down. / warn’t = wasn’t. / nothing only everything. . . ‘only’ =
but; except. / her book i.e. her bible. / learned me = taught me. ,~ Moses and the
Bulrushers The daughter of Pharaoh found the infant Moses in a basket made of bulrushes.
See Exodus 2: 1-10. ‘bulrush’ % ‘bulrusher’ (= bull + rusher) & § o 72D {Z Mark Twain —
D irreverence NP, / in a sweat = in a fuming impatience. / take no stock in = do
not concern oneself with.

Henry James (1843-1916)

Henry James, Jr., was born in New York City, the second son of Henry James, Sr.,
noted American religious philosopher, and younger brother of William James, pioneering
psychological researcher. The James children received a various and dauntlessly
experimental education on both sides of the Atlantic. Early immersion in European
culture resulted in Henry's lifelong ambivalence toward his own American origins, and
many of his best-known works — The American (1877), The Europeans (1878), Daisy
Miller (1879), The Portrait of a Lady (1881) — deal with the conflicts between American
and European values, customs, and character. A partial list of his novels includes such
famous titles as Washington Square (1881), The Bostonians (1886), The Spoils of Poynton
(1897), What Maisie Knew (1897), The Awkward Age (1899), The Sacred Fount (1901),
The Wings of the Dove (1902), and The Golden Bowl (1904). He was a prolific writer of
short stories (“The Beast in the Jungle”; “The Figure in the Carpet™), criticism (“The Art
of Fiction”), biography (Nathaniel Hawthorne; W.W. Story), and cultural essays (7he
American Scene [1907)) as well. James lived in England from 1876 until his death; in
sympathy with the British cause during World War I, he became a British citizen in
1915. During his lifetime his reputation prospered and declined, but today he is highly
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respected as an early master of psychological realism, formal structure, and narrative
ambiguity, as well as for his ability to convey the nuances of human emotion and
human consciousness.

Daisy Miller

‘He's an American man' cried Randolph, in his little hard voice.

The young lady gave no heed to this announcement, but looked straight at
her brother. ‘Well, I guess you had better be quiet,’ she simply observed.

It seemed to Winterbourne that he had been in a manner presented. He got
up and stepped slowly towards the young girl, throwing away his cigarette. ‘This
little boy and I have made acquaintance,” he said, with great civility. In Geneva,
as he had been perfectly aware, a young man was not at liberty to speak to a
young unmarried lady except under certain rarely occurring conditions; but here,
at Vevey, what conditions could be better than these? — a pretty American girl
coming and standing in front of you in a garden. This pretty American girl,
however, on hearing Winterbourne's observation, simply glanced at him; she
then turned her head and looked over the parapet, at the lake and the opposite
mountains. He wondered whether he had gone too far; but he decided that he
must advance farther rather than retreat. While he was thinking of something
else to say, the young lady turned to the little boy again.

‘I should like to know where you got that pole,’ she said.

‘I bought it!" responded Randolph.

‘You don’t mean to say you're going to take it to Italy!

‘Yes, I am going to take it to Italy!” the child declared.

The young girl glanced over the front of her dress, and smoothed out a knot
or two of ribbon. Then she rested her eyes upon the prospect again. ‘Well, 1
guess you had better leave it somewhere,’ she said, after a moment.

had been in a manner presented [ % % B T3+ TIZT A 73] ‘present’ = to
introduce formally.
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Steven Crane (1871-1900)

Crane, a native of Newark, New Jersey, attended Lafayette College and Syracuse
University (a year each) before moving to New York City, where he earned a meager
living as a free-lance reporter. His first novel, Maggie: A Girl of the Streets (1893), was
published with money borrowed from his brother, and was a financial failure, but it
did impress Hamlin Garland, who brought it to the attention of William Dean Howells.
Crane’s masterpiece, The Red Badge of Courage, was published in 1895. Because of its
brilliant depiction of war, Crane found himself in demand as a war correspondent.
Returning from an assignment in Cuba, Crane was shipwrecked, an experience that
resulted in “The Open Boat” (1897), but his health was broken, and he died before his
twenty-ninth birthday.
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The Red Badge of Courage

The cold passed reluctantly from the earth, and the retiring fogs revealed an
army stretched out on the hills, resting. As the landscape changed from brown
to green, the army awakened, and began to tremble with eagerness at the noise
of rumors. It cast its eyes upon the roads, which were growing from long troughs
of liquid mud to proper thoroughfares. A river, amber-tinted in the shadow of its
banks, purled at the army’s feet; and at night, when the stream had become of a
sorrowful blackness, one could see across it the red, eyelike gleam of hostile
camp-fires set in the low brows of distant hills.

Once a certain tall soldier developed virtues and went resolutely to wash a
shirt. He came flying back from a brook waving his garment bannerlike. He was
swelled with a tale he had heard from a reliable friend, who had heard it from a
truthful cavalryman, who had heard it from his trustworthy brother, one of the
orderlies at division headquarters. He adopted the important air of a herald in
red and gold.

“We’re goin' t’ move t' morrah — sure,” he said pompously to a group in the
company street. “We're goin’ "way up the river, cut across, an’ come around in
behint 'em.”

To his attentive audience he drew a loud and elaborate plan of a very brilliant
campaign. When he had finished, the blue-clothed men scattered into small arguing
groups between the rows of squat brown huts. A negro teamster who had been
dancing upon a cracker box with the hilarious encouragement of twoscore soldiers
was deserted. He sat mournfully down. Smoke drifted lazily from a multitude of
quaint chimneys.

of a sorrowful blackness ‘of’ ;LB LFEEAN % DL b, / brows [IDE] /
developed virtues [ % £ L T / the orderlies at division headquaters [ £
T4 D{E4S ] / a herald in red and gold [F & £DHIREFEZHE] / goin’ v
move t morrah = going to move tomorrow. / company street FERD ¥ ¥ ¥ TH T/
BhFl%e i LTEATVEZDOMDEY, / goin’ 'way = going away. ./ an’ come . . .
behint ’em = and come . . . behind them. / the blue clothed men ‘blue’ iFBILEFIC
BB EREOERNE,

Hamlin Garland (1860-1940)

Garland was born on a Wisconsin farm and grew up under the hardships of life on
the prairies; his parents moved to lowa and then the Dakota Territory trying to earn a
living. He went to Boston in 1884, worked, and educated himself in the public library.
In 1892 he published Main-Travelled Roads, bitter stories of life in the Middled West.
This work and the many novels, stories, and autobiographies that followed brought
financial success and critical acclaim.
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“Among the Corn-Rows” from Main-Travelled Roads

Rob held up his hands, from which the dough depended in ragged strings.

“Biscuits,” he said, with an elaborate working of his jaws, intended to convey
the idea that they were going to be specially delicious.

Seagraves laughed, but did not enter the shanty door. “How do you like baching
i?”

“Oh, don’t mention it!” entreated Rob, mauling the dough again. “Come in an’
sit down. What in thunder y’ standin’ out there for?”

“Oh, I'd rather be where I can see the prairie. Great weather!”

“Im-mense!”

“How goes breaking?”

“Tip-top! A leetle dry now; but the bulls pull the plough through two acres a
day. How’s things in Boomtown?”

“Oh, same old grind.”

“Judge still lyin?”

“Still at it.”

“Major Mullens still swearin’ to it?”

“You hit it like a mallet. Railroad schemes are thicker 'n prairie-chickens. You've
got grit, Rob. I don't have anything but crackers and sardines over to my shanty,
and here you are making soda-biscuit.”

“I have t’ do it. Couldn’t break if I didn’t. You editors c'n take things easy, lay
around on the prairie, and watch the plovers and medderlarks; but we settlers
have got to work.”

Leaving Rob to sputter over his cooking, Seagraves took his slow way off down
toward the oxen grazing in a little hollow. The scene was characteristically,
wonderfully beautiful. It was about five o'clock in a day in late June, and the
level plain was green and yellow, and infinite in reach as a sea; the lowering
sun was casting over its distant swells a faint impalpable mist, through which the
breaking teams on the neighboring claims ploughed noiselessly, as figures in a
dream.

baching [ & 4£iH% L T2 5 | / What in thunder y’ standin’ out there for ? = What
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Frank Norris (1870-1902)

He was born Benjamin Franklin Norris in Chicago. In 1884 the family moved to San
Francisco, and when he was seventeen his father took him to Paris to study painting.
From 1890 to 1894 he attended the University of California, then Harvard for one year,
after which he worked as correspondent for Collier's and the San Francisco Chronicle,
covering the Boer War. Upon his return from South Africa he worked for a San Francisco
magazine, The Wave, which serialized his first novel, Moran of the Lady Letty, in 1898.
That same year he went to Cuba to cover the Spanish-American War. When he returned
the following year he took a position with Doubleday, which in 1899 published two of
Norris's novels, McTeague, set in San Francisco, and Blix. The Octopus (1901) and The
Pit (1903) were the first two volumes in a planned trilogy following the growing, selling,
and distribution of California wheat. The final volume, The Wolf, was incomplete at
Norris’s death from a ruptured appendix in 1902.

McTeague

It was Sunday, and, according to his custom on that day, McTeague took his
dinner at two in the afternoon at the car conductors’ coffee-joint on Polk Street.
He had a thick gray soup; heavy, underdone meat, very hot, on a cold plate;
two kinds of vegetables; and a sort of suet pudding, full of strong butter and
sugar. On his way back to his office, one block above, he stopped at Joe Frenna's
saloon and bought a pitcher of steam beer. It was his habit to leave the pitcher
there on his way to dinner.

Once in his office, or, as he called it on his signboard, “Dental Parlors,” he
took off his coat and shoes, unbuttoned his vest, and, having crammed his little
stove full of coke, lay back in his operating chair at the bay window, reading the
paper, drinking his beer, and smoking his huge porcelain pipe while his food
digested; crop-full, stupid, and warm. By and by, gorged with steam beer, and
overcome by the heat of the room, the cheap tobacco, and the effects of his
heavy meal, he dropped off to sleep. Late in the afternoon his canary bird, in its
gilt cage just over his head, began to sing. He woke slowly, finished the rest of
his beer — very flat and stale by this time — and taking down his concertina
from the bookcase, where in week days it kept the company of seven volumes
of “Allen’s Practical Dentist,” played upon it some halfdozen very mournful airs.

McTeague looked forward to these Sunday afternoons as a period of relaxation
and enjoyment. He invariably spent them in the same fashion. These were his
only pleasures — to eat, to smoke, to sleep, and to play upon his concertina.

The six lugubrious airs that he knew, always carried him back to the time
when he was a car-boy at the Big Dipper Mine in Placer County, ten years before.
He remembergd the years he had spent there trundling the heavy cars of ore in
and out of the tunnel under the direction of his father. For thirteen days of each
fortnight his father was a steady, hardworking shift-boss of the mine. Every other
Sunday he became an irresponsible animal, a beast, a brute, crazy with alcohol.
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Theodore Dreiser (1871-1945)

He was born in Terre Haute, Indiana. He briefly attended Indiana University, and
then obtained a job on the Chicago Globe as a reporter before moving to New York
City in 1894.

His first novel, Sister Carrie (1900), was accepted by Frank Norris for Doubleday
Page & Co., but Mrs Doubleday objected to its realistic style and subject matter, and
interfered with its publication, with the result that it was not widely distributed. Ten
years passed before the publication of his next novel, Jennie Gerbardt (1911). Like
Sister Carrie, it was attacked for its candid and uncompromising naturalism. The Financier
(1912) and The Titan (1914) were the first two volumes of Dreiser's Cowperwood trilogy,
based on the life of the business magnate, Charles T. Yerkes; it was completed by The
Stoic, posthumously published in 1947. The Genius (1915) is a partly autobiographical
novel examining the artistic temperament. Dreiser at last earned popular acclaim with
An American Tragedy (1925), based on the Chester Gillette-Grace Brown murder case
of 1906. The Bulwark appeared posthumously in 1946.

Sister Carrie

When Caroline Meeber boarded the afternoon train for Chicago, her total outfit
consisted of a small trunk, a cheap imitation alligator-skin satchel, a small lunch
in a paper box, and a yellow leather snap purse, containing her ticket, a scrap of
paper with her sister’s address in Van Buren Street, and four dollars in money. It
was in August, 1889. She was eighteen years of age, bright, timid, and full of the
illusions of ignorance and youth. Whatever touch of regret at parting characterised
her thoughts, it was certainly not for advantages now being given up. A gush of
tears at her mother's farewell kiss, a touch in her throat when the cars clacked
by the flour mill where her father worked by the day, a pathetic sigh as the
familiar green environs of the village passed in review, and the threads which
bound her so lightly to girlhood and home were irretrievably broken.

To be sure there was always the next station, where one might descend and
return. There was the great city, bound more closely by these very trains which
came up daily. Columbia City was not so very far away, even once she was in
Chicago. What, pray, is a few hours — a few hundred miles? She looked at the
little slip bearing her sister’s address and wondered. She gazed at the green
landscape, now passing in swift review, until her swifter thoughts replaced its
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impression with vague conjectures of what Chicago might be.

When a girl leaves her home at eighteen, she does one of two things. Either
she falls into saving hands and becomes better, or she rapidly assumes the
cosmopolitan standard of virtue and becomes worse. Of an intermediate balance,
under the circumstances, there is no possibility. The city has its cunning wiles,
no less than the infinitely smaller and more human tempter. There are large
forces which allure with all the soulfulness of expression possible in the most
cultured human. The gleam of a thousand lights is often as effective as the
persuasive light in a wooing and fascinating eye.
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Jack London (1876-1916)

John Griffith (Jack) London was born in San Francisco, grew up on the Oakland
waterfront, and quit school at the age of fourteen. After a youthful career as an oyster-
poacher, he joined a sealing expedition, roamed throughout the United States and
Canada, studied briefly at the University of California, and in 1897 joined the rush for
Klondike gold. He did not strike it rich in the gold fields, but his collection of Yukon
stories, Son of the Wolf, appeared in 1900, establishing his reputation as a skillful and
energetic storyteller. His novels reflect his interest in both the individual’s struggle against
civilized society (The Call of the Wild [1903); The Sea Wolf [1904]) and the struggle of
the lower classes against oppression (The Iron Heel (1908, The Valley of the Moon [1913)]).
These concerns are also echoed in his autobiographical novel, Martin Eden (1909).

- The Call of the Wild

Buck did not read the newspapers, or he would have known that trouble was
brewing, not alone for himself, but for every tide-water dog, strong of muscle
and with warm, long hair, from Puget Sound to San Diego. Because men, groping
in the Arctic darkness, had found a yellow metal, and because steamship and
transportation companies were booming the find, thousands of men were rushing
into the Northland. These men wanted dogs, and the dogs they wanted were
heavy dogs, with strong muscles by which to toil, and furry coats to protect
them from the frost.

Buck lived at a big house in the sun-kissed Santa Clara Valley. Judge Miller’s
place, it was called. It stood back from the road, half hidden among the trees,
through which glimpses could be caught of the wide cool veranda that ran around
its four sides. The house was approached by gravelled driveways which wound
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about through wide-spreading lawns and under the interlacing boughs of tall
poplars. At the rear things were on even a more spacious scale than at the front.
There were great stables, where a dozen grooms and boys held forth, rows of
vine-clad servants’ cottages, an endless and orderly array of outhouses, long grape
arbors, green pastures, orchards, and berry patches. Then there was the pumping
plant for the artesian well, and the big cement tank where Judge Miller’s boys
took their morning plunge and kept cool in the hot afternoon.

And over this great demesne Buck ruled. Here he was born, and here he had
lived the four years of his life. It was true, there were other dogs. There could
not but be other dogs on so vast a place, but they did not count. They came and
went, resided in the populous kennels, or lived obscurely in the recesses of the
house after the fashion of Toots, the Japanese pug, or Ysabel, the Mexican hairless,
— strange creatures that rarely put nose out of doors or set foot to ground. On
the other hand, there were the fox terriers, a score of them at least, who yelped
fearful promises at Toots and Ysabel looking out of the windows at them and
protected by a legion of housemaids armed with brooms and mops.
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Sinclair Lewis (1885-1951)

Born in Sauk Center, Minnesota, he entered Yale in 1903 but left in 1906 to join
Upton Sinclair’s socialist colony in Englewood, New Jersey. He then became a freelance
writer and editor in New York before returning to Yale and graduating in 1908. Four
years later he published his first novel, a boys’ book entitled Hike and the Aeroplane
(1912).

In 1914 he published Our Mr Wrenn, which was followed by The Trail of the Hawk
(1915) and three more novels before the successful Main Street (1920). He continued
his critique of provincial American life in Babbitt (1922). In 1926 he was awarded but
declined a Pulitzer Prize for Arrowsmith (1925). His next novel, Elmer Gantry (1927),
is the story of a sham revivalist minister. Dodsworth (1929), about a retired car
manufacturer travelling in Europe, appeared a year before Lewis was awarded the Nobel
Prize, the first American to be so honoured.

His commitment to social and political change is evident in his novels. Ann Vickers
(1933) is about a discontented Midwestern girl who becomes involved in the women’s
movement and works for prison reform. Work of Art (1934) is about the American
hotel industry. It Can’t Happen Here (1935), a warning about the possibility of fascism
in the USA, was dramatized and produced by the Federal Theatre Project in cities
throughout the country with Lewis himself playing the lead. The revolt of children
against their parents is the subject of The Prodigal Parents (1938). Bethel Merriday
(1940) deals with the career of a young actress. Gideon Planish (1943) is about a speech
professor who marries a student and then finds himself manipulated into the lucrative
advertising profession by his wife. Lewis’s next three novels return to the Minnesota
setting of Main Street. His last novel, World So Wide, was published posthumously in
1951.

Babbitt

The towers of Zenith aspired above the morning mist; austere towers of steel
and cement and limestone, sturdy as cliffs and delicate as silver rods. They were
neither citadels nor churches, but frankly and beautifully office-buildings.

The mist took pity on the fretted structures of earlier generations: the Post
Office with its shingle-tortured mansard, the red brick minarets of hulking old
houses, factories with stingy and sooted windows, wooden tenements colored
like mud. The city was full of such grotesqueries, but the clean towers were
thrusting them from the business center, and on the farther hills were shining
new houses, homes — they seemed — for laughter and tranquillity.

Over a concrete bridge fled a limousine of long sleek hood and noiseless engine.
These people in evening clothes were returning from an all-night rehearsal of a
Little Theater play, an artistic adventure considerably illuminated by champagne.
Below the bridge curved a railroad, a maze of green and crimson lights. The
New York Flyer boomed past, and twenty lines of polished steel leaped into the
glare. '

In one of the skyscrapers the wires of the Associated Press were closing down.
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The telegraph operators wearily raised their celluloid eye-shades after a night of
talking with Paris and Peking. Through the building crawled the scrubwomen,
yawning, their old shoes slapping. The dawn mist spun away. Cues of men with
lunch-boxes clumped toward the immensity of new factories, sheets of glass and
hollow tile, glittering shops where five thousand men worked beneath one roof,
pouring out the honest wares that would be sold up the Euphrates and across
the veldt. The whistles rolled out in greeting a chorus cheerful as the April dawn;
the song of labor in a city built — it seemed — for giants.
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Sherwood Anderson (1875-1941)

Born in southern Ohio to a poor and vagabond family, Anderson is best known for
his collection of short stories, Winesburg, Obio (1919), and for the influence his
unadorned but poetic prose style and his “grotesque” characters had on other writers
of his generation, notably Ernest Hemingway, Nathanael West, and William Faulkner.
In 1912, after abruptly abandoning the mental pressures of a successful business career
in Ohio, he moved to Chicago, where he became acquainted with and received
encouragement from Carl Sandburg, Theodore Dreiser, and Floyd Dell, to pursue the
creative life that he yearned for. A writer of naturalistic stories and novels (Windy
McPhberson’s Son [1916], Marching Men [1917), Poor White [1920], Many Marriages [1923),
Tar [1926), Beyond Desire [1932], Kit Brandon [1936]) set usually in the Midwest, he
depicted the demoralizing effect of an increasingly industrialized and corporate-minded
America upon the imagination and spirit of the common people, a theme that extended
to his nonfiction writing (Perbhaps Women [1931]; Puzzled America [1935)).

“The Egg”

My Father was, I am sure, intended by nature to be a cheerful, kindly man.
Until he was thirty-four years old he worked as a farm hand for a man named
Thomas Butterworth whose place lay near the town of Bidwell, Ohio. He had
then a horse of his own and on Saturday evenings drove into town to spend a
few hours in social intercourse with other farm hands. In town he drank several
glasses of beer and stood about in Ben Head's saloon — crowded on Saturday
evenings with visiting farm hands. Songs were sung and glasses thumped on the
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bar. At ten o'clock father drove home along a lonely country road, made his
horse comfortable for the night and himself went to bed, quite happy in his
position in life. He had at that time no notion of trying to rise in the world.

It was in the spring of his thirty-fifth year that father married my mother, then
a country school teacher, and in the following spring I came wriggling and crying
into the world. Something happened to the two people. They became ambitious.
The American passion for getting up in the world took possession of them.

It may have been that mother was responsible. Being a school teacher she
had no doubt read books and magazines. She had, I presume, read of how
Garfield, Lincoln, and other Americans rose from poverty to fame and greatness
and as I lay beside her — in the days of her lying-in — she may have dreamed
that I would some day rule men and cities. At any rate she induced father to
give up his place as a farm hand, sell his horse and embark on an independent
enterprise of his own. She was a tall silent woman with a long nose and troubled
gray eyes. For herself she wanted nothing. For father and myself she was incurably
ambitious.

The first venture into which the two people went turned out badly. They rented
ten acres of poor stony land on Griggs's Road, eight miles from Bidwell, and
launched into chicken raising. I grew into boyhood on the place and got my first
impressions of life there. From the beginning they were impressions of disaster
and if, in my turn, I am a gloomy man inclined to see the darker side of life, I
attribute it to the fact that what should have been for me the happy joyous days
of childhood were spent on a chicken farm.
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Thomas Wolfe (1900-38)

Born in Asheville, North Carolina, and educated at the University of North Carolina
and at Harvard. His first works were plays: Welcome to Our City (1923), and The Return
of Buck Gavin (1923). From 1924 to 1930 he taught English at New York University,
where he wrote Mannerbouse, a play about the decay of a Southern family. He decided
to become a full-time writer after the publication of Look Homeward, Angel (1929).
Wolfe’s next book, a short novel entitled A Portrait of Bascom Hawke (1932), was later
incorporated into Of Time and the River (1935). From Death to Morning (1935) is a
collection of stories; The Story of a Novel (1936), Wolfe’s last book to be published
during his lifetime, is a critical examination of his own work. Wolfe died at the age of
38 after two operations for a brain infection following pneumonia. He left a considerable
amount of material, from which Edward C. Aswell edited the semi-autobiographical
novel The Web and the Rock (1939) and its sequel, You Can't Go Home Again (1940).

A volume of short stories, The Lost Boy, was published in 1965.
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Look Homeward, Angel

An Englishman named Gilbert Gaunt, which he later changed to Gant (a
concession probably to Yankee phonetics), having come to Baltimore from Bristol
in 1837 on a sailing vessel, soon let the profits of a public house which he had
purchased roll down his improvident gullet. He wandered westward into
Pennsylvania, eking out a dangerous living by matching fighting cocks against
the champions of country barnyards, and often escaping after a night spent in a
village jail, with his champion dead on the field of battle, without the clink of a
coin in his pocket, and sometimes with the print of a farmer's big knuckles on
his reckless face. But he always escaped, and coming at length among the Dutch
at harvest time he was so touched by the plenty of their land that he cast out his
anchors there. Within a year he married a rugged young widow with a tidy farm
who like all the other Dutch had been charmed by his air of travel, and his
grandiose speech, particularly when he did Hamlet in the manner of the great
Edmund Kean. Every one said he should have been an actor.

The Englishman begot children — a daughter and four sons — lived easily
and carelessly, and bore patiently the weight of his wife’s harsh but honest tongue.
The years passed, his bright somewhat staring eyes grew dull and bagged, the
tall Englishman walked with a gouty shuffle: one morning when she came to
nag him out of sleep she found him dead of an apoplexy. He left five children, a
mortgage and — in his strange dark eyes which now stared bright and open —
something that had not died: a passionate and obscure hunger for voyages.
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