
    
      [image: Cover]
    

  



Sinclair Lewis

THINGS










                    

        
Avia Artis



        2022


                    
ISBN: 978-83-8226-655-9

This ebook was created with StreetLib Write

https://writeapp.io








    
    Table of contents

    
    
	
I



	
II



	
III



	
IV



	
V



	
VI



	
VII



	
VIII


	
Credits






        
            
                
                
                    
                        I
                    

                    
                    
                        
                    

                    
                

                
                
                    
                    This is not the story of Theodora Duke and
Stacy Lindstrom, but of a traveling bag with silver fittings, a
collection of cloisonné, a pile of ratty school-books, and a
fireless cooker that did not cook.

        Long before these things were acquired, when Theo was a
girl and her father, Lyman Duke, was a so-so dealer in cut-over
lands, there was a feeling of adventure in the family. They lived
in a small brown house which predicated children and rabbits in the
back yard, and a father invariably home for supper. But Mr. Duke
was always catching trains to look at pine tracts in northern
Minnesota. Often his wife went along and, in the wilds, way and
beyond Grand Marais and the steely shore of Lake Superior, she
heard wolves howl and was unafraid. The Dukes laughed much those
years, and were eager to see mountains and new kinds of shade
trees.



        Theo found her own freedom in exploring jungles of
five-foot mullein weeds with Stacy Lindstrom. That pale, stolid
little Norwegian she chose from her playmates because he was always
ready to try new games.



        The city of Vernon was newer then — in 1900. There were no
country clubs, no fixed sets. The pioneers from Maine and York
State who had appropriated lumber and flour were richer than the
newly come Buckeyes and Hoosiers and Scandinavians, but they were
friendly. As they drove their smart trotters the leading citizens
shouted “Hello, Heinie,” or “Evenin’, Knute,” without a feeling of
condescension. In preferring Stacy Lindstrom to Eddie Barnes, who
had a hundred-dollar bicycle and had spent a year in a private
school, Theo did not consider herself virtuously democratic.
Neither did Stacy!



        The brown-haired, bright-legged, dark-cheeked, glowing girl
was a gorgeous colt, while he was a fuzzy lamb. Theo’s father had
an office, Stacy’s father a job in a planing mill. Yet Stacy was
the leader. He read books, and he could do things with his hands.
He invented Privateers, which is a much better game than Pirates.
For his gallant company of one privateers he rigged a forsaken dump
cart, in the shaggy woods on the Mississippi bluffs, with sackcloth
sails, barrel-hoop cutlasses, and a plank for victims to walk. Upon
the request of the victims, who were Theo, he added to the plank a
convenient handrail.



        But anyone could play Ship — even Eddie Barnes. From a
territorial pioneer Stacy learned of the Red River carts which,
with the earthquaking squawk of ungreased wheels and the glare of
scarlet sashes on the buckskin-shirted drivers, used to come
plodding all the redskin-haunted way from the outposts of the Free
Trappers, bearing marten and silver fox for the throats of
princesses. Stacy changed the privateers’ brigantine into a Red
River cart. Sometimes it was seven or ten carts, and a barricade.
Behind it Stacy and Theo kept off hordes of Dakotas.



        After voyaging with Stacy, Theo merely ya-ah’d at Eddie
Barnes when he wanted her to go skating. Eddie considered a figure
eight, performed on the ice of a safe creek, the final
accomplishment of imaginative sport, while Stacy could from
immemorial caverns call the Wizard Merlin as servitor to a little
playing girl. Besides, he could jump on ski! And mend a bike! Eddie
had to take even a dirty sprocket to the repair shop.



        The city, and Theo, had grown less simple-hearted when she
went to Central High School. Twenty-five hundred boys and girls
gathered in those tall gloomy rooms, which smelled of water pails
and chalk and worn floors. There was a glee club, a school paper, a
debating society and dress-up parties. The school was brisk and
sensible, but it was too large for the intimacy of the grade
buildings. Eddie Barnes was conspicuous now, with his energy in
managing the athletic association, his beautifully combed hair and
his real gold watch. Stacy Lindstrom was lost in the mass.



        It was Eddie who saw Theo home from parties. He was a man
of the world. He went to Chicago as calmly as you or I would go out
to the St. Croix River to spear pickerel.



        Stacy rarely went to parties. Theo invited him to her own,
and the girls were polite to him. Actually he danced rather better
than Eddie. But he couldn’t talk about Chicago. He couldn’t talk at
all. Nor did he sing or go out for sports. His father was dead. He
worked Saturdays and three nights a week in an upholstery shop — a
dingy, lint-blurred loft, where two old Swedes kept up as a
permanent institution a debate on the Lutheran Church versus the
Swedish Adventist.



        “Why don’t you get a good live job?” Eddie patronizingly
asked Stacy at recess, and Theo echoed the question; but neither of
them had any suggestions about specific good live jobs.



        Stacy stood from first to fifth in every class. But what,
Eddie demanded, was the use of studying unless you were going to be
a school teacher? Which he certainly was not! He was going to
college. He was eloquent and frequent on this topic. It wasn’t the
darned old books, but the association with the fellows, that
educated you, he pointed out. Friendships. Fraternities. Helped a
fellow like the dickens, both in society and business, when he got
out of college.



        “Yes, I suppose so,” sighed Theo.



        Eddie said that Stacy was a longitudinal, latitudinous,
isothermic, geologic, catawampaboid Scandahoofian. Everybody
admired the way Eddie could make up long words. Theo’s older
sister, Janet, who had cold, level eyes, said that Theo was a fool
to let a shabby, drabby nobody like that Stacy Lindstrom carry her
books home from school. Theo defended Stacy whenever he was
mentioned. There is nothing which so cools young affection as
having to defend people.



        After high school Eddie went East to college, Stacy was a
clerk in the tax commissioner’s department of the railroad — and
the Dukes became rich, and immediately ceased to be adventurous.



        Iron had been found under Mr. Duke’s holdings in northern
Minnesota. He refused to sell. He leased the land to the
iron-mining company, and every time a scoop brought up a mass of
brown earth in the open pit the company ran very fast and dropped
twenty-five cents in Mr. Duke’s pocket. He felt heavy with silver
and importance; he bought the P. J. Broom mansion and became the
abject servant of possessions.



        The Broom mansion had four drawing rooms, a heraldic
limestone fireplace and a tower and a half. The half tower was
merely an octagonal shingle structure with a bulbous Moorish top;
but the full tower, which was of stone on a base of brick, had
cathedral windows, a weather vane, and a metal roof down which
dripped decorative blobs like copper tears. While the mansion was
being redecorated the Duke senior took the grand tour from Miami to
Port Said, and brought home a carload of treasures. There was a
ready-made collection of cloisonné, which an English baron had
spent five years in gathering in Japan and five hours in losing at
Monte Carlo. There was a London traveling bag, real seal, too
crammed with silver fittings to admit much of anything else, and
too heavy for anyone save a piano mover to lift. There were rugs,
and books, and hand-painted pictures, and a glass window from
Nuremberg, and ushabti figures from Egypt, and a pierced brass lamp
in the shape of a mosque.



        All these symbols of respectability the Dukes installed in
the renovated Broom mansion, and settled down to watch them.



        Lyman Duke was a kindly man, and shrewd, but the pride of
ownership was a germ, and he was a sick man. Who, he meditated, had
such a lamp? Could even the Honorable Gerard Randall point to such
glowing rods of book backs?



        Mrs. Duke organized personally conducted excursions to view
the Axminster rug in the library. Janet forgot that she had ever
stood brushing her hair before a pine bureau. Now she sat before a
dressing table displaying candlesticks, an eyelash pencil, and a
powder-puff box of gold lace over old rose. Janet moved graciously,
and invited little sister Theo to be cordially unpleasant to their
grubby friends of grammar-school days.



        The accumulation of things to make other people envious is
nothing beside their accumulation because it’s the thing to do.
Janet discovered that life would be unendurable without an evening
cloak. At least three evening cloaks were known to exist within a
block of the Broom mansion. True, nobody wore them. There aren’t
any balls or plays except in winter, and during a Vernon winter you
don’t wear a satin cloak — you wear a fur coat and a muffler and a
sweater and arctics, and you brush the frozen breath from your
collar, and dig out of your wraps like a rabbit emerging from a
brush pile. But if everybody had them Janet wasn’t going to be
marked for life as one ignorant of the niceties. She used the word
“niceties” frequently and without quailing.



        She got an evening cloak. Also a pair of fifteen-dollar
pumps, which she discarded for patent leathers as soon as she found
that everybody wore those — everybody being a girl in the next
block, whose house wasn’t anywhere near as nice as “ours.”


                    
                

                
            

            
        

    
        
            
                
                
                    
                        II
                    

                    
                    
                        
                    

                    
                

                
                
                    
                    

        TEXT IS AVAILABLE IN THE FULL VERSION.


                    
                

                
            

            
        

    
        
            
                
                
                    
                        III
                    

                    
                    
                        
                    

                    
                

                
                
                    
                    

        TEXT IS AVAILABLE IN THE FULL VERSION.


                    
                

                
            

            
        

    
        
            
                
                
                    
                        IV
                    

                    
                    
                        
                    

                    
                

                
                
                    
                    

        TEXT IS AVAILABLE IN THE FULL VERSION.


                    
                

                
            

            
        

    
        
            
                
                
                    
                        V
                    

                    
                    
                        
                    

                    
                

                
                
                    
                    
TEXT IS AVAILABLE IN THE FULL
VERSION. 

                    
                

                
            

            
        

    
        
            
                
                
                    
                        VI
                    

                    
                    
                        
                    

                    
                

                
                
                    
                    

        TEXT IS AVAILABLE IN THE FULL VERSION.


                    
                

                
            

            
        

    
        
            
                
                
                    
                        VII
                    

                    
                    
                        
                    

                    
                

                
                
                    
                    

        TEXT IS AVAILABLE IN THE FULL VERSION.


                    
                

                
            

            
        

    
        
            
                
                
                    
                        VIII
                    

                    
                    
                        
                    

                    
                

                
                
                    
                    TEXT IS AVAILABLE IN THE FULL VERSION.
                    
                

                
            

            
        

    


Credits


                    

        





        Sinclair Lewis







        THINGS






        Cover design: Avia Artis



        Picture of Sinclair Lewis was used in the cover design.



        Picture by: Arnold Genthe





        All rights for this edition reserved.
        

                 


        

        

©
                
 Avia Artis
        

        

                
2022
        



                    














OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
LAUREATE -
.“'Smda"
o Lewis

NN
trincs IR

Avia Artis






