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The Eighteenth Annual Conference

The Society's Eighteenth Annual Conference, with its concurrent symposium
“The Cultural Heritage of the Midwest" and "Midwest Poetry Festival,” was held at the
Kellogg Center, Michigan State University, on May 12-14, 1988. More than 100
members participated, with about 40 members reading papers and 40 reading poems and
prose.

At the Awards Dinner on Friday, May 13, the late William B. Thomas,
founding member, was remembered, Marc Van Wormer, conference coordinator, was
recognized for his many years of service to the Society, and Walter Adams, President
Emeritus of Michgan State and Society supporter was made an honorary member.

The Mark Twain Award for distinguished contributions to Midwestern
Literature was presented to Harry Mark Petrakis, Chicago novelist, and the MidAmerica
Award for distinguished contributions to the study of Midwestern Literature was
presented to Diana Haskell, Lloyd Lewis Curator of Midwest Manuscripts at the
Newberry Library. Citations appear on pp. 3-4.

At the annual convivium on Saturday, May 14, winners were announced of the
Midwestern Heritage Award for the best paper read and the Midwest Poetry Award for
the best poem read. Each prize was a $250.00 cash award, provided through the
generosity of Gwendolyn Brooks.

winner of the Midwestern Heritage Award was Marcia Noe, University of
Tennessee at Chattanooga, for “Failure and the American Mythos: Tarkington's the
Magnificent Ambersons.” Winner of the Midwest Poetry Award was Diane Garden of
Michigan State University, for “In Winter the Snow.” Both works will be published in
MidAmerica XV. -

Honorable Mention essay was "Humility and Literature Is There a Plains
Style?" by Jeff Gundy, and Honorable Mention poems were “Being Killed" by Jeff Gundy
and "My Father's Stories” by Skip Renker.



New officers for 1988-89 are the following:
Marilyn Atlas, Ohio University, President; Paul Miller, Wittenberg
University, Vice President; John Rohrkemper, Elizabethtown College,

and Sylvia Wheeler, University of South Dakota, members of the
Executive Council.

A special exhibit of poems by Charles Campbell and prints by Bill Bippes,
both of Spring Arbor College, decorated the dining room.

The 1989 conference will be held at the Kellogg Center, Michigan State
University, on May 18-20, 1989.

Dave Anderson



Citation of Diana Haskell, Recipient of the MidAmerica Award
1988

Diana Haskell, Lloyd Lewis Curator, of Midwest Manuscripts at the Newberry
Library is truly part of the distinguished group of scholars, writers, and bibliographers
who have received the MidAmerica Award since its inception in 1977. As librarian, as
curator, as bibliographer Ms. Haskell preserves and facilitates the use of the great
Midwestern collections in the Newberry Library. Not only have those collections been
the basis of many significant studies, but each of them, in turn, makes clear its debt to
Ms. Haskell, without whose dedication and sevices the works would not have appeared.
For her distinguished work as curator, as bibliographer, as supporter of the study of
Midwestern liberature, Diana Haskell joins her thirteen distinguished colleagues in

receiving the MidAmerica Award.

David D. Anderson



Citation of Harry Mark Petrakis, Recipient of the Mark Twain Award
for 1988

Harry Mark Petrakis came from St. Louis of his birth to Chicago of his
maturity, from one Midwestern metropolis to another, to find the subject matter and
the experience that provide the substance of his works. As the major celebration and
delineator of the Greek-American-Urban-Chicago experience in his fiction, Mr. Petrakis
portrays, in novels that began with his first, Lion at My Heart (1959), a Chicago of
neighborhoods and ethnic atmospheres rapidly disappearing, sacrificed to freeways and
architecture. His fiction is firmly rooted, too, in the low-keyed literary tradition of
Crete, from which his parents came; it is marked by the ancient Greek stress upon
“Beauty with Economy;” it is, at the same time, truly American, truly Midwestern,
truly part of the great multi-ethnic tradition that marks Chicago and its literature. In
the great tradition that Mark Twain gave to the region and the nation, Harry Mark
Petrakis defines the Midwestern America of our time. Harry Mark Petrakis is a
distinguished contributor to Midwestern Literature, and we're proud to present to him

the Mark Twain Award for distinguished contributions to Midwestern Literature.

David D. Anderson



william B. Thomas

William B. Thomas, "Bill" to many of us, a founding member and benefactor of the Saciety, died in
Findlay, Ohio, on November 16, 1987. Born in Marion County, Ohio, he is buried in Hancock County.

A native Ohigan, scholar, and writer of fiction and poetry, Bill was the recipient of the Ohicana Award
for his novel The Country and the Boy. He received his B.A. from Ohio State, his M.A. from the University of
Maryland, and his Ph.D. from Bowling Green. He taught at Ohio State, Maryland, Kansas, Bowling Green, and
General Motors Institute, and retired from Ohio State/Marion. He is survived by his wife, Sara, also an early
supporter of the Society, his deughter Salva Sedlak, five grandchildren, and two greatchildren.

Bill's contributions over the years to students, colleagues, young writers, and the Society have been
enormous. His encouragement, comments, editorial assistance, and sound advice have been, like his own work,
part of his deep respect for and lifelong commitment to the art and craft of writing. Bill encouraged and
supported and supported the Society from the beginning; he remained a dedicated member ; and his influence will
continue in our memories, our work, and the William B. Thomas Collection of books, which he has left to the
Society. One of Bill's early contributions to the Newsletter is printed here in his memory.

ﬁQUNRY
THE BO

Ohicana Prize Novel, 1976




From a Midwest Notebook:
THE WOODS AND THE RIYER
Wwilliam B. Thomas

The twenty-acre woods on our farm was, and ever remained, to me a wonderiand. Something in every
bay, | suspect, seeks association with nature undisturbed by man, and | liked the woods, in all seasons. There
was a good deal of big timber in it, white oak, red oak, bur o8k, pin oak, white ash, black ash, hickory, eim, and
sugar maple, but my father cut trees only when ne needed poles for a straw-shed or lumber for some structure.
It was more economical to buy wood or steel fence posts, but sometimes a dead oak or walnut went to make a
corner anchor. The rest of it was firewood, and there were always tops and fallen trees for cutting.

My father liked a clean woods, and the livestock kept the brush in check. Every spring and summer
there were hogs and cattle, or both, in the woods, the hogs being always greedy for acorns, and both hogs and
cattle making clear trails through the brush. In summer the milk cows wre pastured there, and, though they had
to be driven on the road some distance to the barn, | didn't mind going after them and didnt care if | had to hunt
them out of the thickets.

For it was a joy to walk in the woods, on the sod at its edges, on the cushiony grass of swampy spots, on
the moist dark loam of its shady center. Here in the spring were dogwood and hawthorn and black -haw biossoms
and profusion of wild flowers: spring beauties, wild pansies ( “Johnny-jumps-ups”), blue, yellow, and white
violets, sweet williams, buttercups, yellow, pink, and white diasies, field onions, May apples,
jack-in-the-pulpits. Many open spaces, before the livestock trampled them, were carpeted with ground ivy.
W1ld mustard was everywhere, as were stickseeds, whose 1ittle burs cling so tenacioiusly to trouser legs in
summer and fall. On the paths one's feet wre brushed by the ferny fronds of yarrow. Wilf grapes and wild
raspberries grew thickly, and there were wild blackberries and wild gooseberries, too. But | was no botanist,
every, and to me they were all one, simple natural life in abundance. The details of nature no more found their
way into my heart than into the heart of Peter Bell.

If | were caught in the rain while on my errand, | did not care, for | could keep nearly dry by standing
close to a big tree, and one of the pleasantest sights of the countryside is the shimmer of rain against foliage, of
the plessantest sounds the drumming of raindrops on leaves. The rain would probably stop suddenly, just as it
might come in late afternoon; and, as | urged the cows, who would as |ief be wet as dry, toward the gate, | would
look on a fresh green world--seeing it, however, with only half-seeing eyes, for in these days | was thinking
always of other things than | had to do with on the farm, thinking of what | wanted of life, what | wanted to have
and do and be.

Cattle and hogs in the woods had water at the pond until late summer, when, if rainfall had not been



greater than normal, it would be dried up. If they ran then in the hill pasture as well--the snake fence between
was easily opened--they were watered from a spring in the next field, near a great twin-trunked wild black
cherry tree. Here the water had to be dipped by bucket, for this spring was simply a hole in the middle of a
swamp, which my father had dug out and fenced around.

There was a well within the woods, and, though it eventually failed, it served many summers, while the
hill field was being tilled and livestock were confined to the woods alone. When it was in use a 250-gallon tank
was kept there, and one of my duties was to fill it daily. When there were steers in the woods as well as the cows,
they drank a tankful every day. But there was a small reward for the hard and tedious job of pumping: after |
had pumped until the cattle had drunk all they wanted the time being, sometimes | undressed and immersed
myself in the clear, cold water.

In the middle of the woods were hawthorn and black -haw and spice thickets, some so dense that even the
cattle did not go through them. There were a couple of sizable open spaces in the midst of trees, and at a time
when life extracted so many compromises that | was sick of them all | thought of building a little house in one,
using bricks from the abandoned schoolhouse in the adjacent field and myself doing the masonry. But this, like
so many other of my projects, never came to realization.

My other haunt, the river, was almost as inviting. Fishing was dull, but to row up and down it in my
boat was a pleasure, and | often did that for no purpose except to be on the water. My German shepherd bitch
delighted to stand in the prow, and near ly every fine day of summer, until the dog days came and it was clogged
with algae, we were some time there, either in the boat or trampling the banks. Rowing north to the Bend, |
might have to stand and push the boat off one of the big rocks that were clustered in the shallows south of the east
hook. At low water many were above the surface, and both the dog and | might sit on one sunning ourselves like
the turtles | could see from the bank. Then, it is likely, we would go on around the Bend, overhung on both sides
by grest trees, elm and shagbark hickory and sycamore and locust, with many buckeyes and hackberries and crab
apples and elders and a few green ashes and but oaks, the lower banks dense with scrub maples, to where the
river straightened and, with the road running close by, lost much of its interest. Here, where the current stuck
the south bank , was the “deep hole", which | had been cautioned to beware of from childhood. It took the length of
an oar to reach its mud bottom.

In that past time the river seemed always at its best just after a rain--not a downpour or an all-day
drizzle, which turned its banks to thick and slippery mud, but a brief summer shower, which freshened the
leaves of trees and wild grapevines and all the tangled foliage that grew on the broad south and west banks at the
east hook. It was then | liked best to tramp there, for no purpose and going nowhere, but making my way
cautiously through this maze of undergrowth as if it were the threshold to some great adventure. Near a big
sycamore | thought was the ideal place to find or deposit buried treasure. | never found any, but once | chose a



spot, directly under the fork of a limb, and buried ten pennies in atincan. | drew a map, appending instructions
to drop a string from the fork, as in “The Gold Bug” (but also gave the compass direction and the distance from
the tree for certainty), put it into a book for somebody to discover.

The books of those years are dispersed, and perhaps another imaginative boy has tramped the banks of
the Scioto seeking romance and a sycamore tree.



Meredith Nicholson's American Commonwealth

Bernard F. Engel

In an era when the White House encourages arrant selfishness, it may be salutary to be reminded that
notions of a community have existed among our predecessors. One of the too infrequent arguments for that spirit
came at the turn of the century as the moralists who had dominated popular culture saw the threat the work of
realists and naturalists posed to their complacent religiosity and domesticity. Their response was to turn their
pens into swords.

Most defenses simply re-asserted the Godly truth of the oldorder. But the more thoughtful wanted to
revive a spirit of community, a cultural wholeness in which demands for individual fulfiliment would be
sacrificed for the good of the public. This was the position of Meredith Nicholson ( 1866-1947) of Indiana, best
known as a novelist but also the author of short stories, essays, and books of verse.

Drawing on James Bryce ( 1838-1922), author of the now classic study The American Commonwealth
(1888), Nicholson argued that a democracy is always in danger of flying apart because of the tendency of
individuals to seek their own goals without regard to the needs of others. Nicholson waw the glue that held the
nation together to be moral beliefs and doctrines, and wrote both stories and essays to illustrate the point.

His novel The Poet (1914) shows a verse writer--given no name, but twice referred to as the The
Poet All the People Loved--intervening in a divorce case in a way that some today might characterize as the
nosings of a busybody, but that Nicholson meant as a illustration of responsible moral behavior. Seeing that a
neighbor couple are splitting apart, the poet upbraids each party, giving as authority for his intercession the
need for all to support the marriage system regardless of any contravening individual desires. The husband and
wife agree to reconcile; consequently, in the ending we ar told that as the poet walked off the scene “The golden
light enfolded him and athe scarlet maples bent down in benediction.”

If such a quixotic rhymester went butting into marriage relationships in my neighborhood today, his
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benediction would be a shower of rotten tomatoes and those silly paperbacks on how to get everybody to love you.

But Hicholson had a considered position. The poet, he held, has a "winged heart” that gives him special wisdom
about romantic love and the sentiments, a “temperament” that causes him to oppose pessimism. Nicholson has
him especially troubled by Arnold's observation that we are here “As on a darkling plain”; the poet wants
realism, but, seeking "to harmonize poetry and life,” he wants it to be uplifting: he cannot believe that "the
virile book has to be a nasty one.”

The poet had roamed the field and streams of his farm boyhood, acquiring a store of “the country lore
and the country faith” and learning to value the homes that “domiciled fold of simple aims and kindly mirth." He
resembles, indeed, the public image of James Whitcomb Riley, Nicholson's Indiana contemporary and friend
(though James Hart's Oxford Companion to American Literature goes too far in describing The Poet as a fictional
biography of Riley, who in real life would rarely have been sober enough to act, even in meddlesome
benevolence).

Nicholson made his point evern more directly in a series of essays, all but one of them published in
The Atlantic in the early 1900s and gathered together under the title The Provincial American and Other Papers
(1912). In "The Provincial American,” Nicholson recognizes “the complacency of the pravincial mind,” the
quality that exasperated Twain, E. W. Howe, Dre'siser, and other literary observers. But, he says, this
complacency is owing to the fact that “every American county is in a sense complete”--each is a democracy in
miniature, one “in which the sovereign rights of a free people are expressed by the court-house and town hall,
spiritual freedom by the village church-spire, and hope and aspiration in the school-house.” There are no
worms in his American pie.

He quotes Bryce on the American “tendency to asquiescence and submission™ because of a feeling that
"the affairs of men are swayed by large forces,” what Bryce called “the Fatalism of the Multitude.” (The
observation, one may note, detects this notion in our society before the coming of the naturalists to whose work
we usually attribute it today). Nicholson believes, however, that the dangers of this fatalism may be overcome

because of the freguency of elections.
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Nicholson reasserts his point in the essay “Should Mr. Smith Go to Church?” The answer to the title's
question is yes. Perceiving not hostility to religion but growing indifference to it, Nicholson argues that Mr.
Smith, the Protestant he takes to be the American, has an obligation to support the church.

Indifference, he says, is not a product of “higher criticism,” but of faults in organized worship,
principally the competition for membership among the denominations and the clashing ambitions of ministers.
He proposes remedying these errors by reconciling the denominations in a campaign for social betterment. But
an equally important need is for Mr. Smith to accept his patriotic obligation to join and work with the united
Protestant community. To protest that he does not believe wouild be self-indulgent.

Is Nicholson to be read as a mere mossback? Not quite. His argument harks back to the sermon on the
Arbella, which warned us that we have two choices, to work together or to fall apart. Perhaps he is only
expressing a version of that pious American jeremiad that scolds and reproaches as it urges us to renew the drive
toward a City upon a Hill. Certainly we would reject a revival of convential moralism. But in the days of
deregulation purporting to free the heroic enterpriser but in fact harming the public, the urging to

communitarian behavior can look appealing.

Michigan State University
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THE BELLMAN
John T. Flanagan

OnJuly 21, 1906, William Crowell Edgar published in Minneapolis the first issue of The Bellman, a
weekly magazine which for thirteen years concerned itself with current events, history, literature, the theater,
and the arts. It survived for twenty-six volumes and 676 issues, published news commentary, articles, essays,
verse, short fictions, and book reviews, and attracted national attention. In the final issue, 28 June, 1919,
Edgar, the sole editor during the magazine's life, calculated that he had received 43,000 unsolicited
manuscripts, the vast majority of which were returned to their senders. At best he claimed that the Bellman
could print only two such items a week.

Edgar's failure to continue his journal was purely a personal decision. Professional and business
engagements demanded more of his time and energy than he could afford. He proudly pointed out that the demise of
the Bellman involved no financial loss for anyone. The original capital stock of the Bellman company was
$25,000; this was shortly doubled to created a satisfactory sum for publication. During the thirteen years
stockholders had received dividends annually and in 1919 the Beliman had no 1iabilities. Edgar asserted that the
total income from advertising and subscriptions was $457,000 and the total expenses $427,000. Surely not
many magazines have reached the end of their longevity in total solvency.

Edgar was not a journalistic neophyte when he decided to begin the Bellman although he had only
limited experience with a general magazine. He was born in LaCrass, Wisconsin, in 1856, was a businessman in
St. Louis from 1874 to 1882, and in the latter year moved to Minneapolis where from 1886 to 1924 he was
associated with the Northwestern Miller. In addition to his editorship of & trade magazine, he was the author of a
book published by the S.S. McClure Company in 1909 called The Story of a Grain of Whest. And sixteen years
later his volume entitled The Medal of Gold gave the history of Washburn-Crosby Milling Company of
Minneapolis, creator of Gold Medal flour. Edgar died in 1932.

Edger set a high standard for the Bellman and maintained it with considerable success although he could
not pay competitive rates to his contributors. The masthead of every issue of the magazine included the following
pargraphs:

The Bellman absolutely excludes advertisements of patent nosirums,
bogus, remedies, bucket-shops, quacks, frouds and the horde of vulgor and
mendscious rogues who prey on the public through the media of the press.

The Beliman believes thase advertising in its columns lo be thoroughly
trustworthy. No others will be knowingly advertised by it.

The Bellman will not accept passes lo the thealre or to any other
form of public entertainment. [ts wrilers pay the full regular price
for lickels and are not under the slightest obligation to managers or
actors.

In the beginning the Bellman was sharply departmentalized, but Edgar eventually realized that this
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plan deprived him of flexibility and consequently reduced the number of departments. Early issues carried “The
Beliman's Sermon" by Milton 0. Nelson and “The Village Gossip,"” the latter devoted to social news not only about
Minneapolis and St. Paul but also about neighboring communities. These were shortly eliminated. Each issue,
which averaged about twenty-two pages exclusive of advertisements, began with a long editorial section or news
summary, unsigned but generally the work of Edgar himself. Occasionally the managing editor, Henry Adams
Bellows, or the editor's son, Randolf Edgar, contributed material. The scope was wide, ranging from
international news and world affairs to local topics. Since World War | was fought during a third of the
Bellman's existence, war news often dominated an issue.

“From the Belfry"” was a single page of isolated items again unsigned. "Exchanges” reprinted selected
comments from the world press, even translations from other languages. "Over Pipes and Ale" brought together
jokes and witticisms, brief and often tart but always in good taste. "The Bellman on the Bourse,” written by
William Justus Boies, was dated from New York and dealt with Wall Street and financial news in general. Msny
issues included “The Bellman's Tale," a short story running about four pages. Short and mostly lyric verse
appeared consistently. “The Bellman's Notebook " was given over to familiar essays usually contributed by
Charles M. Flandrau and Richard Burton. Burton also served as the magazine's dramatic and literary critic. His
theatrical commentary dealt chiefly with stage productions in the Twin Cities. “The Bellman's Bookshelf"
generally provided one long review with brief notices of several books and a list of titles received. Reviewers
besides Burton included Bellows, Hardin Craig, Carl Becker, Carroll K. Michener and James Thayer Gerould, the
librarian of the University of Minnesota.

Occasionally space was allotted to longer articles dealing with travel, art, and the national theater.
Life in Geneva, Yenice, Seoul, the reconstructed Lille, and certain wartorn towns of Europe was described and
photographs were liberally used. Reproductions of four of the paintings of Charles M. Russell enriched the
evaluation of Estelline Bennett of the work of the Montana cowboy artist. Montrose J. Moses, alter a nationally
known dramatic critic, wrote frequently about the New York stage and provided excellent photographs of such
actors as William Faversham, Henry Miller, and the Barrymore brothers John and Lionel. An article by Eugene
Parsons about Eugene Field in Denver included a picture of the poet and columnist as well as several satiric
paragraphs from the notorius Tribure Primer. William Stanley Braithwaite, recognized for his annual
anthologies of American verse, contributed an essay on the work of the poet and sculptor William Wetmore Story.
The magazine also carried drawings of the epigenous colonial bellman, complete with bell and script, in the
earlier issues.

Toward the end of his editorship Edgar decided that it might be desirable to collect some of the
contributions to the Bellman in book form, perhaps in the hope that they would thus acquire greater durability.

Apparently he planned to publish three volumes devoted seriatim to verse, short stories, and essays or articles.
Only two of these volumes actually appeared.
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In 1919 the Bellman Company of Minneapolis published The Beliman Book of Yerse with a preface by
the editor. Edgar pointed out that he had always intended to include poetry in the magazine and that the first
manuscripts purchased were the work of local Minneapolis poet, Arthur Upson, who died in 1980. Little poetry
appeared in the early issues, however, as Edgar felt that he could not affort to pay for “really high-class poetry
and certainly did not desire to print any other.” Subsequently he found that he could compensate poets modestly
and certainly had no dearth of verse to choose from. Some of the poetry he published brought the authors
cerebrity so that the editor could conclude: "The Bellman may justly claim to have been some small service to
American poetry durirq his thirteen years of life.”

The Bellman Book of Yerse included 255 poems in its 225 pages, the work of ninety poets in all with
forty-one of them represented by a single poem. Four of the authors were members of the faculty of the
University of Minnesota: Joseph Warren Beach, Richard Burton, Ruth Shepard Phelps, and Arthur Upson. Some
others were local figures: Lily Long, a St. Paul journalist, A.J. Russell, a Minneapolis editor, and Bellows.
Madison Cawein and Bliss Carman belonged to an earlier period. Clinton Scollard and Odell Shepard were
academic poets of no great distinction. Louis Untermeyer became better known as a anthologist of British and
American verse than as a poet in his own right. Arthur Guiterman built a reputation for humorous verse and
Charles Badger Clark utilized folklore and cowboy songs in his work. Sara Teasdale, William Alexander Percy,
and John Hall Wheelock enjoyed a modest recognition in later years. The only foreign poet included was George
Meredity (twenty-one lines altogether). George Sterling remains the best known of the poets welcomed by the
Bellman.

It should be noted that none of the versifiers coming to fame during the heyday of the magazine
appeered in its pages. Someone named Amelia Josephine Burr had twenty-one poems included. But there is no
mention of Frost, Robinson, Sandburg, Moody, Amy Lowell among the contributors. Moreover, the poetry
included is usually short, almost always a brief lyric about nature, religion, personal grief, love, friendship.
Rhyme is carefully and deliberately used and the lines are imitatively musical. There is no experimentation, no
free verse despite the explosion against convention then going on, little fresh imagery. Edgar was fairly liberal
in his editorial policy but his choice of vers seems stereotyped.

In 1921 Edger put together another book culled from the Bellman, The Beliman Book of Fiction,
nineteen short stories in a volume of 254 pages. In the preface he expressed his appreciation to readers who
liked and presumably bought its predecessor and again suggested the possibility of gathering a representative

collection of essays and editorials. But he declared no intention of exploiting the files of the Beliman for
commercial purposes.
Four of the contributors were English: Eden Phillpotts, Frank Swinnerton, Margorie Swinnerton, and
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Sir Arthur Quiller-Couch. One was the editor’s son, Randolph Edgar, the author of a two-page story. Two were
well known authors of adventure stories, Charles Boardman Hawes and Ben Ames Williams. Indeed the latter's
tale, "The Right Whales's Flukes," could compete with Melville in its use of atmosphere and command of
suspense. Another, Charles Macomb Flandrau of St. Paul, was well known to readers of the Beliman for his
familiar essays and his sketches of Mexican life. The remainder never achieved a substantial reputation.

On the whole, the stories reveal a surprising competency and considerable variation in setting and
time. They are localized in France, England, Medico, New York City, and California. They are plotted tales rather
than formless sketches and stylistically they are superior to the verse, which was often full of cliches. The
Bellman's fiction seemed to have a legitimate place in the magazine whereas the poetry like so much light verse
was often used to fill gaps in the columns.

The Bellman was a well edited and attractive magazine, certainly in its time the best literary journal
published in the are which it basically served. A reader paging through its back issues today would find some of
the editorial matter prolix or redundant with an overemphasis on topical matters, but he would be pleased by the
variety and sometimes spriteliness of the departments. Richard Burton in an emotional farewell to the journal
(28 June 1919), which he had supported for much of its life, emphasized its devotion to art and tradition and
observed that it was never offensive nor tolerant of experimentation. The Bellman, he thought, had ideals. He
might have added that journalism suffered a loss when the symbolic bellman ceased to clang his bell.

University of I11inois Emeritus
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Report on the Business Meeting, May 13, 1988

The business meeting of the Society's annual conference at Michigan State
University this spring was scheduled to make members aware of upcoming issues
affecting the Society and to solicit suggestions and tap the creativity of the
membership. Response was good. Members suggested ideas for future action and voiced
their preferences on other pending issues. Unfortunately, last minute scheduling shifts
forced the business meeting into an early morning slot one day earlier than many
members were expecting and decreased participation at the session.

The comments below are designed to present business meeting information to
all Society members and to solicit ideas, suggestions, and preferences from all.

First, changes are occurring in the Kellogg Center at Michigan State University.
With those changes it is possible that costs could rise for SSML's annual spring
conference and/or that services which we have, through the good graces of Marc Van
Wormer, taken for granted for years may no longer be available. In fact, the SSML
Conference in spring 1988 was Marc's last conference as a Kellogg Center employee.
From now on, he will be employed, with new duties, by the College of Engineering's
Continuing Education division.

For that reason, we polled the members present and asked for preferences on
future meetings. Among the choices given were these: (1) continuing at MSU;
(2) alternating "home” and “away" annual conferences, with "away" years being held at
easily reachable sites (like Chicago, St. Louis, etc.) across the Midwest; (3) rotating,
the annual conferences around the Midwest to allow members to visit literary and
cultaural sites and to encourage greater membership by virtue of conference
opportunities closer to home for many people.

The response most often heard was satisfaction with the conference as it is
now at MSU. At least for those present at the business meeting, there was no
particular desire for change. We would, however, like your ideas as well as any
attractive offers for future conference locations and institutional sponsorship.

The second issue raised at the business meeting was an explanation of larger
changes occurring at MSU and the felt-need by the Society leadership to protect the
Society in the future by establishing the Society as an non-profit organiztion
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independent of the university. That independent non-profit status has now been
achieved, leaving SSML in a freer position to bargain with MSU as well as other
institutions, secure in the knowledge that any change in institutional affiliation will
not endanger non-profit status or mailing privileges.

Incidentally, with this independent non-profit status, members and others can
make tax deductible donations directly to the Society. As always, your donations will
be greatly appreciated.

Third, the Society has received the bequest of a large library from Bill Thomas.
The library includes between nine and eleven thousand items, and it is quite valuable.
Most items are books, and they center on Midwestern literature, but some manuscripts
are included and some works even go back to the Renaissance.

The Society is interested in using these volumes as the nucleus of the library
of a Center for the Study of Midwestern Literature (or Midwestern Culture) somewhere
in the Midwest. Prospects for future library gifts to the Society appear good, and with
a core library in place and well-maintained, we believe the Society will be able to
regularly solicit books and manuscripts from Midwestern writers and critics. In other
words, we believe the library and Center can form an increasingly strong magnet for
library and monetary donations in the future. We are attempting to position the Society
with that in mind.

As a firt step toward that goal, the Society is interested in receiving proposals
from Midwestern institutions to receive the current and projected collections and to
offer some sort of compensatory assistance, monetary, or “in kind," to the Society. Our
preference would be for the proposal to give the Society presence the status of “Center
for the Study of Midwestern Literature,” include some continuing allocation of space
and clerical assistance for the performance of the Society's business, and carry a
commitment to continuing financial assistance in printing the Society's publications,
current and projected.

The Society does not wish to deed over the collection to the receiving
institution. Rather, it would place the collection on continuing indefinite loan with the
receiving institution. This “indefinite loan" status would be designed to insure that the
collection would be maintained as a separate entity, not subject to integration in other
collections, culling of less-used volumes, or trading between libraries. Also, in the
event that the host institution became unwilling to maintain the agreements listed
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above, SSML would be free to go elsewhere with its collection. In other words, the
collection and the potential for future additions gives the Society some leverage in
dealing with potential host institutions. We wish to maintain and maximize that
leverage.

Any proposals for the library and Center by members or member institutions
should be directed to David Anderson at the Society's mailing address.

Michigan State University is currently negotiating with Dave Anderson and
Roger Bresnahan concerning library space and financial assistance for the Society. We
hope that these negotiations are fruitful, but the Society, the Center for Midwestern
Literature, and the library will go to the institution ready and willing to do the most to
insure current stability and future growth to SSML.

Fourth, | requested names of individuals interested in working informally to
secure grants for SSML and the Center for Midwestern Literature. Some interest was
expressed in a Fall meeting, to discuss grant-seeking and the priorities of the Society.
WIth success there, we would begin seeking grant for the Society as well as for
"co-sponsored” ventures in Midwestern states done in conjunction with SSML members
or English departments at member institutions in given states.

If you would like to attend such an exploratory meeting this Fall, please let
Dave Anderson know of your interest. We will attempt to schedule at a time convenient
to you. Call Dave at (517) 646-0012 (HOME) or (517) 353-4370 or (517) 355-2400
(OFFICE).

Finally, several members expressed interest in a continuing informal guiding
role for interested Society members. Most specifically, the possibility of a "mid-year”
planning or steering meeting, occurring in early fall, was suggested both during and
after the business meeting. Sara McAlpin's letter suggests the potential benefit of
such an informal grouping. She writes,

After attending the business meeting . . . it was very clear to me

that a small group of people, with enormous generosity, is actually
carrying most of the burden of responsibility for soliticing and
keeping track of members, building the Society's library, securing
financial support, doing all publications, planning meetings, etc., etc.,
My thought was that in order to offer at least a little support to these
loyal people, in addition to having the regular, formal officers of the
Society, it might be interesting to get volunteers from the member -



19

ship to serve on a brainstorming group which could meet perhaps once
a year (in the fall?) in some central location, to discuss a wide
variety of topics like fund-raising and othe topics mentioned above.
Out of such a group, ideas would inevitably merge and there might also
be some volunteers willing to carry out some of the ideas.

Reqular informal planning sessions would give Society members more insight into
upcoming issues, offer SML leadership the benefit of "local knowledge” of opportunitues
across the midwest, and assist the leadership in handling some aspects of their
Society responsibilities. Suggestions for a date for these informal planning sessions
seemed to center on October, before the weather makes travel difficult and
unattractive.

If you would be interested in attending such an informal fall planning session,
held at an accessible location in the midwest (perhaps in conjunction with an
attractive art exhibit or literary conference), please call Dave Anderson and let him
know of hour interest and availability. If enough members are interested, we'll try to
come up with a data and location to please.

Thanks for your interest.

Phil Greasley
University of Kentucky Center at Fort Knox
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Announcements
Hollis Summers

Hollis Summers, 71, novelist, poet, dietinguished professor at Ohio University, Society
member, and participant in the Midwest Poetry Festival, died on November <ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>