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WITH DICKENS,

A DAY
BY ABIGAIL SCUTT DUNIWAY, ]
I
 Onoe, in my travels by stuge, 1 found myself
ensconced at nightfall in a village tavern awhy
out at the foot of the Salmon River Mountains in
‘Northern Idaho. The day's ride had been a hard
and tedious one. 1 had compassed sixty-five miles
of travel in an open vehicle on a route that ran
over mountains and through valleys, up grades
and down, through cafions, streams and swamps,
and again over roeks and ridges, but amid such
scenes of abounding beauty everywhere that |
scarcely took note of passing hours,

The tavern in which I found refuge nestled in
the center of the village at the base of a long suc-
cession of tree-studded steeps, at the extreme end
of all wagen roads, and at the beginning of that
peculiar style of transportation known among
miners as “‘mule navigation.”

‘My long day’s ride was followed by a night of

\

refreshing sleep, but I knew not a soul in the vil- | Jo

‘lage, and the following morning dragged heavily.

The tavern was undergoing repairs throughout,

and there was-no room ready for me that had

facilities for fire.. The long, cold ride of the pre-

vious day had chilled me almost into paralysis.

At last I complained of the cold to the obliging
~ landlady, who, after a Tew minutes absence, re-

* turned with the information that-a gentleman
(an entire stranger), who did not even give me
permission to thank him, would assign me his

. room and stove for dally use during my sojourn,
This message was accomspanied also by the in-
struction to make myself thoroughly at home.

. It was easy enough to see¢ that the room was a
bachelor's. The stove: and wood-box occupied
one corner; a hugé ox whip of the “blacksnake’

.-variety lay coiled like a living representative of
its class in another; a table with a confused litter
of old magazines and antiquated gazettes of fash-
jon stood near the lounge; a spittoon, filled with
saw-dust and tobacco quids; sat under it; a rack,
with hats and coats, two -thairs, a ‘single bed-
stead, & wash-stand, a cane, a crutch, a eribbage
board, & deck of cards, and a little mirror, were
mmmrwlthn oder of lini-

" ment, which was associated at once with my
. thought of the crutch, and led me to fear that my
unknown friend's hospitality would result in &
fresh attack of rheumatism, from which malady

ering. But the good woman assured me that my
apprehensions for her lodger's comfort were en-
tirely unnecessary; and there being absolutely
no other place for me to sit and enjoy a fire, I re-
Juctantly installed myself in the convalescent's
chair, while its self-banished owner took refuge
in bar-room below,

U the pile of old magazines and mthn.ud
gasettes of fashion lay a copy of the “Old Curiokity

" Shop.” Twenty years had rolled over my head

since I had read this book, and I welcomed it in

_ nylonelylﬂmtusnokl and valued friend. 1

" did not delve into its pages with the impatient

" eagerness with which one greets a new book from

the pen of & well-known author; but I leisurely

opened at the preface and pondered over the

author's confession that this great novel had first

as & serial In 1541 in & weekly publica-

tion issued by hlmulf on&lthd Hamu- Humph-
rey's Qlock.

The world takes eager note of uuuhlevulluo-

\  cesses of & great author; but how many stop to
think of the years of struggle, toil and disappoint-
ment that antedate his fame? And yet, we know,
if we will but consider, that but for the struggles
that mellowed the heart and the experiences that
broadened the understanding of Charles Dickens—
that brought him face to face and heart to heart

~ with London's squalor and wrelchedness and

crime—we should have never known and pitied

the occupants of the great city’s alleys or shrunk |

from the criminals that hide from daylight in
ons of its rat-infested ‘‘water side.”

w nnlhouwho.llkoblohm,hnpund
through the flery trials of poverty and disappoint-
ment, can comprehend the Ingenuous confession
that his “‘conscious pen winces” while he explains
the rise and fall of Master Humphrey's Clock ?

a8 he tells us, he weloomed In those
“an essay in a litersry Journal, of
Nell was the principal theme;” and how we ap-

_ " it afforded

i e i o Ut ot
essay, Was ‘'going

down'to his grave,” was Thomas Hood.

 § from the to the book iteelt, and |

as I read and lnﬂlﬂh‘ﬂ

'ﬂ.aﬂm-ﬁ' nniu.-uuh“

-_._.. Duniel Qulp ? Nowbere, among Al the

\_\

——

1nature, cmlty. pemnal hideousness, and genennl

e my-landlady- Mwm.

" b, and not w8 she was now, talked of their méeting in an-

| may have been.”

e
T
My duy in the bachelor’s quariers is wearing

my- | storm, but the sun Is shining now, bathing with a

deviltry. Shakspeare has never painted a Daniel
Quilp. Bcott has not sttempted such a master-
plece. M. Stowe’s Legree makes you shudder,
but he was not versatile in devilish talents vor
fertile In villalnous resources like Daniel Quilp.
Aud there were Mrs. Quilp apd Mrs, Jiniwin,
How clever the satire upon Hateh-making moth-
ers which is immortalized in Mrs, Jiniwin | and
how stinging is the good-natured sarcasm of
the Batyr-like son-in-law, whose delight in mak-
ing Mrs. Quilp utterly wretched and helpless is
only equaled by his felicity in compelling Mrs.
Jiniwin to realize that the mateh was of her own
making. One cannot refrain from saying of Mrs,
Jiniwin, “Served her right.” But with the same
breath comes a shuddering pity for the meek and
timid wife, who Obeys and sérves the hideous
dwarf in mortal terror, while his very presence is
a loathing and a pestilence.

Of Mrs, Jarley and her “wax work,' the world

has known much, and the name of Little Nell has

been a household word in song and story.
n:f whoever thinks of the old grandfather execept
in connection with the child? And yet, how
vivid is the great master's picture of the terrible
fascinations of the gambling table, under the in-
spiration ot a life-long struggle with poverty ;
fascinations that seize hold of the old man in his
dotage and drive him mad under the fash-of the
ever unsated demon, Acquisitiveness.

The strength of Dickens lies in his heart. He
goes down into the common walks of human life
and angles there for charscterssthit Weaker men
have seen daily, but have fsiléd to think worthy
of note. He touches the reader's heart with the
infirmities and misfortunes of the poor and the
lowly, and leads him to despise the oppressor and
the bigot.

It is comforting, in these days of skepticism, to
know that Dickens was a firm believer in the im-
mortality of the Divine in human nature, Even
Danlel Quilp had some redeeming traits, albeit
they were few and scant and badly discolored with
wickedness. And, to those whose loved ones have
passed beyond the vale, the lessons of restoration
that he teaches have a power to console and com-
M that is irresistible.

She [Little Nell] was looking &t & hﬂmhltm'hlrh
told of & young man who had died at twenty-three yonrs
old, Afty-Ove years ago, when she heand a faltering step ap-
proaching, and looking round, saw a feeble woman bent
with the weight of yoars, who toltered to the foot of the
same grave and asked her 1o read the writing on the #tone,
The old woman thanked her when she had done, saying
that ahe had had the words by heart for many & long year,
but could not see them now.

“Were you his mother ™ said the child,

“] was his wife, my dear.”

Mhe the wife of & young man of three and twenty !

“You wonder (o hear me say thst,” remarked the old
woman, shaking her head. “You're not the first, Othes
folk than you have waongdered at the same thing hefore
now.. Yes, I was his wife. Death doesn’t change ns more
than life, my dear.”

Then, growing garrulous upon a-theme which was new to |
one listener, though but a child, she told how she had wopt
and moaned and prayed to die hersell"when this happened;
and how, when she first ecame to that place, & young crea-
ture, strong in love and grief, she had hoped her-heart wia
breaking, as it seemed (o be. But now that five and Afy
years were gone, she spoke of the dead man as though he
had been her son or grandson, with & kind eof pity for his
youth growing out of her old ige, and an exalting strength
of his manhood growing out of her own weakness and de-
cuy ; and yet, she spoke of him as her husband, 100 ; and
thinking of herself in connection with him, as she used o

other world as if he were dead but yestenday, and she, sep-
arated from her former self, were thinking of the happiness
of the comely girl who seemed 0 have died with him,

To Dickens the seen and unseen worlds were
blended, and all was natural. Superstitions he
had none, for the reason that the physical and the
supersensuous were intermingled in his idea, and
each was part of the universal whole. How nat-
urally he describes the closing hours of Little
Nell - “Waking, she. never wandered in her
mind but once, and that was of beautiful musie
that she said was in the air. God knows, It

Dickens earries one from the sublimely spiritual
to the sbominably nefarious in human nature
with the artistic power of a master. We shudder
with disgust when Daniel Quilp gets home, after

Mrs. Quilp and Mrs, Jiniwin bhave thought him
dn-nd. And we inveluntarily wish it had been
| true on account of the timid wife, who, because it
| seema Lo be her duty, joy st his wnex-
return—joy w he knows is manutac-
tured for the oveasion, but which delights him be-

its close. I shut the book and stand for an hour
at the unocurtained window, looking out upon the
mountains, There has been & bard, rain

flood of golden light the rugged steeps upon which

mountain’s side on hl- weary way to lhe gold
mines. T“think of him, and of his battles
with destiny ; of my own changing years, and of
the good and i1l that seem alike Inherent in hu-
man nature; and Fturn from _the contemplation
of evil as personified in Daniel Quilp to good as
iHustrated in the closing words of Little Nell,
And with that mountain trail before my eyes,
the memory of the three and twenty years that
sweep over my spirit fills my waking dreams
with fancies that seem to fill the air. “God
knows. It may be so."”

A fresh shower falls, and a rainbow of vivid
brightness spans the horizon, Just above the clear-
cut green of the still tree tops, 1 gaze abroad till
the sun goes down, and then, laying aside the
“OId , Curiosity Shop,” 1 cast a lingering look
upon the dingy furniture in the bachelor’s room,
and repair to my own apartment, devoutly thank-
ful for the opportunity that, in spite of lonely sur.
roundings, gave me a day with Dickens.

HONEST INDIGNATION.

———

BaN Josg, Cal., July 26, 1881,
To e Epitor oF THE NEW NORTHWEST §

I enclose check for my subseription up to Jan-
uary 1, 1882, Time flies so fast 1 was not aware |
was 8o far behind,

] am glad to see by your paper that you have a
prospect of getting the suffrage in Oregon, which
I consider is due principally to your untiring en-
ergy. The question here in California seems at a
stand-still. The only symptoms of life in that
direction (except In individual cases) seems” to
have concentrated in the Bocial Selence Associa-
tion and the Woman's Herald of Industry, a thor-
oughly live paper, which 1 hope will be a success.
You, of vourse, have received a copy, with Mrs,
J. W. Btow’s “Night behind the Bars.” Is it not
awful that such things can go on ax she describes
in -the jail; éspecially in regard to thode seven
young girls? Does it seem possible that dane
men would countenance such doings or permit
such men as she describes to hold office? It
seems unreasonable that Mrs. Stow should have
been arrested and treated in such a brutal manner
for Just refusing to repair the street. 1 was under |
[ the impression that the Street Copmissioners, in |
a case of that kind, would have the wérk done, |
and then compel the owner to pay for it, and/| 40
could sell the property if need be; but I was ut
aware that & woman could be arrested and puy/'in
‘prison, and that her doors could be broken Open
as Mrs. Stow desoribes. If such is really the case,
the newspapers have been very remiss/in their
duty, that they did not blazen forth injustice
to the world. It Is a shame and a disgrace to the
State that women and young girls skould be under
“tirevontrol of such unprineipled péMans, anyway,
If women and girls must be imprisoned for erimes
indulged In through the e ties and by the
‘suggestion usually of thel natumal protectors,”
there should at least be en officers to see that
they are made no worse by being subjected to the
laws, “not of the people nor by the people,” but

most certalnly for women when it comes to un-
and erimes.

- Your nlnocu friend and co-worker,
Baran L. KNox-GooDRICH.

CHEERING  WORDS.

Mrs. L. A. Moffett, of Lower Cascades, writes :
“iYours Truly's' last letter is just splendid. No
doubt many women could tell of similar experi-
ences If they only had the moral courage to do o,
‘Yours Truly's' experience will do good in more
families than one. If more men would pocket
their pride and the fear that their wives want to
encroach upon thelr inherent dignity, ar ‘britches’
as you so well say, they would read such articles
with profit, and there would be many more happy
homes than now. By the way, my husband en-
Joyed that ‘sdorable Jim's' discomfiture quite as
much as I did, and he looks for the New NoRrTH-
WEST quite as eagerly every week ; says it fills a
want long felt by many who are not able to take
fore than one or two papers and still desire a va-
riety of reading matter. We always look for the
editorial correspondence first. Often | read it
twice, Its descriptive power seems Lo increase, if
that were possible, every week. We think a col-
lection of the same In book form would be a valu-
able acquisition to any library. To those who
wish to change their places of abode, the book
would be of great nssistance, and those who stay

land’ in their own Btate or Territories, would not
fail to appreciate it.”

Col. T. W, Higginson uyn 'l'bo reason why
many women don't like the equal rights move-
mtll because they hnn too little thought in

th-hcn‘tnlll-vﬂbh,ul_swlnd-w
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| at home, who wish to understand-‘theiay of the |

—

WOMAN ANDINDEPENDENCE,

-~

[Letier to the New York San.]

To the Editor :—In recent Issues of the Swun are
several letters, eaclh, bolling over with zeal about
a grand Fourth of July celebration.  As one-half
of the people of this country are yet held in the
same political subjection in which they were held
before the Declaration of Independence was writ-
ten, and as T bélong to that subjugated half, T bég
the Sun to give a small space to my ideas on
Fourth of July celebrations,

First, I will state that I fully recognize the good
work that our forefathers did for themselves and
their male posterity when they seceded from the '
British Government and founded a freer. But |
fail to see wherein the Declaration of Independ-
ence has left women in any freer condition. Our
much-launded forefathers found the women of
Ameriea subjects of one soverelgn—a man of edu-
cation, of an educated race, and of gentlemanly
manners. . They left them helpless subjects under
a million sovereigns, black, white, and yellow,
native and foreigu-born, sober and drunk, selfish,
arrogant, brutal, or—good, just as it happens,
Have we any reason to help on Fourth of July
celebrations? - The woman who engages in or
encourages such celebrations is like those slaves
in the olden tlme of slavery, whe; because tolera-
bly well-fed, housed and clothed, were so pene-
trated and permeated through and through by the
demoralizing spirit of slavery ax to be utterly un-
conscious that they were slaves; In fact, so un-
consclous as to fancy themsélves part and parcel
of their master's grandeur, dnd honor,

The great body of Ampﬂcun women are in this
state of mind with regard to their political mas-
ters. When but & smhll girl, I myself felt in that
way. My small hexrt would fire with fervor as I
read the story of ﬂ’{ar forefuthers' struggle against
kingly power, fnd the heroes of that struggle
loomied up befnrc my childish imagination grand
and glorified in the white light of liberty. But,
alas! and Alas! as years come on, and the cruel
realities of life and the law’s oppressions to one-
half of the people in this so-called republic made
tbo Ives visitble and dispelled the delusions of

b, the giants of the revolution shrunk to the -
inry size of other Imperfect sons of Adam.
fact that our forefathers had only taken a few
steps onward toward the prom Ised land of freedom,
that the work of carrylug this people on to thas
land yet remains to be done, forced itself upon me.

The women of this country are free to admit
that this Is the best government In the world, but
that admission only shows how bad are the ol.hu
governments, not how good 1s ours. This govern-
ment can be made as much better than It Is, as it
is better than the monarchies of the Old World.
For this reasom e protest against Fourth of July
celebrations, which only befog the people’s minds
and dull their moral perceptions by too much
praise of what ls so very defective.

How are a people to lniprove if they are taught
to believe themselves already perfect 7 We have
looked backward long enough. We have adulated
our forefathers quite enough, It is time we should
cease this senseless praige of the good work they
did and turn our attention to the work they lefl
undone,

We have had too mu;r spread-eagle speeches
about the freedom of this country. There is no
true freedom in any country which holds one-half
of its people in absolute subjection to the other
half; there must inevitably be a very dull sense
of justice In that country where such gross Injun—
tice Is done.

For the last hundred yvm Fourth olJuly ora-
tors have shouted themselves hoarse in prajses of

the founders of this government, and that fraudu-
lent old bird, the American e, has spread his
wings and screamed hosannahs to om ; but
every thinking woman in the land knows and
keenly feels the falsehood and the mockery. In
the name of the enslaved half of this country, we
protest against any more of this spread-eagle non-
sense, It would be far wiser were men to ceritle-
ally examine the signs of the times and keep their
eyes open to the danger they are in of losing the
freedom their forefathers won for them,

The evil npirlt of monarchy s not yet exorcised
from this land ; the snake was not killed by the
Revolutionary war. only scotched, It has at last
squirmed itselfl loose and lifted its head, apd is
eagerly watehing itschances to resume its apecient
power, Were the true spirit of republicanism to
prevall, the poorest private soldier ‘who did his
duty, who marched up to the eannon's mouth, or
stood on rd during the long watches of tbo"-
night ln 's cause, would receive as much

-as-the men who filled cuier, more comfort-
able, and far less dangero go There m
human bej in thln city who work from
light until dark and on toward midn .ﬂ
earn thereby the pitiful sum of ten cents, ing
shirts at five cents ench (they can only miake two
aday], and this, while men In office roll in ric
feasting every gay of their lives, ¢lothed in pur-
le and fine linen, It is the grnwlns moi
lrllotm l.bat wklﬂuthc renoe
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.

R

J1e T it

oqual 15 &-mmm’u n-.qmuundhmm-pu tlnnthllpmndy wmm-mu-u-."_

L

” potism, Inu : ol’!nrwudwn 1 freed
ELIZABETH AVERY MERIWETHER




