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GVILIZIG THE ESKIMO

Effort of the White Man Has Been
& Blight Upon People of the
Arctic,

FINE STUDY TFOR SCIENCE.

Hative of the North One of the Most
Extreme Varlations of the
Human Race.

It !s to be hoped that misalon work
among the Eskimos at Etah will not
proceed beyond talking apout sach
work, frr wherever the white elviliza-
tlon has touched arctle peoplea inde
serilsblily deploruble conseqaunces linve
followed.

In spite of the hardships which tue
Eskimos have with reluciant natuce
they werc at one time by no meavs o
miserable race, but made themselves
comfortable in a frozen reglon, where
all else would have perished, took a
healthy enjoyment In life and were

The fact that the Eskimo has the
most powerful digestion of any human
being ought to lead to a close study
of nis insides, and especially in regard
to appendicitls and other fatal, prob-
ably preventable diseuses of the ab-
domen.

The depredations of the white race
have been as viclous on the top of the
world as on the bottom. The Terra
del Fuego Welsh and Scotch sheep
herders shot the Onas Indians as if
these pitiful, harmless Indians had
been snakes or wolves. One Scotch-
man still living In Terra del Fuego
shot sixty, These wretched Indians
mistook the herders' sheep for their

native guanaco and killed and ate a
few.

Secret Informatliom.

The {sland of Great Britain has al
ways been, in theory at least, open to
invasion. Fear nmong the Inhabitants
was perhaps at {ts helght in the days
of Napoleon, when guards were kept
watehing for any sign of an enemy
from over the Channel. Lately there
has been much conjecture as to wheth-
er England must expect the advent of
a forelgn army.

An Englishman of a timorous nature
was dilating to a more stolid friend
on the almost Immediate danger of a
hostile army, which he seemed to ex-
pect at any momeant,

“Why, my dear Rughy,” he sald,

THE “TAXI-CAB” OF 1644 YEARS AGO.

THE

in a lecture given by Prof. Giles of
gentleman was good enouglh to correct

tion of the vehicle (here reproduced),

years A. D. §15, 820 and 987 further,

LI-MEASURING CARRIAGE OF OLD CHINA.
Attention was called to the, anclent measure-mile-drum of the

Chinese
Cambridge some tlme ago; and that
the sketlches of our artist's reconstruc-

The professor found a reference to
the “taxi-cab” im the History of the Chin Dynasty (A. D. 265-418). In the

mentlons were made of such a “taxi

cab,” and there was a description of the vehicle, a portion of ,which ws

glve.

“4t the completion of every 1i, the wooden figure of a man In the

lower story strikes a drum, and at the completion of every ten 1l a man in
the upper story strikes a bell.” The length of the Chinese 1l 1s varlously
estimated. Some say that It was 479 yards; others that it was 699 yards.
An authority at the Chinese Legation has sald that It was equal to 581

yards.
London Ilustrated News.

—

It {s supposed to have represented one-tenth of an hour's march.—

distinguished by gentle domestic and
goclal qualities, the New York Press
gays. The butting In of the white
man has brought with it hypoerisy,
poverty, thievery, gelfishness and total
loss of self-respect nnd independence.

The Eskimos are one of the most
exireme variatlons of the human race
and because they have llved for ages
in almost ideally sterilized atmosphere
they present at first hand many of
the diMcult laboratory experiments al-
ready worked out, but which Metch-
nikoff, Flexner and other experiment-
ers are strenuously geeking nlong the
lines of human immunization. It is
very necessary for sclence to know
well a people like the Eskimos, who
have always been free from cancer and
tuberculosis, but tha trouble Is, medical
solence, with a few exceptlons, has
not awakened to the serlous neces-
ity of studylng go strange and inter-
esting a branch of humanity, Medl-
cal sclence Is trylng to establish an
environment free from disease germs,
Now In the Eskimo sclence has thls
very thing, the Eskimos having been
in a germ-free environment for ages.
Just to glve an oft-hand lllustration,
England has had a royal commlssion
investigating cancer for years, but
with no positive conclusions. The fact
that the Eskimo Is free from dlsease
germs and all other new growths may
mean tb~t cancer is caused by germs.

“there have beem sples—actunlly sples
—In the neighborhood here. My coach-
man was talking to one of them, and it
seemed that he knew the names of the
postmasters In all the villdges here-
fibouts, and the prinecipal roads, the
wealthlest landowners, with deserip-
tlons .of thelr estates, and a lot of In-
formatlon of that character! Now,
just think how useful that would be
In case of war. Just imaglne, for in-
stance——"

Hls stolld frlend grinned.

“John," he sald, “haven’'t you ever
seen ‘Kelly's County Directory? 1It's a
fine book. It gives all that informa-
tion and a heap besldes. You can pur
chase It for something around ten shils
lings, 1 think."

Cause for Suspicion.

“When a man dat's tryin' to trade
horsea wif me stahts braggin' 'bout
how honest he Is In his dealin’s,” sald
Uncle Eben, “I can't help suspectin’
dat he's gettin' ready to make an ex-
ception in my ecase)” — Washington
Star.

Season of Humility.

It 1s pecessary that one should
sometimes forget that he is a supe
rlor, and to remember that he Is a
brother.—Blshop Wilson.

Try to be satlafled wth the best you
can get .
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OHAPTER VIL—({Continusd.)

Why Mr. Duxbury Farley spared the
ron-master in the fréezing-out process
was an unsolved riddle to many. Bul
there wera reasons. For one, thare was
the lease of the coal lands, renswable
year by year—this was Caleb's own
lionest provision inserted I the con-
tract for the Major's protection—and
renewable only by the Major's friend.
Further, a practical man at the practl-
sal end of an industry s & sheer ne-
essity; and by contriving to have
horiest Cileb associated with himsell
in the recelvership, & fine color of up-
rightness was imparted to the promot-
sr's far-reaching plan of aggrandize-
ment,

o, luter, when the reorganization
wns offected; when the troublesome,
dividend-hungry stockholders of the
original company were e¢liminated by
due process of law, Calel's name ap-
péared on the Farley siate with the ti-
tle of general manager of the new com-
pany—for the same good und sufficient
rensons,

It was during the fervid six months
of Chinwassee Conl and Iron develop-
ment that Thomas Jefferson had
passed from the old life 1o the new—
trom childhood to boyhood.

Simultaneously there weré the coal-
mines opening under the cliffs of
Mount Lebanon, the long, double row
of coking-ovens bullding on the flat
below the furnace, and the furnace it-
self toking on undreamed-of magnl-
tudes under the hands of the army of
workmen. Thomas Jefferson did his
best to keep the pnoce, belng driven Ly
& new and eager thirst for knowledge
mechanical, and of & gripping desire to
be present at all the assembling of all
the complicated parts of the threefold
machine, And when he found it im-
possible to be {n three places at one
and the same moment, it distressed
him to tears.

Of the home life during that strenu-
ous Interval there was littic more than
the enting and sleeping for one whose
time for the absorbent process was all
too limited. Also, the perplexing ques-
tions reaching down Into the under-
soul of things were sllent. Also, agnin
—mark of & change so radical that
none but & Thomas Jefferson may read
and understand—an awe-inspiring Ma-
jor Dabney had ceased to be the first
citizen of the world, that pinnacle be-
Ing now occupied by a tall, sallow,
smooth-faced gentleman, persuasive of
speech and superhuman in accomplish-
ment, who was the life and soul of the
activities, and whom his father and
mother alwnys addressed respectfully
as “Colonel” Farley.

One day, In the very heat of the
pattle, this commanding personnge, at
whose word the entire world of Para-
dise was in travail, had delgned to
speak directly to him—Thomas Jeffer-
gon, It was at the mine on the moun-
tain. The workmen were bolting Inta
place the final trestle of the Inclined
rallway which was to convey the coal
in descending earlonds to the bLins at
the coke«ovens, and Thomas Jefferson
was absorbing the detalls as a dry
sponge soaks water,

“Making sure that they do It just
right, are you, my boy?" sald the greal
man, patting him approvingly on the
shoulder, “That's good. T like to see
4 Loy anxlous to get to the bottom of
things,, Golng to be an Iron-master,
{{ke ybur father, are you?"

“N-no," stammered the boy, *“1 wisht
I wast!?
“Weéll, what's to prevent? Wa are

going to have the completest plant iIn
the country right here, nnd it will be a
fine chance for your futher's son; the
finest in the world."”

“'ain't goin' to do me any good,"
stild Thomas Jefferson, dejectedly., *1
got to be n preacher” :

Mr. Duxbury Farley looked down at
hlm curiously, He was a religlous per-
gon himself, coming to bé known as a
plilar in 8t. Michael’s Church at South
Tredogar, a lberal contributor, and a
prime mover in a plan to tear down the
old bullding and to erect a new one
more In keeping with the times and
South Tredegar's prosperity. Yet he
wis eareful to draw the ling between
religlon as & means of grace and busi-
ness a8 a4 means of making money.
“That is your mother's wish, I sup~
pose; and it's n worthy one; very wor-
thy. Yet, unless you have a special
vocatlon—but there; your mothar
doubtless knows best. I am only anx-
lous to sce your father’s son gucceed
in whatever he undertukes”

After that, Thomns Jefferson secret-
Iy made Success his god, and was
alertly ready to fetch and carry for
the high priest In 118 temple, only the
opportunities were Infrequent,

For, wide as the Paradise field seem-
ad to he growing from Thomas Jeffer-
son'e point of view, It was altogether
ton narrow for Duxhury Farley. The
principal offices of Chlawassee Coal
and Iron were \n Bouth Tredegar, and
there the first vice presldent was
pullding & hewn-stone manslon, and
tad become a charter member of the
city's first club; was domielled in due
form, and was already beginning to
soften his finnl “r's,” and to speak of
himself as & Southerner—~by adoption.
Bo sped the winter and the spring

succesding Thomas Jefferson's 13th

birthday, and for the first time In his
iife he saw the opening buds of the
ironwood and the tender, fresh greons
of the herald poplars, and smelled the
sweel, Keen fragrance of awnkening
nature, without being moved thereby.

Ardea he saw only now and then, as
old Seciplo drove her back and forth
etween the munor-house and the rall-
way station, morning and evening, He
find heard that she was going to school
in the clty, and as yet thera were no
stirrings of adolescence In him to make
nim wish to know more.

As for Nan Bryerson, he saw her not
at mll. For one thing, he climbad no
more to the apring-sheltering altar
rotk among the cedars; and for anoth-
of, among all the wild ereatures of the
mountain, your moonshinar i{s the shy-
est, being an anachronlsm In a world
of progress. One bit of news, however,
floated In on the gossip at Little Zoar.
It related that Nan's mother was dead,
and that the Lody had lain two days
unouried wile Uike was drowning bis
sorrow In a sea of his own “pine-top.”

Vaguely It hnd been understood in
the Gordon household that Mr, Dux-
bury Fuarley was a wldower with two
children: a boy, some yeara older than
Thomas Jefferson, at school In New
Englund, and a girl younger, name and
place of sojourn unknown, The boy
wis coming South for the long vaca-
tion, and the affairs of the Chiawassee
Coal and Iron—already reaching out
subterraneously toward the future re-
celvership—would ecall the fArst vies
presldent North for the better portlon
of July., Would Mrs. Martha take pity
on & motherless lad, whose health was
none of the best, and open her home to
Vincent?

Mre. Martha would and did; not un-
grudgingly on the vice president’'s ac-
count, but with many misgivings on
Thomas Jefférson's, She was finding
the surcharged Industrinl stmosphere
of the new erm Inimleal at every point
to the development of the gpliritusl pas-
sion she had striven to arouse in her
4on; to paving the way for the realiz-
Ing of that ideal which had first taken
form when she had written “Reverend
Thomas Jefferson Gordon™ on the mar-
gin of the letter to her brother Slins,

Ag It fell out, the worst happencd
that could happen, consldering the ap-
parent harmlessness of the excliting
cause. Vincent Farley proved to be un
anemic stripling, cold, reserved, with
no surface indications of moral deprivy-
Ity, and with at least & veneer of goml
breeding. But In Thomns Jefterson's
heart he plinted the sced of discontent
with his surroundings, with the home-
Iy old house on the pike, unchanged ns
yvet by the rising tide of prosperity, and
more than all, with the prospect of be-
coming 4 chosen vessel,

It was of no use to hark back to tha
revival and the heart-quaking experi-
ences of a year agone. Thomas Jeffer-
son tried, but all that seemed to belong
to another world and sanother life.
What he eraved now was to be llke this
envied and enviable son of good for-
tune, who wore his Sunday sult every
day, carried a beautiful gold watch, and
was coolly and compliucently at ease,
even with Major Dabney and a forelgn-
born and traveled Ardea.

Later In the summer the envy died
down and Thomas Jefferson developed
a pronounced case of hero-worship,
something to the disgust of the colder-
hearted, older boy, It did not Inst very
long, not did it leave any permansnt
sgcars; bLbut before Thomas Jefferson
wng Tully convalescent the subtle fdat-
tery of his adulation wiarmed the sub-
jeet of It Into something ke compan-
lonship, and there were brogging
stories of boarding-school Hfe and of
the world at large to add fresh fuel Lo
the fire of digcontent.

Though Thomas Jeferson did not
know It, his dellverance on that slile
was nigh, It had been declded that
he wis to be sent away to school, Chin-
wassee Coal and Tron promising hand-
somely to warrant the expense; and
the declsion hung only on the choloe
of courses to be pursued.

Caleb had marked the growing hun-
gor for technienl knowledge In the boy,
und had secretly glorled In it. Here,
at least, was g strong stream of bhls
own eraftsman’s blood Howing in the
veins of his son,

“It ‘d be a thousand pltles to spoll o
good lron man and engineer to make o
poor preacher, Martha,” he obhjected;
this for the twenticth time, and when
the approach of autumn was forcing
the coneluglon.

“T know, Calal; bou you don't under-
stand,” was the Invarinble rejoinder.
“You know that slde of him, because
It's your elde. Bul he {8 my son, too;
and—and, Calel, the Lord has called
him!"

“He's only a little shaver yet. Tet
him try the school In the city for o
year 'r 80, goin’ and comin' on the rall-
ronds, nights and maornin's, like the
Major's gran'daughter. After that, we
might see”

Thomas Jefferson took his last after-
noon for & ramble In the flelds and
woods beyond the manor-house, {n thut
part of the vnlley as yet unfurrowed
by the Industrial plow. It was not the
old love of the solitudes that called
him; It was rather a sore-hearted do-

slre to go apart and glve place to all

the hard thoughts thay were bubbling
and bolling within,

A long elrcult over the boundary hills
Lrought him at jength to the little gladae
with the pool in its center where ha
had beéen fishing for psrch on that day
when Ardea and the great Aadg had
come o make him bBackalide, He won-
dered U she had ever forgiven him.
Muost Hkely she had not. She never
seemed to think him greatly worth
while when they happenad to meet.

Heoe was sitting on the overhanging
bank, just where he had sat that other
ddy, when suddenly history repeated
itself, There was a rustling in the
bushes; the Great Dane bounded oul,
thought not as hefore to stand men-
acing; and when he turned his head
she was there near him,

“Oh, It'e you, Is 1t?" she sald, coolly;
und then she called to the dog and mada
18 If she would go away. But Thomas

Jefferson's heart was full, and full
hearts are soft

“You nesdn't run,” he hazarded. *I
reckon [ aln't golng to bite you. I

don’t feel much llke biting anybody Lo-
duy. I'm golng to be & preacher”

“You?" she sald, with the frank and
unsympathetic surprise of childhood.
Then politeness came to the rescue and
she ndded: “I'm sorry for that, too, if
you are wanting me to be. Only I
aliould think it would he fine to woear o
long bluck robe and a pretty white sur-
plice, and to learn to sing the prayecs
beautifully, and all that"

Thomas Jefferson wus honestly hor-
rifted, nnd he looked It

“I'd like to know what In the world
you're talking about,” he sald

“About your belng a minister, of
course, Only in France they call them
priests of the church."

The boy's lips went together in a
fine stralght lne. Not for nothing did
.lilt- IH:IIUL; IJI‘ lllni]l) BULULA LD Ull ;‘&dlt'
estants flow in his veins, “Priest” was
a Poplsh word.

“The Pope of Rome Is antichrist!’ he
declared, authoritatively,

She gcemed only politely Interested.

“Ia he? 1 dldn't know,” Then, with
o tactfulness worthy of graver years,
sha drew away from the dangerous
tople. “When are you going?"

“To-morrow."

“Is It far?"

“Yes; It's an awful long ways"

“Never mind; you'll be coming back
after o while, and then we'll be friends
—Iif you want to.,"

“I'm mighty glad,"” he snld. Then he
got up, "WIll you let me show you the
wiy home agaln 7—the short, easy way,
this time"

She hesitated o moment, and then
atood up and gave him her hand.

“I'm not ufrald of you now; we don't
hate him uany more, do we, Hector?"

And #o0 they went together through
the yellowing nlsles of the September
wood and across the flelds to the mane
or-housa gates,

CHAPTER VIIL

Tom Gordon—Thomas Jefferson now
only In his mother's lettera—wus past
15, and his volce was in the transition
stage which made him blushingly self-
consclous when he ran up the window-
shade In the Pullman to wateh for the
earliest morning outlining of old Lebs
anon on the southern horizon,

Homesglokness returned with renewed
quilms when the train had doubled the
nose of Lebanon and threaded its way
among the hills to the Paradlse por-
tnl. Gordonia, of the alngle side-track,
had grown into n small iron town, with
the Chinwassee plant flunking & good
hulf-mile of the rallway; with a cin-
dery streel or two, and o4 scummy wave
of operatives' cottnges and laborers'
shacks spreading up the hillsides which
were stripped bare of their trees and
undergrowth.

Tom's eyes fllled, and he was won-
dering falntly If the desolating tlde of
progress had topped the hills to pour
over Into the home valley beyond, when
his father nccosted him. Thers was a
little shock at the sight of the grizzled
honir and beard turned so much grayer;
but the welcoming wins lke & grateful
draft of cool water In a parched wilder-
noRg.

“Well, now then! How are ye, Bud-
dy boy? Groat land o Canaan! but
you've shot up and thickened out
mightily In two years, son.'

Tom wus painfully consclous of his
plae.  Also of the fact that he wnas
clumsily In his own way, particularly
ng to hands and feet., ‘The sectarian
gchool dwaelt llghtly on athleties and
such purely mundane trivialities ns
physleal ftness and the harmonious
education of the growing body aad
limha,

“Yes; I'm g0 big 1t makes me right
tired,” he sald, gravely, and his volea
crucked provokingly in the middle of
It. Then he asked nbout his mother,

“She's tolernble—only tolernble, Bud-
dy. Bhe allows ghe don't have enough
to Keep her doln' in thé new——" C(Ca-
lely pulled himself up  abruptly and
changed the subject with a ponderous
attempt at levity. "What-all have you
done with your trunk check, son? Now
I'll bet o hen worth Afty dollars ye've
gone and lost L

But Tom had not; and when the lug-
poge was found there was anothor In-
novation to buffet him: The old bugky
with Its high seat hnd wanished, and
In Ita room there was o modern surrey
and n negro driver. Tom looked nsk-
ance at the new equlpage,

“Can't we make out to walk, pappy ™
he asked, dropping unconsclously Into
the child-time phrase.

“Oh, yes; I reckon we could. You're
not too young, and I'm not so terr'die
olil. But—get In, Buddy, get In; there'll
be trampin' enough for ye, all summer
long."

(Te be continned.)

Knew Him Well.
Griggs—Hickson wants to borrow
some money of me. Do you know anye
thing about him?

Briggs—I know him as well as I do
you. I wouldn't let him have a cents

—Boston Transcripty




