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VAGABONDS OF THE EARTH
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HAVE often wighed
that 1 could bring
those six men to
gether, and yet, on
the face of It, the
wigh Is Impossible
of fulfillment. They
are scatlered to the
corners of the earth,
Some 1 have heard
from through round-
about channre!s, but
most have passed be-
yond my ken. All
but two were chance acqualntances,
with whom I spent an hour or so.

There was Helmelund for instanve.
His line {8 birds—sea-birds, although,
as far 28 that goes, nnything wild and
unknown attracts Helmslund, | dare-
88y you never heard of Helmslund,
You would goon enough, though, if
you undertook to collect rare birds as
& hobby, Helmslund is Indispensable
to scores of collectors In this country
and Europe.

I met him one Sunday afternoon at
the house of a friend who po:sesses
a really remarkable collection of
North Amerlean birds,

“Odd sort of fellow—Helmsalund,”
our host later remarked. “I've known
him reveral years, now, and he's just
getting to the polut where he gives
me u sketchy account of the main in-
¢ldents of Interest In his trips.”

“What trips?” 1 asked.

“After birds,”” replled my host.
*That's Helmslund's work, e gets
birds, not for the feather 'people—he
would regard that as sacrilege—but
for collectors like myself, He goes
everywhere to get them. 1 don't sup-
pose there's a country he hasn't been
to In search of gome particular spe-
cimen.”

And that was how I happened to
hear the story of Helmslund's battle

. for lifa on the wrathy waters of Lake

Kibushka, far up by the Arctle circle
in the grim desolation of the Siberlan
steppes. It had happened the sum-
mer before, on a trip he had tuken to
Secure some speclmens of the rosy
gull for a European collector.

With a single companion and a cou-
ple of dog-teams, he was working
around the country, paying especial at-
tention to the marshy tracts bordering
several large lakes, which are the hab-
ftat of varlous specles of water fowl.
There Is probably no more desolate
eountry in the world than this portion
of the steppes.

Helmslund soon found that the rosy
gulls had deserted the shores of Lake
Kibushka, and he determined to cross
the luke, which was about twenty
miles wide, and try his luck In the
country beyond. Se he secured a craft
which he called a dingey and which
was large enough to hold his compan-
fon and three of the dogs, besides
himself, and the party set out early
in the morning. They propelled the
oraft by paddling, ‘and it was slow
work. At first, everything went well.
Then a brisk breeze sprang up, agi-
tating the surface of the lake until the
wavea became as large as those of the
open sea. To add to the confusion,
the dogs became frightened and start-
@d to quarrel among themselves,

Before they realized the danger, the
boat bad capsized and the two men
and three dogs were struggling in the
water. Helmslund kept his wits about
him and helped his companion tv swim
to the overturned dingey. The dogs
had already clustered about it and
were fighting desperately In the wa-
ter to climb on the bottom, but Helms-
lund pushed through them ruthlessly
and helped the other man to get a
seat, before he followed him. Lucklly,
he had retailned possession of his pad-
dle and he used it to beat off the dogs,
ecrazy with fear as they felt the stead-
{ly incrensing welght of thelr heavy
water-soaked fur. Snarling flercely,
the bensts attacked the boat agaln
and again, snapping ot the men's legs
and leaping out of the water in wild
attempts to seize their throats.

Early in the afternon, Helmslund's
companion falnted and dropped off.
My friend sald that the tears stood In
the little mun's cyes as he told of this
occurrence. le told It quite simply,
a3 he told the whole story, Indeed—
without any straining for effect. It
was only by direct questioning that
my friend discovered that Helmslund
had fallen off the boat himself in his
effortsa to save the other man, who
bad sunk like a stone. When Helms-
jund galned the boat a second time
he was utterly exhaustdd and barely
able to crawl on to its bottom. He
bad lout his paddle and had no means
cl direcling his progress or even of
determining in which direction he was
golng.

Fortunately for him, the wind was
onshore, and late In the afternoon
he drifted within sight of land. The
sight gave him renewed energy to
strip off his shirt\and use it to signal
to n village of natives,

Whenever I smell the sickly-sweet
scent of South American orchlds a
vision rises before me of another one
of the six—a feverracked specter
whom 1 met tolling down the gang-
plank of a fruit-steamer from La
Guayra, Hls name was Grayson, and
he belonged to that legion of reck-
less adventurers, the orchid hunters.

Grayon bhand gone to Venezuela
some months before, with a vague de-
termination to strike into the jungle
eountry in the direction of the Gulan-
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a8, In a cafe In Caracas, however, he
heard a tale which caused him to
change all his plans.

This tale, or, rathoer, legend, had
filtered Into the city through the me-
dium of up-country planters, and had
been imparted to them by tame In-
dians, who in turn, bad heard It from
their wild brethren of the jungle, It
had to do with a mysterious place
known as "El Lugar de los Flores
Venenosos" (The Place of the Polson-
ous Flowers), a great elamp of welrdly
beautiful flowers, exhaling a deadly
perfume, which was sald to bo located
in the dense wilderness that lles about
the headwaters of the Orinoco. Thia
perfume was noticeable two days off;
within a day's march it was sickening;
and by the time a man was within
sight of the flowers, he wus overcome
by the Intense smell,

With the instinet of the orchid-hunt-
er, Grayson divined that the legend
implled the prescnce of his quarry.

Imagination of the countless untutored
individuals through whom it had
passed, and without more ado he set
to work organlzing an expedition.
Strange to say, he preferred to be the
only white man, although he took with
himn an old half-brecd who had been
his companion on several other ex-
peditions, and a large train of Indian
porters,

One morning there was a perceptl
ble odor of flowers in the afr; by noon
It had Increased considerably, When
they camped that night, the jungle
emells had been entirely supplanted.
Their nostrils were filled with the
cloylng scent, A number of the In-
dians refused to go any farther, but
Grayson, the half-breed and o half
dozen of the stanchest porters pushed
on in the morning. The perfume grew
heavier and heavier as they advanced.

Finally, one of the porters collapsed
In his tracks. Another went down,
and another, Grayson could feel his
eenges leaving him, although he strug-
gled on. He sald he had never smoked
oplum, but he Imagined that his sen-
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satlons must have resgmbled those
of an habitual user. He was sure
that he could see the flowers, huge,
colorous, many-hued clusters of them,
the most magnificent collection of
orchida in the world, gleaming entic-
ingly through the jungle trees; and
then he, himself, collapsed. When
he regalned consclousness they were
back at the camp where they had left
the rest of the porters. Two of the
men who had accompanied him were
dead; another was mad. He and the
rest, who had brought him off, were
horribly eick.

With the madness of despair, he
begged his men to try again with
hia, But they refused. The con-
tinued eftect of the scent was almost
intoxlcating, so they turned back.

Thelr way thither had been fraught
with perils. It was a Budday excur-
slon compared with the march home-
ward, The baleful influence of the
flowers followed close at their heels,
It was always with them, llke & human
vengeance, They were persecuted by
fever; jaguars and serpents took thelr
toll; the blow-guns of the Indians,
the stunted people of the woods, slew
with polsoned arrows, In the end, a
handful staggered out on the banks of
the Orinoco and sought their way to-
ward the frontler of clvilization, Gray-
son was sick for months after he
reached Caracas., He was still sick
when he reached New York.

He scouted the melodramatic features |
of the tale, setting them down to the |

Another one of the slx was Car
rlere, He war blg and guiet, with
a deceptive placidity—not at all the
gort of man you expected to meet If
you had ever heard of him,

Like many other adventurers, Car
rlere ran away at sea. Like all who
have ever done so, he pald for his
fun In sweat and agony. He was a
sallor before #ae mast for several
yoears, on coasting vessels, tramp
steamera, trading schooners in the Far
East. Ile was In the Philipplnes
when the war broke out, and he was
captured by the Insurgents and held
priec ner for several months, He was
engnged in vague, lll-formed revolu-
tionary plots;: he jolned secret socl-
etles that have for their aim the
emancipation of Liritieh India;: and he
did many other things in many other
places that took him down into the
deepa of life,

Pinally, he drifted to the ﬂn‘am.
about the time Macedonin was in the
throes of the terrible revolt against
Turkish rule, Carrfera  became In.
tenscly Interested in this blind strug-
gle of a Chrietinn people for free-
dom, nnd he determined to let the
world know some 0. the inside detalls
of prevalling conditicns., He belleved,
tco, that he could be of help to the
revolttionury chiefs in perfecting thelr
organization in the villages and towns
ol the five vilayets,

In the course of nearly two years'
work he had carried out his entire
plan of organlzation, except in Salon-

that city. He left that to the last, be
cause it was the most difficult task,
and he thought that, with the pres-
tige of what e had accomplished, suc-
cogg would be more cagy. The chief
of the loeal committee in Salonika had
rather a sinister reputation. It had
never been proved against him, but
there were rumors of blackmall

For scveral weeks, Carriere lny In
hiding in one of the suburbs of the
elty, recelving prominent members of
the committee and talking over the
new schemes he cdvoeated. He had
no suspicions at first, although he did
not like the lecal voivode, and it came
as a wholly unexpscted shock when
his secretary was shot down on the
streets at night, after he had ventured
out for a brief walk. The local com-
mittee claimed that & Greek had done
it, but Carrlere was suspicious.

Two nights passged, and then the
old woman In whose hiouso he was hid-
ing came to him with a scared look
on her face. Bhe had heard two men
talking In her garden about aekares
and the approaches to the house, One

of these men was the local  volvode.

That was enough for Carrlere.

He left the house in broad daylight,
trusting entirely to luck; and on
his way out of the city he met a de-
tachment of troops marching to sur-
round his hiding place. They halted
him, but a Bulgarian girl, a friend of
his future wife, who was standing near
by, clalmed him as her brother, and
he was allowed to go on.

In Bulgaria he married the Russian
girl who had been his principal help-
er and incentive, and cast about for
some new task.

Young Ford was ag different from
Carriere or the others as a man well
could be. I have known Ford for some
years, and I think be 18, without ex-
ception, the cheekiest man I have ever
encountered. For one thing, he is a
newspaper man—when he s anything,
that is. Ford never works unless he
has to, and he always ninkes sure that
any position he accepts does not en-
tall undue effort, mental or physical

It was several years ago that Ford
came to me and sald he was golng
to South Amerlca. By means unknown
he had got together about $2,000, and
he fancled that he could mnke at least
as much as hespent by doing speclal
descriptive articles of his travels,

His one mistake was in electing to
go by way of Europe, more especially,
by way of Parls, 1 knew the hold

Paris had on Ford, so I was pot sur

| prised at the outcome—although I did

ika and some of the {erritory around |

‘man wearing blue spectacles, “That's

not hear the full story of his wander
lugs for many months. We knew he
had salled from BEungland for Rlo In
the cabin de luxe of an ¥nglish pack-
et boat. From week to week, for pos.
slbly two months, we recelved lotters
from him. Then came the silence.

The silence continued for six
months, until one morning 1 recelved
a note written on American Line pa-
per and postmarked Southampton. It
was signed by Ford.

“8Shall arrive on Philadelphia with.
in 48 hours after you receive this
short of cash. Do you remember that
ten dollars you ows me?"

That was impudence for you! 1
thould huve know: who wrote that
note, without a signature. However,
I elapped a ten-dollar bill in an envel
ope and malled it promptly. A week
later Ford dropped In to see me,

“Much obliged for the cash, old
man,” he said. "It came In handy.
You see, they trlmmed me benutifuls
Iy tu Paris, and 1 started out for Rio
with my steamship ticket and barely
enough coin to last me three weeks,
In fact, when 1 got to the Chilean
frontier town acrogs the Andes, 1
was strapped.  That made me slck
of the whole job, and 1 declded it was
time to bhead for home. There was a
prince  of a Dritlsh consul there, |
who loaned me a tep-spot and got me |
a pasa  for donkey transportation
across the mountains to the Argen-
tine raflroad.

“Just by blind luck, I'd chipped ae-
qunintanee with the chier engineer of

the construction gang on the Argen-
tine slde, and so when 1 hit him for & |
pass to luenos Ayres, he ponied up
like n good one.

“1 was feeling pretty disconsolata
and 1 went into n cafe near the wa- ‘
ter front to forget myself for an hour |
or two. That was the time when Dras |
#zil and the Argentine were geeing
which could bulld warships the quick-
est, you know, and thero was a  big |
Brazillano sitting in the place, with
his feet up, passing remarks to the
occupants In general.  As soon as he
saw me, he concentrated his attentlon,
apparently on the supposition that be-
cause I was small 1 must bec easy, 1
stood about two sentences and then 1
went for him. We were rolling pro-
miscuously around the restaurant, and
1 was getting a bit the worst of It,
when a little man with an arm like a
steam-flaill came through the door, Aft-
er he got through with my Brazlllan
friend there were no scraps to be
plcked up.

“Well, we shook hands and told

cach other we'd always been longing
to meet, and afterwards we had a
drink. The little man was a Dritish-
er, captain of a tramp steamer due
to sail the next afternoon, and when
I told him of my troubles he clapped
me on the back and offered me free
passage to Rotterdam. ‘I'll have to
put you down on the books as cablin
boy or steward,’ he said. 'But you'll
do no work. Come as my guest; I'll
be glad to have you' He was a prince,
that skipper. Fed me at his own ta
ble, gave me his own clgars and wine,
and when we reached Rotterdam he
staked me to Parls,

“Aunt Jane was In Parls, fortunate-
ly for me, and I think she was so
glad at the prospect of getting me
back to America that she divied up
without any slde remarks."

I never really knew Chatton, the
fifth of my vagabonds. I had been
dining at a club In Picadllly with an
engineering friend, and as we were
passing out through the club parlors
my friend drew me aside to make
room for a blg, brond shouldered

Chatton,” he whispered. *“He was one
of the principal assistants in the con-
struction of the new trans-Andean
line. He's always had bad eyes, and
the doctor told me he ought not to
work above the snow line, but that
wouldn't do for Chatton. He wants
to be where the fun is. You see, en-
gineering as a sclence means little to
him. It's the game he likes—the fight
to overmaster some problem. Poor
Chatton! Whenever there was a des-
perate job to be done, he was bound
to be on it—and all for a beggarly six
or seven pounds a week, I suppose.”

“Why do you say ‘Poor Chatton?"
I asked.

“Because he'll never get over this
latest eye trouble. He got it from the
snow glare, just as the doctors sald
he would.

“But what will the man do?" 1 ex.
claimed. “How is he going to llve?"

“He'll live—survive, rather,” rejoln-
ed my friend, bitterly. *Hia people
bave money. But he'll never work
again. Every one who: knows him ls
always cut up. And he feels it, too,
altbough he's deuced plucky about
it.!l

It you bave been In the habit of
frequenting police courts or cheap
lodging hauses It is possible that you
have met John Kelly.

As near as | could make out from
stray admliseions Kelly made to me,
he gave up a reputable pggition In
life to undertake a study of the pay-
chology of tramps and thleves. Ha|
used to speak with genuine pride of
his researches, and he was particular-
ly proud of what he termed “his life
work"—the compilation of u diction-
ary of thieves' slang, together with a
compendium of the rules of house-
breaking and safe-cracking. Nobody
was ever permitted to get an extend-
ed view of this, For a dollar or two,

| greater light.

pow and then, when the man was hard .
up, he would permit one to copy cut a |
few stray phrases; but he was very |
susplcious, as & rule, and belleved |
that every one was in a conspiracy to |
tear the fruit of his years of lnhnri
away from him.

What became of him I never heard.
te drifted away, his manuscript with
him, to the end steadily refusing the
propositions that he regarded as lib

Ue less than insulting.
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INTFRNATIONAL
SUNDAY SCHOOL

LESSON

(Ny K O.SELLERS, Director of Fvening
Department, Thoe Moody Bible Institute,
Chicago.)

LESSON FOR SEPT. 15.

JUDGMENT AND MERCY.

LESSON TEXT-Matt, 11:20-30,
GOLDEN TEXT-"Come unto mo all yo
that labor apnd are heavy laden, and ¥
will give you rest."—Matt, 11:28,

The paragraph mark separating
verses 27 And 28 should rightfully be
removed for that portion §s but a con.
tinuatlon and a contrast with what

has gone before, As wo sco from.

Yf.uko's account, Jesus has sent out
the seventy who return boasting of
what had been accomplistied in Jesus'
name, only to recelve his reproof thnt
they aro not o much to rejolco In
that as that thelr names were written
“In heaven."

Jesus had made his appeal to Judea
only to boe rejected; he has done a
marvelous work In Galllea only to be
rejocted there also, and thus it leads
to his appeal to the individual. Jesus
knew that every problem of th;
church, financial or otlerwlse, ever
problem of the body politie, is In ita
final nnalysls one of the condition of
the individual heart.

We have before us a twofold divl-
slon of this lesson:

I. Those Who Reject. One can
pearce reconcile the speaker of this
first section with him who spoke the
last words, but |s any denunciation
more awful than that of outraged
love? There I8 no contradiction here
for his invitation is extended to the
very people whom he has denounced.
Chorazin and RBethsalda, laden with
gin, are urged to break off thelr yoke
of bondage, be reconclled with him,
become yoked with him whose burden
is light.

Judgment Inevitable.

Theee citles had their day of oppor
tunity. In like manner we notlca that
the measure of the judgment is the
mensure of opportunity. The fate ol
Tyre and Sodom was awful, but more
terrible {8 to be the fate, In the day
of judgment, of Chorazin and Deth
salda, becanse they sinned agninst the
The possible exaltation
of Capernaum as shown by the ques
tlon asked in verse 23, .

Again we need to note that judg
ment is inevitable, It is the lot and
portion of us amll. Jesus created a
wonderful opportunity for those cities
and in a llke manner has created one
for us as indlviduals of the city, what
will be our nccounting in the judg:
ment? We as citizens are being illu.
minated by a wonderful revelption of
truth and righteousness. Bhall New
York, Chicago and other large cen-
ters became as anclent Capernaum or
Babylon, Nineveh and Tyre?

II. Those Who Come to Jesus
Coming now to the second sectlon of
our lesson, one can feel the tender
pathos of the volce of Jesus as he
turns from the whole to the indlvid-
vals who comprise the whole and
cries—“Hither to me” Not alone
those who are burdened by ceremon-
Ialism or gullt but a more wonderful
scope than that, “All who labor.” His
Invitation is, however, limited, for it
Is to the laboring, thus excluding the
wilfully idle, whether they be idle ma
terially or spiritually.

Offers a Life.

Jesus kmew the rest of harmonious
relation to the Father, the rest of
service, and so the climax of his in
vitation is the test of experience. v.
30, “For my yoke is easy and my bur
den is light" Notice that our labor
is to be fruitful, “heavy laden,” but
the joy of service far outwelghs any
thought of its becoming a duty and
therefore onerous, A yoke implles a
belng attached to a load and with an-
other., How may we know if his
words be true? There is but one con-
dition, “Corhe.” Jesus meant Jjust
what and all that word implies. The
babe siiting upon the knee of ita nurse
knows what its mother means when
she calls “Come,” and so Jesus ex-
tends his arma to sorrowful, laden
bumanity as well as to ceremonially
laden lsrnel and says “Come.”” Not
to a church or to some religious lead-
er, but to Jesus himself. The invita-
tlon la very personal both as to the
one who shall cohe, and the one to
whom we are to come,

There Is In this lesson a luminous
suggestion of Jesua' method of deal-
ing with the ills of our great citles,
He does not propose a lot of nego
tions, but offers a life, an energizing
power that shall enable a company of
his bellevers to éhange these condl
tions of ill. Some one has called at
tention to Jesus' attitude towards the
Roman empire. Not one word of
specifie rebuke nor denunelation, yet
fn approximately three hundred years
there was a Christlan emperor upon
that throne,

These words of Jesus thrill with
music. They have been a solace
throughout the ages. They have
brought into his kingdom countlesa
thonsands,

Jegus here assumes, na ho always
did, that the woes of the impenitent
end the joys of the saved are condi-

tioned upon our attitude towarda him. |

Let ua be eareful not to alip the yoke
and not to be unequally yoked wlith
unbellevers, We nre called to a pant-
nership, a community of Interest and
te an agreement with him whos!
“yoke ls easy and whose burden
luln,"

Time!-

One of the Principal Advaniages of &

is that you have a pen that \
will always respond immediately
wherever you want to write. The |}

*“The Pen That ig Men Use”
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ANGRY FISH BITES ANGLER
Brooklyn Man, the Sufferer, Sends
Head to Pasteur Institute, Fear.
ing Rables.

Whether a fish can bhave hydro-
phobla 18 n guestion that Fred Henry
of Hancock street, Brooklyn, wounld
like to have settled, and for that rea-
son he hns sent to the Pasteur inastl
tute in New York the head of a plok-
erel that bit him at Swartawqpd Iake
recently, says a Newton (N, J.) cor
respondent of the New York Press
Henry was fishing In & boat that was
a trifle lenky and he took off his shoed
and socks, His first catch was &
pickerel welighing three pounds.
When he yanked the fish it flopped
around in the bottom of the boat im

a llvely fashion.

As Henry wna balting up again he
felt a sharp pain in one of his feet,
snd, looking down, saw that the plck-
erel had made a jump and fastemed
its teeth In his toe., He tried to kick
the fish away, but the pickersl held
ond and Henry had to use the handle
of his landing net to pry open the
fish’'s jaws before he got free of it.
The toe started to swell where the
teeth had punctured it, and Henry be-
came worrled. He says he thinks it
possible that the pickerel may have
had hydrophobla and, as a precaution-
ary measure, he sent the head to the
Pasteur Institute.

Collective Housekeeping.

An English paper tells of an experi-
ment in collective housekeeping Iz
what {8 known as Brent Garden vil-
lage. The dwelling houses contain all
improvements except a kitchen. Meals
for everybody are coocked at a cen-
tral hall, and may either be eatem
there or sent home. A four-course
dinner costs only 1 shilling and €
pence. Servants are supplied, when
needed, from the central hall at &
cost of about ten cents an hour.

Golfer's Grand Army BScore,

A golfer playing his first game of
the season reported downtown the
next day that he had made a Grand
Army score—he went out in 61 and
?ma back in 656.— Chicago Evening

ost,

More Grazing Ground Required.
It Is computed that it takes twelve
acres of land to graze one head of
cattle on Texas land.

It you would win life's battle yom
must be a hard hitter and a poor quit-
“"

A FOOD CONVERT
Good Food the True Road to Health

The pernicious habit some persons
still have of relying on nauseous drugs
to relleve stomach trouble keeps up
the patent medicine business and helps
keep up the army of dyapeptics.

Indigestion—dyspepsia — is caused
by what {s put into the stomach in the
way of improper food, the kind that
#0 taxes the strength of the digestive
organs they are actually crippled.

When this state is reached, to resort
to tonics is llke whipping a tired
borse with a big load. Every addi
tional effort he makes under the lash
diminishes his power to move the
load.

Try helping the stomach by leaving
off heavy, greasy, indigestible food
and take on Grape-Nuts—light, easily,
digested, full of strength for nerves
and brain, in every graln of it, There's
no waste of time mnor energy whem
Grape-Nuts is the food,

“] am an enthusiastic user of Grapes
Nuts and/consider it an ideal food.”
writes a Malne man:

“] had nervous dyspepsia and was
all run down and my food seemed to
do me but little good. From reading
an advertisement I tried Grape-Nuts
food, and, after a few weeka' steady
use of it, felt greatly improved.

“Am much stronger, not nervoud
now, and can do more work without
fecling so tired, and am better every
way.

“I relish Grape-Nuts best with cream
and use four heaping teaspoonfuls as
the cereal part of a meal. I am sure
there are thousanda of persons with
stomach trouble who would be bene-
fited by using Grape-Nuts.” Name give
en by Postum Co., Battle Creek, Mich,
Read the little book, “The Road to
Wellville,” in pkgs.! “There's a res-
son."
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