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i “'wounds, while you brought the cor-

& ' @ial which my mother provided.”

can try,” retorned the attendant;
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not at once?”

3

& o bk

Rl ] "'h‘ ﬂ-ﬁ.“
7 mad whan Uliln was once more alone,
. .': "+ Athe window. The flush was back upon

eye. Her pure blood was ecirculating
with new power, as, for the time, she
Morgot the king In the memory of the
p ful chleftaln.
. Im leas than an hour Albla returned,

the beam upon ber face told very
’#Il] that she had not been entirely
o ‘llsappointed.
L ' " “My good mistress,” she sald, “8hu-
¥ Bl has served us well. [ found him
without dificuity, and he at onece
wwenl alone In search of Osmir. He
_found him at the royal palace, and has
Brought bim hither.”

: “Brought Osmir?™
¥k C"Yea™
gy ! “And what does he say?’

. " have pot spoken to him of Jullan.
I thought you had better do that You
Ay bave more Influence.”
:—F‘"‘\I"lﬂ' well—bring him up at onoce
1+ I will shrink from nothing now. "
! & "In a little while the tall, dark form
' | &lided within the chamber of the
" prvincesa. He bowed low as he on-
tated, and when he saw the lady UUlin,

'... A

At first Ulla had startied by

.. the appearance of thé powerful black
" withia ber chamber; but when she re-
. embered the service she had dome
bhim, and when she saw how gently
the beamm of gratitude fell upon her
from his brown eyea, she regalned her
confidence
"1 w»ill not command you, Osmir: 1
vt man only ask youn to assist me. You
_ﬁ, .. Way be able to serve me, and you may
o Bot be able. But | will not detaln you
4 with wseless worda You do not yet
g know what | seek?”
=S "1 do not, Jady.”
U, "You  helped to bring the robber
m to Damascus ™
“Ha—who taold yom that? He was
8. ' mot startled with fear; but he rather
. seemed to wonder how the princess
. ad gained the information. )
“Do you know a man named Ho-
_Inddan ™
“Yeu. lady. He |2 second in command
| band “
b here, Osmir, and he
AT Bas Induced me to nme my Infloence
- SR gaining freedom for hia ehief-
to yom, but
lling to eomfesa

. 5

chieftain; but

'™ remember,” pursued Ulln. “It
Bll comes to me mow, I bathed his
liséd head, and bound up his

#4080 It was, my lady. I have seen
slave since—have seen him several

here we have a fortunate
Shubal, who has been so long
servant, s a near friend to Os-
I will take Shubal with me, and
may find the man we seek. Bhall

T

_ ‘ " “Yes, Albla. Go at once. Be careful,
5 . for al may depend on the secrecy of
S0 _Your movemcuts. | have entered upon
matter, and [ will now give all
" energles to its consummation. do
®.  ~-and bring me answer as quickly as
The bondmalden left the apartment,
% . _abe started to her feet, and moved to

.ber cheek, and the sparkle was In her

down; but they were not near enough
o be thus reached

over me?”
you?

two ungratefn]l villaing. When you
eame to me in the forest, [ belleved

your
you;
and
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lay in my power.
say "

and do the best you can.”

ing hin_l oui by a small door in the
garden wall,

“Albla,” he sald, as he stood be-
neath the low arch—and hkis tone
showed that he did not speak lightly—
“your mistress does not dreamy of the
danger | must undergo in this work;
but I will be true to my promise, I will
do all I can. If Belim will not join
me, Lthere is the end; but if he falls in
with me, then we both put our lives
at stake, and the prize may be won, T
hope we shall succeed.”

The bondmalden watched the re-
treating form until it was lost in the

darkness, and then she closed the
gate, and turned her steps back
towards the house.

CHAPTER X.

In the Dungeon.
The robber chieltain had been placed
in one of the moset gloomy dungeons
beneath the royal palace, his legs and
arms loaded with chains, and his feet
shackied to a bolt in the floor. How
long hé had been there he could not
tell. Night and day were the same
In the living tomb. Food and drink
had been brought to him thrice, and
a masked mute had been in to remove
the tray. He had but one bhope of es-
cape, and even that was so feeble that
it would not bear the entertalnment.
He thotght If his followers should dis-
coyer where he was, they might pos-
sibly dare to attempt his release; but
when he came to welgh all the elr-
cumstances, he dared not think they
would do It. In ahort, Jullan had made
up his mind that death was very near
to him. !
And what bad he to live for? What,
but revenge upon the King of Damas-
mua? He had no parents—no rela-
tives—nothing on earth of his own
blood which he could clalm. There
might be living In the city some ho-
man being of his kin;, but he did not
know of such. He loved his brave
fellows, but they could do without
him. They were bold, stout men, and
could look for themaslves. What else
wap there? There were some poor
familiesd in the mountalns - some
friends upon the plain—and a lew de-
pendent ones near the river: but Ho-
baddan would care for them. What
else was there?
The youthful chieftain bowed his
head, and pressed hia heavily laden
handa upon his heart. There was one
mote—one whom bhe had hoped to see
again Inm the coming time—one who
had left an Impression in his soul
which had warmed and guickened his
whole being. But why think of her?
What could the beautiful daughter of
Aboul Cassemn be to him? In a fow
short daya ahe would be the wife of
his bitterest enemy
Thos mused the prisoner, standing
erect, with his manacled handas fold-
ad upon his bomom, when be was
aroused from his reflestions by the
sound of creaking bolta, and In a few
momenta more the door of his dun-
geom was opened, and the rave of a
lamp penetrated the place. Two men
entered, closing the door after them:
but the eyes of the chieftain were not
yot ueed emough to the light to dis-
tingniah esither their forms or features.
Presently, however, as they addressed
each other, he recognized the two
hiackn who had mso fatally deceived
him, and his first Impulse was to ralse
his heavyy chains and smite them

“Osmir—8elim.” he sald, “are
here?”

“Yes, my master.” replied O=zmir.
“Have you come to kfll me?"

“No."

“To bear me to the king?™

“What, then? You have the watch

yom

“Yea”
“And the king fears not to trust

“You see he does trust na.”
“Aye—as | trusted you. 0O, you are

tale of woe, and took pity npon

and I meant to be kind to yom

make yeur lot a pleasant one.
nto your faces, I
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relizrned the guard, after a
moment's reflection, “if I succeed, I
shall not fear to meet the lleutenant.
It I am not In the garden at the time
appointed, or very near that time, you
may know that I have done all that
Have you more to

“No, good Osmir, Go to the work,

He spoke a simple word of promise,
and then turned from the apartment,
Albla conducting him down, and guid-

neath it the trigger.

animal kingdom the ome whose
guaintance is hardest to make s
.H-thh,thi largest of
whales, and, indeed, one of ¢
eologsal animals, living or
known to selence. You will

s
|
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was to come.”
“Action to come?”

Hold—let our words bhe few, for th

we would lead you forth from Horam’

power if the thing were poasible.”
“Promised whom?" asked Jullan,
The black hesitated. He knew no

princess, so he finally answered:

theré Is something more.

with you."”

speaking truly and honestly,

of the Syrians.”
“Your word is enough, my master;

servants,. We change our allegiance,
and the proof of our fidelity shall be
manifest in this first act of our serv-
lce. We have dangers to meet, sir.”
“Talk not of dangers,” cried the
chleftaln. “Throw off these chains:
glve me a aword; and lead me to the
upper world; and 1 ask no more. Once
again | trust you, and If you prove
true, my gratitode shall be your while
I live?”

Without further words Osmir pro-
ceeded to the work he had come to
perform. BSelim held the lantern,
while he loosed the lrons from Julian's
limbs; and very soon the chieftaln
stepped forth witn his limbs free.
“There Is no time to waste,” said
Osmir, as he cast the chalns spon the
floor, We have good swords at hand,
and for the rest we must trust to our
wit and strength. There Is danger
enough between this dungeon and the
open alr; but | am ready to meet IL"
“By the gods,” cried Jullan, as he
grasped the aword which Osmir had
placed In his hand. “I can laugh at
danger now, Lead on, and let this
present hour be the last of Horam's
power!"”

(To be continned.)
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HARPOONING BLUE WHALES,

The Marpoon (un @ & Cresl Isstrament
of Destructlon.

To pursue the blue whale success-
fully is, according to an Interesting
article in Pearson's Magazine, a com-
plicated undertaking. For Instance,
ono of the requirements la a boat that
can steam twelve knots an hour, and
which Is furnished with a formidable
weapon known as the darpoon-gun.
The harpoon-gun ls & ponderous plece
of apparatus laced on a ralsed plat-
form on the prow of the whaler, and
conalsts of a short, stout ecannom,
mounled on a broad pedestal, on which
It ean rotate borizontally. The gun
has also a vertical motion, and can be
turned quickly in whatever direction
the prow of the ship dominates. On
the top of the gun are “sights™ for

alming, Just as in a rifle. Behind ia
the stock, which s grasped

in the
when firing the gun, and be-
The breech I8 &

mituated just

hand

box-like arrangement,

where the stock is fastened to the gun
proper.
dinary way from the muzzle, and the
harpoon is tightly rammed into it. To
discharge the gun, a small eartridge,
with a wire attached, ls first put into
the
causes a pull on the wire, which ignites
the cartridge and discharges the gan
simunitaneously. The harpoon ias about
aix feot In length and very massive. It
conafsta essentially of three parts, the
anterior conieal portion, the movable
barbe, and the shaft. The anterior
conical plece ls an explosive shell filled
with gunpowder, and serews om to the
rest of the harpoon. The
shell ia fired with a time-fuse after the
harpoon is imbedded in the whale,
Taken all in all the harpoon-gun is
about the most exquisitely eruel In-
strument of destruction devised by the
ingenuity of man!
when one seea and knows the prodigi-
ons brute it 18 meant to destroy, that
one realizes that It 1is
none too effective. The gun is never
discharged at a greater distance than
fifty feet, and seldom indeed at more
than thirty from the whale. To be
able to get so near requirea not only
very fine seamanship but a very in-
timate knowledge of the habita of the
animal. —Philadeiphia Times.

The gun Ile loaded In the or-

breech, Pressure on the trigger

exploaive

Bat 1t 1»s only

nevertheless

Hageat Sea Creatnire.
Of all the uncanny creatures in
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“Yes. Selim and I are here to speak
of your release from this dungeon.

time is short. We bave promised that

that he should use the name of the

“Hobaddan is in the city, and our
promise has heen sent to him. But—
It we lead
you from this place, we do so in the
face of great danger. We have plan-
ned for that, and have freely staked
our lives in the work. But, Iif we suc-
céed, and you are free, we can never
more return to Damascus. If we go
with you from this dungeon, we must
g0 with you from the city, and remain

Julian belleved that the black was

“Certainly,” bhe satd, “if you lead me
in safety from the bonds that now en-
compass me, [ will give you such re-
turn a8 you may desire. You may re-
main with me, If you like, or I will
glve you safe conduct into the land

and henceforth Sellm and I are your
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Pealms oxil. &,

* [Qepyright, 1901, by Louls Klopsch, N. Y.]

Washington, Sept. 29.—In this dis-
shows how any
one can be widely and forever recol-
lected and cheers despondent Christian
workers; texts, Job xxiv, 20, “He shall
be no more remembered,” and Psalms
cxil, 6, “The righteous shall be in ever-

t { course Dr. Talmage

lasting remembrance.”

swallows down everything.

hemispheres, worlds,

It is & steep down which

domain of forgetfulness. Oblivion!

At times it throws a shadow over all
of us, and 1 would not pronounce it
today If I did not come armed in the
strength of the eternal God om your
behalf to attack it, to route It, to de-

molish it.
Why, just look at the way the fami-

lies of the earth disappear. For awhile
they are together, inseparable, and to

each other Indispensable, and then
they part, some by marriage going to

establish’ other homes, and some leave

this life, and a century 1s long enough
to plant a family, develop it, prosper
it and obliterate It. So the generations
vanish. Walk up Pennsylvania ave-
mue, Washington; Broadway, New
York; State street, Boston; Chestnut
street, Philadelphia; the SBtrand, Lon-
dom; Pilocess wstreet, Edinburgh;
Champs NKlysees, Paris; Unter den
Linden, Berlin, and you will meet In
this year, 1901 not ome person who
walked there in the year 1801. What
engulfment! All the ordinary
efforts at perpetuation art dead
fallures. Walter Bcott's Old
Mortality may go round with
his chisel to recut the faded epl-
taphs on tomBetones, but Old Oblivion
has a quicker chisel with which he can
cut out a thousand epitapbs while Old
Mortality is outting« one epitaph.
Whale libraries of blographles devour-
od of bookworms or unread of the ris-
ing gonerations. All the signs of the
stores and warehouses of great firms
have changed, unlesa the grandsons
think that it is an advantage to keep
the old sign up becauss the name of
the ancestor was more commendatory
than the name of the descendant. The
city of Rome astands today, but dig
down deep enough, and you come to
another Rome, buried, and go down
still farther, and you will ind a third
Rome. Jerusalem stands today, but
dig down deep emough and you will
find a Jerusalem undermeath and go
on and deeper down a third Jerusa-
lem. Alexandria, Egypt. on top of an
Alexandria, and the second on top of
the third. Many of the anclenit cities
are buried thirty feet deep or fifty feet
deep or 100 foet deep. What was the
mattar? Any special ecalamity? No
The wind and waves and sands and
fiying dust are all ondertakers and
gravediggers, and i the world stands
long enough the present Washington
and New York and Lomdon will have
on top of them other Washingtons
and New Yorks and Londons, and only
after digging and borieg and blasting
will the archaeologists of far distant
coninries come down as far as the
highest spires and domes and turrets
of our present American and European
citien
The Rall of Armies,
Oall the roll of the armies of Bald-
win L or of Charles Martel ar of Marl-
or Mitheidates or of Prince

1

AD-
swer. Btand in line the 1,000 000 men
of Besostrias, the 1200000 men of
Artaxerzeas at Cunaxa the 2641000
men under Xerxes at Thermopylae and
call the long roll. Not one answer.
At the opening of our civil war the
man of the northerm and southern
armies were told that If they fell In
battle their names would never be
forgotten by their country. Out of
the million men who fell in battle

eall the namea of & thousand, nor the
namea of 500 nor the names of 100
the names of fifty. Oblivion! Are
feet of the dancers Who at the
the Dunchess of Richmond at
Brussels the night before Watérion all
stiflT AN stilL Are the ears that
héard dthe guns of Bunker HIIl all
deaf? All deai. Are the syves that saw

TEE R ::' " -,._'.. ;.-I A “,“,
DEFEATS OF OBLIVION LAST SUN-

“He Shall Be Ne More Semembered"—
Job. xxiv. 90—"“The Righteous BShall
Bs in Everlasting Romembrasce”—

Of oblivion and its defeats I speak
today. There is an old monster that
It
crunches Individuals, families, com-
munities, states, nations, continents,
Its diet is made
up of years, of centuries, of ages, of
¢ycles, of millenniums, of eons. That
monster I8 called by Noah Webater
and all other dictionaries *Oblivion."”
everything
roks. It is a conflagration m which
everything is consumed. It is a dirge
which all orchestras play and a period
at which everything stops. It is the
cemetery of the human race. It is the

are epitaphs in graveyards, what are

breath la In thelir nostrils, what are on-

fllamined memories of those to whom
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thing abosit
his featurea? What did he do? What
year was he boen? What year did he
die? And your great-grandmother
Will you deseribe the style of the hat
she wore, and how did she and your
great-grandfather get on in each
other's companionship? Was it March
weather or Jume? Oblivion! That
mountain surge rolls over everything.
Hven the pyramids are dying. Not a
day passes but there is chiseled off a
chip of that granite, The sea is tri-
umphing over the land, and what is
golng on at our Atlantic coast is going
on all around the world, and the con-
tinents are crumbling into the waves.
and while this is transpiring on the
outside of the world, the hot chisel
of the iInternal fire is digging under
the foundations of the earth and cut-
ting its way out toward the surface.
It surpriges me to hear the people say
they do not think the world will
finallly be burned up when all the sci-
entists will tell you that it has for
ages been on fire.

Why, there is only a crust between
us and the furnaces inside raging to
get out. Oblivion! The world itself
will roll into it as easily as a school-
boy's indla rubber ball rolls down a
hill, and when our world goes it is so
interlocked by the law of gravitation
with other worlds that they will go
too, and so far from having our mem-
ory perpetuated by a monument of
Aberdeen granite in this world there
is no world in sight of our strongest
telescope that will be a sure pediment
for any slab of commemoration of the
fact that we ever lived or died at all
Our earth is struck with death. The
axletree of the constellations wlill
break and let down the popclations of
other worlds, Stellar, lunar, solar,
mortality. Oblivion! It can swallow
and will swallow whole galaxjea of
worlds as easlly as a crocodile takes
down a frog.

Yet oblivion does not remove or
swallow everything that had better
not be removed or swallowed. The
old monster is welcome to his meal.
This world would long ago have been
overcrowded If not for the merciful
removal of nations and generations.
What If all the books had llved that
were ever written and printed and
published? The Hbrarles would by
their immensity have obstructed Intel-
ligence and made all research impos-
sible. The fatal epldemic of books
was & merciful epldemic. Many of the
state and national 1Wraries today are
only morgues, in which dead books are
walting for some one to come and rec-
ognize them, What If all the people
that had been borm were still allve?
We would have been elbowed by our
Ancestors of ten centuries ago, and
pevple who ought to have sald thelr
last word 3,000 years ago would sharl
at us, saying, “What are you doing
here?™ There would have been no
room to turm aromnd. Some of the
past generations of mankind were not
worth remembering. The first useful
thing that many people did was to dle,
their cradle a misfortune and their
Krave a beon. This world was hard-
ly & eomfortable place to lHve Iln be-
fore the middie of the elghieenth con-
tury. 8o many things have coma Into
the world (hat were not fit to stay In
we ought to be glad *hey were put out,
The waterm of Lethe, the fountaln of
forgetfainesa, are a healthful draft
The history we have of the world In
ages past ls always one sided and can-
not be depended on. History ls fiction
Illnstrated by a few strageling
fl-l"t-l - -

Why We Shonid Re Remembered.

Now, | have told you that this abli-
vion of which | have spoken Laa its
defeata and that there is no more rea-
son why we should not be distinctly
and vividly and gloriousaly remembered
five hundred m!lHon bllllon trillion
quadrillion gquintillion years from now
than that we should be remembered six

ride to the hostelry? Have the o
lish soldiers who went up to God from,
the Crimean battleflelds forgottem,
Florence Nightingale? Through all;
eternity will the norttern and south-
ern soldiers forget the northern and|
southern women who administered to
the dying boys in blue and gray after.
the awful fights in Tennesseo and

and shed into an hospital and incarna-.
dined the Busquehanna and the James

and the Chattahoochee and the Savan-

nah with brave blood? The kindnesses
you do to others will stand as long In

the appreclation of others as the gates

of heaven will stand, as the “house of

many mansions” will stand, as long as

the throne of God will stand.

Defeat of Obillvien.

Another defeat of oblivion will be
found in the character of those whom
we rescue, uplift or save. Charactar is
eternal. Buppose by a right influence
we ald in transforming a bad man inte
& good man, & dolorous man into a
bappy man, s disheartened man into &
courageous man, every stroke of that
work done will be immortalized. There
may never be so much as one line in a
newspaper regarding it or no mortal
tongue may ever whisper it into human
ear, but wherever that soul shall go
your work upon it skall go, wherever
that soul rises your work on it will
rise, and so long as that soul will last
your work on it will last. Do yov sup-
pose there will ever come such an 1di-
otic lapse in the history of that soul
in heaven that it shall forget that you
invited him to Christ; that you, by
prayer or gospel word, turned him
round from the wrong way to the right
way? No such insanity will ever amite
& heavenly citizen, It is not heif as
well on earth known that Christopher
Wren planned and bullt 8t. Paul's as it
will be known In all heaven that you
were the Instrumentality of bujlding a
temple for the sky. We teach a Bab-
bath class or put a Christian tract in
the hand of a passerby or testify for
Christ In a prayer meeting or preach a
sermon and go home discouraged, as
though nothing had been accompiished,
when we had been character bullding
with a material that no frost or earth-
quake or rolling of the ceaturies can
damage or bring down.

There Is no sublimer art on earth
than architecture. With pencil and
rule and compass the architect sits
down alone and in sllence and evolves
from his own brain a cathedral or a
national capitol or o massive home be-
fore he leaves that table, and then he
goes out and unrolls his plans and
calls carpenters and masom and artl-
sans of all sorts to execule his design,
and when It is AfAnlshed he walks
around the vast structure and sees the
eompletion of the work with high sat-
Infaction, and on a stone at some ocor-
ner of the bullding the architect's name
maAy be chiseled. But the storms do
their work, and time, that takes down
everything, will yet take down that
structuore until there ghall not be one
stone left upon another, Hut there s
a soul in heaven,

Urmven om GOod's Mand.

There Ia another and a more com-
plete defeat for oblivion, and that ls Ia
the hearl of God himself. You have
seenn a4 sallor roll up hia aleeve and
show yon his arm tattooed with the
figiure of a favorite ship, perhaps the
Arst one in which he aver salled. Yomu
have seen a soldier roll up his aleeavs
and show you his arm tattooed with
the figure of a fortress where he was
garrisoned or the face of a dead gen-
eral under whom he fought. You have
peen many a hand tattooed with the
face of a lnved one before or after mar-
rlage. This custom of tattooing is al-
most ag old as the world. It Is some
colored lignid panctured Into the fleah

weeks. | am going to tell you how | so Indelibly that nothing can wash it
the thing can be dome and will be |out. It may have been there fifty
done. yeara, but when the man goes into his

coffin that pieture will go with him on
hand or arm. Now, OQod says that ha
has tattooed us wpom his hands. Thers
ean be no other meaning in the forty-
ninth chapter of Isalah, where QGod
mays, “Behold, I have graven thee om
the palms of my handa!™ It was as
much as to say: “[ cannot open my
hand to help, but I think of youn. 1
cannot spread across my hands to bless
but I think of you. Wherever I go up
and down the heavens [ takes these two

We may bulld this “everlasting re-
membrance,” asa my text styles it, Into
the supernmal existence of thosa to
whom we do kindneasa in this world
You must remember that thia Infirm
and treacherous faculty which we now
ecall memory Is in the futura state to be
eomplete and perfect. “Everlasting re-
membrance!” Nothing will slip the
stout grip of that celestial facnity. Did
you help a widow pay her remt? Did
you find for that man released from
prison a place to get honest work?
Did you pick up a child fallen on the
ecurbstone and by a stick of eandy put
in his hand stop the hurt om his
scratched knee? Did you assure a busi-
ness man swamped®*by the siringency
of the money market that times would
after awhile be better? Did youn lead a
Magdalen of the street into a midnight
mission, where the Lord sald to her,
“MNeither do I condemn thee. Go and
gin no more?™ Did you tell a man
clear discouraged in his waywardness
and hopeless and plotting suieide that
for him was near by a laver In which
he might wash and a coronet of eter-
nal blessadness he might wear? What

not lose them. As long as my hands
last the memory of you will last. Not
on the back of my hands, as though
to announce you to others, but
palms of my hands, for myseif
at and study and love. Though
the winds in my filst, no cyclone
uproot the inscription of your
and youy face, and thongh I
ocean In the hollow of my
billowing shall not wash
record of my remembrance,
have graven thes on the
handa!’ ™
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Spaniards Proposed a
They tell a story to th
when the Society for the Preven
Cruelty to Animals to
lish a branch in a leading ity of
the municipal body courtsonsiy
ed the proposal and offered
rrand bull fight at

|

enloginmsa In presence of those whose

read blographies in the alcoves of a
eity library, compared with the imper-
ishable records you have made in th»

'|.

Pennsylvania and Virginla and o 3 &
gia, which turned every house and barn® < - .
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