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formed and reformed like obedient unique. She is not in favor of keep at the top of her speed. All
armies on the plains of infinite monotony, even among dowers and night long they followed her as she
existence, ever m aking some new rocks. I believe that every flower flew over the waves. They were

r and every rock is a sort of species within hailing distance, but the
It is different from captain of the “ Betsy Ja n e ” would

t be clas- not answer any signals. Toward
s the same m idnight, the breeze liegan Io

dim inish, and both ships moved

GOLDEN THRONE
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harp with considerable skill, and »•>'• beautiful order. The d o c to ., .
often during the quiet days and »»» what you might call an ideal, by itself. I l  is differ« 
nights she sent the enchanting materialist. He saw in matter the everything else, and can’t 
notes dancing over the glistening promise and potency of all life; sified. Nature never does 
bosom of the sea. Her husband and yet tha t life to him was foil of thing over.”

aud he recognised JH f we could get a the ultimatej-:**“:. “ i m
and found in her all that he coul 
worship and adm ire. However, she 
was, like him, a genuine worker; 
and those jets of fancy only spark­
led over the surface of her being. 
She was thoroughly healthful, and, 
unconsciously to herself, was a 
disciple of her brillian t country­
man, David Hume. She had not 
reasoned the thing out so keenly as 
this great philosopher, hut at heart 
she had no faith in anything super­
natural. I suppose th a t in her early 
days she had belonged to the Kirk, 
but, since her m arriage and her life 
upon the sea, all the dogmas of the 
Church had dropped off, like so

<| haunting mystery of sun and i-ky

many “old clothes.” So complete­
ly had they passed from her mind 
that she never thought it w o rth  
while even to refute them. She 
had a keen zest for life, was full of 
fun,enjoyed a joke; and her supreme 
recreation was playing chess, in 
which she was an adept, and could 
beat the sturdiest champions. 
She always accompanied her hus­
band through storm or sunshine, 
delighted in the breath of the sea 
and the roar of its waves, and had 
been known, in cases of peril, to 
furl a ship right in the teeth of a 
hurricane.

But the oldest, the wisest, the 
most curious and learned man on 
board the ship was Dr. Mackenna. 
He seemed to be a century old, was 
tough as a knot, could endure any 
hardship, and was strong as a lion. 
He was ostensibly the surgeon of 
the vessel, but shipped with Captain 
Furgeson, because the latter was 
an old friend, and he himself had 
won a competence in larger and 
more varied service on hoard a 
man-of-war; ami, being advanced 
in life, he wished to devote himself 
m ainly to his favorite sciences and 
the perfecting of his inventions.

and earth, “of what behind these 
ihings might lie an I yet remain un­
seen.” He had boundless faith in 
the capacity of nature of what 
might be done, if we fully und> r- 
stood its laws and could evoke all 
its riches. He thoroughly detest’ d 
theory and metaphysics, and look­
ed upon their study as a melancholy 
waste of time. It was folly to try 
to im>unt the skies, when earth 
needed our utmost energy. Io 
early life, he had devoted some time 
to the discovery of “ perpetual 
motion,” but finally gave up the 
pursuit, though somewhat un­
willingly; for he had a sort of linger­
ing conviction that somehow it 
might be called forth from the in­
finite resources of nature. In fact, 
at heart the doctor was a poet. Be­
hind his keen intellect was a soul 
of restless fire.

Paddie and the doctor were 
friends at once, and talked by the 
hour as the ship went rolling over 
the billows.

“ No use of being sea-sick,” said 
Paddie, “ when we take things as 
easy as we do here. I should like 
to float on forever. This is a kind 
of dream. The motion of the ship 
is like an endless song.”

“ A ship’s the place to live,” said 
the doctor, “ for there you are al­
ways on the move. Even when 
asleep, you are speeding away, 
I’ve got so used to this ship tha t it 
seems like a part of my body.”

“ Don't you ever long for shore?”
“Sometimes, of course, when I 

wish to increase my collection. I ’m 
continually finding something new. 
Strange what variety there is! 
Last time I was on shore at Ports­
mouth, where I ’ve roamed scores 
of times, I found a new specimen. 
Come and see it.”

Down they went to the doctor’s 
was a museum in-

laizilv along
‘T shouldn’t wonder if we had a

calm by m orning,’’ said Furgeson.
atoms and scrape acquaint mice 
with them ,” said the doctor, “ we’d 
find tha t each had a different face, “ If we do, we are all right. W e 
and I don’t know hut an infinite can tackle them with a boat, and 
number of faces. So ther cannot they won’t refuse to let us come on 
he a repetition. This rock isn’t board.”
what it was when I took it up .”

Charlie had told the captain  and 
his wife all about his strange 
i roubles, and they deeply t-vmpathiz 
ed with his effort to find and 
capture Blanche.

“ W’e don’t go half fa-t enough,” 
said Charlie.

“ We are going twelve knots an 
hour, and have kept it up ever 
since we left port. At this rate, we 
shall catch the ‘Betsy J a n e ’ about 
day after tomorrow.”

‘If we are on the track of her. 
The Pacific is pretty broad, and we 
might slide by and not know it.”

“ Hardly; for ships have a certain 
course. If Gooch is going to 
Calcutta, he’ll take the shortest 
way, and I know what that is. I t ’s 
a queer game he’s up to. I wonder 
what he’s after?”

“ I can’t im agine,” said Charlie. 
“I never gave him credit for being 
any great shakes, even of a devil.
I d idn’t suppose him capable of a

V O ♦** r' ••

Sure enough, when m orning 
came the sea was almost like glass: 
there was hardly a ripple. The 
sails flapped idly; and the vessels 
were alm ost motionless, within a 
quarter of a mile of each other.

“Now’, we’ve captured the booty,” 
said Charlie. “ In a few minutes, 
I ’ll have Blanche in my arm s.”

They hastily  lowered the boat, 
and in a tw inkling, alm ost, were 
longside the “ Betsy Jan e .”

“ H ullo,” said Furgeson.
“ H ullo,” said the captain  of the 

“ Betsy Jan e .”
“This is the ‘A lbatross.’ I want 

to cnnie aboard.”
“ You can do so,” was the response.
Charlie and Will and Paddie 

eagerly climbed the side of the 
“ Betsy Jan e ,” and were soon upon 
deck.

They were greeted by the captain, 
an enormous m an, alm ost seven 
feet high, and strong as a bull.

This was Captain Jedediah Stock-
bold viUunv, only of something j d„ , |igerj a regular Uown. ea8ter of
sneaky and mean. I m ust confess the 9turdiest type, and a thorough- 
It staggers me to th ink th a t he’s g()illg c .lv in is tic  theologian. T he 
undertaken such a stupendous job five point8 gtuck out a „  over hjg 
as to kidnap a woman and carry  capacious per8l)n You could see
ier off to England.” that he believed in hell-fire with his

‘ I reckon he’ll be surprised when who,e heart> but th a t h„ him8elf 
he sees you on hoard the ‘Betsy | wag one the elect, w„uld
Jane. He II have to heave anchor play upon „ harp  of go|d and ]o()k
‘ guess. .over the battlem ents of heaven,

‘I have a good notion to throw and rejoice ¡„ the to rInenu  of the
him into the sea,” said Charlie. daInned and give g]ory ,0 God

Occastonally, a ship fluttered i n - ! gtnckdolliger thoroughly lielieved 
to view upon the tar horizon, and in God: , he who,e univer9e bi d 
then disappeared. Furgeson h a d ; upon tb(1 D ei|y Ther(! wag n(( 
the knack of knowing just what po.sib illty  0, getting al withl)ut 
the  ship was, and w hither it was him ; for he made t(]e a „ d thg
going. He had made up his m ind 8tar9 a ,90 And thig d wag what? 
where the ‘‘Betsy Jan e ’s” course W by an in tin ite  g to c k d o llig c r-  
ay, and he wasted no time in use- th a t and nothing more. Stock- 
ess pursuit. dolliger worshipped himself, and

F inally , on the day he set, a when he was glorifying God he was 
distant sail hove in sight to the glorifying his own burly image, 
south-west. Ashe swept the remote However, he was sim ply repeating 
horizon, h -s a id :  “ That’s t h e ‘Betsy the feat th a t thousands of the- 
Jane. It won t take long to over- ologians have performed before 
haul her, and then we m ust m anage him.
to board her. If this breeze keeps Now> we mU8t understand that

On board the “ Albatross,” his duties 
were few; and he could spend much collection. It
of his time in study, and the an^ n°I a rock hut the doctor
massing together of a vast variety 8ee,ued to know its history from 
of na tu ra l curiosities, gathered from fhe foundation of the world, 
m any a shore, from the bosom of “See this,” said he. “ It has been 
the sea and even from its depths, tossed about I don’t know how 
He was a man of original genius, a many hundreds of thousands of 
real delver into the secrets of nature; years. I believe it has been wash- 
and, moreover, he was thoroughly cd all over the planet. I have 
equipped, having received a univers- found many specimens in theislands 
ity education. He could almost "f the Southern Seas, and only this up, it will ho difficult unices öf his t a T i ’ w  " " aer8ta” °  ,liaI
talk in Latin, he was so fam iliar one in England. How did it ever own accord the captain  of th e ‘Betsy , CI>ntious m an ” H  ° r° Ugh*y C'>n'  
with it. His favorite poet was get there, all alone in the north, Jan e’ hauls to. However, we’ve \  ,t , p  , ’ X 
Lucretius. He knew him by heart, when its family have huddled to- caught her; and we won’t let her th .  i . „  .  L .V"8' \  „ Ved !"
He enjoyed his lively and wonder- gether in the south? Rocks have slip, even if we have Io slick to her |„  „ h  , 1“  tl ° 8° ’ pe • r .7 ''.7 ° U L 
ful descriptions of the m aterial a strange history, and they do side all the way to C alcutta .” ,u v e U "gh t, though
universe. Lucretius, he declared, strange things just like men and Thav Hteadilv  a ., . 6 ®av ,u s  felL He n0
was the first poet who, with magic women.” . . .  f  ^ " y  gained upon the hypocrite and no rogue. He had
wand had touched th e  w o rld  ,,f  « v  .  • r  i, ,  ,  , „  d,*,anl slnP‘and b.v afternoon were the sternest sense of duty, as he
.....‘te'r....... .. revealed the essentia. P a-ld ^  ‘‘XVlth «B ^ “ u ’w Tnd Z iX ^ t
izlorv <>f all its fivini? atoms Gwv u , , - tn<t the Betsy ,,Ane was of chan ty . From his stand-point,giory »n au n* n\m g atoms, as they , order, she is constantly doing the. anreadini? evorv «mil Q..ri ♦ a l; . , . ,K vur, spreading every sail, and meant to every thing was grim and awfu ;


