
dowered with the destructive power of

an Imperial race.

This is, superficially speaking, the

peculiar interest of Stevenson. He had

what may be called a perfect mental

athleticism, which enabled him to leap

from crag to crag, and to trust himself

anywhere and upon any question. His

splendid quality as an essayist and con-

troversialist was that he could always

recover his weapon. He was not like

the average swashbuckler of the current

parties, tugged at the tail of his own
sword. This is what tends, for example,

to make him stand out so well beside

his unhappy friend Mr. Henley, whose

true and unquestionable affection after-

wards took so bitter and feminine a
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