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Or a short graphie simile brings tlie scene before our eyes, as wl
David Balfour says, I stood before lier like a stopped clock."

Ail those devices, and a certain conscions directness are, rno o
tricks of the trade; tliey do not involve creative power. But ceat
power was flot lacking in Stevenson even ini his youtli; it was ouly d
mant, and in the meantime lie, ike Keats, had learned to write. He kn
liow to use lis instrument. Ris finislied work sparkles and shines like 1
finest product of the jeweller's art, eacli gem eut and polislied, glowi
wltli colour, glancing witli liglit, and every one enliancing tlie beauty
tlie rest.

Cosmopolitan by force of circumstance and tlie pressure of necessi
Stevenson was at lieart a true Scot -"1 tendh me, and you shll find. t
thistie "- and lie retained tliroughout life wliat lie calsa a Scottish acc-
of thie mind. We mnay, therefore, be pardoned if we claim for lis fello
countrymen a more delicate appreciation of hisý flavour than cau ln t
nature of things lie enjoyed beyoud the Scottieli Border. He was in
free of thc national self-cousciousnesse and lis Scotch accent of mi:
is quite pronounced lu the account lie gives of lis Ianding at the lep
settlement on Molokai. There were lepers in the boat, and two Slste
of Mercy, who liad de'voted their lives to tlie work of nursinig the sufferE
frein tliat loathsome disease. Hie writes, I do not know how it wou
have been wltli me lad the Sisters not been there. My liorrer of t'
horrible is about my weakest point, but the moral loveliness at my elb<
blotted all else eut, and when I found that one8 of thiem. was crylu
poer seul, quletly under lier veil, 1 cried a littie myseif; tlieu I feit
riglit as a trivet, enly a. lttle cruslied te be there se uselessly...
1 turned round to lier and said somcthing like this: ' Ladies, Ged Hiu
self is liere te give yen welcome -Ilm sure it le good for me te i
beside yen, and I hope lt wlll be blessed te me. 1 thank you for myse)
and the good you do me . . . .I 1made my speech partly beau
1 was asiiamed te do se, and remembered oue of my golden rules, 1 Wh(
yen are sauiaed te speak, speak up at once.' But, mind yeu, that ru
lu only golden wlth strangers; wltli your own folks tliere are ether coi
sideratiens.»1 I amn sure thiI confession finds an eclo in every Scottlu
heart.

Theolegy and nietaphysica, the ideal Settish pursuits, vere ln lii
quallhled by vide toleration and sympatliy and an acute sense ef tii
actual, but thepsso of patrietisin was of the keenest; and I unde
stand that te realize the polgnancy ot the longlng te whlch lie giv(
expression, yen muet yeurself be an exile from tlie Ilgrey huddle<
bill.»1 lie cal t a wrenc even tbe ured under aien s,< -l
I could only be bnrled iu the bis under the heather and a table terni


