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and well-bred, high-toned rascals for men. But when a
too fluent and prolific imagination, working in the steam
of a great modern centre, has its shapes distorted, and
the outlines waver into caricature, a tonic breath with
the taste of brine in it will always set in to temper this
radiation. Then it is inevitable that we shiver and complain
that the tone has been reduced too far. When a
skilfully distended bubble breaks, and only a thin spat
of suds is left, a cynic finger will point to it as if to
say, "Here's your fine iris all gone to unserviceable
soap." But there is a solider ball, the earth itself, upon
which human nature paints its zones; and although life
is despicable at the poles, and revolting in many a foul
quarter, we know that noble landscapes stocked with
graciousness and honor spread on every side. Shakspeare
alone seems to have this bubble hanging securely
from his pipe, where it sheds the swift glances of myriad
eyes.

Thackeray says, "How can I hold out the hand
of friendship, when my first impression is, 'My good
sir, I strongly suspect that you were up my pear-tree
last night'? It is a dreadful state of mind. The core is
black; the death-stricken fruit drops on the bough, and
a great worm is within,—fattening and feasting and
wriggling. Who stole the pears? I say. Is it you,
brother? Is it you, Madam?"

These suspicions cannot conceal their good humor:
the one hand drives the railing pen; the other, behind
the chair, holds the glimmer, not of steel, but of a
smile.
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