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Ax article appeared recently in " Jrazer's Magazine,' attempting toprove that lordBaconwas the real author of Shakespeare's plays "
and thequestion, strange to say,has attracted considerableattention'The American Press has lately devoted columns to thematter;andamongst its utterances we notice an article in the 'Boston Post'headed,« Who was Shakesphere?" Into themerits of this questionowlimits forbid us toenter at length;but some ofthe running com-
ments of our contemporary,which seem to endorse the sceptical sideof the question,require correction. Here is one of thepassages re-ferred to:
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"We know absolutely nothingabout him. We aremore familiarwith the livesof everyliterary man ofhis generation. OfGreene andMarlowe,ofMassinger,and BenJohnson, ofBeaumont,Fletcher, andSouthampton— nay,ofthepoets andhistoriausofmore thana centurybefore— wehave ample and satisfactory records. Of Shakespeare'slife, in its most ordinary details,wehave simply nothing;nota scranofthemanuscripts of his plays is extant; of his hand-writing therearebut two bare signatures,"WilliamShakespeare,"andnot a line ordotmore.
Now this asitstands is not true. Although we do notknow allthatmay be desired about the life of William Shakespeare, wedoknow a greatdeal— asmuch, on theaverage,as of thatofany literarymattof his time, and verymuch more than of Philip Massinger,oneof thenamescitedby our friendof the <Post,' who appaxentl/forgetsthatthe only mortuary record left ofMassinger wasthe touching entryin thepariahregister,« Phillip Maasrager,astranger" S *
OfShakespeare, we doknow the date of his birth, the nameof hisschoolandschoolmaster, the freaksofhis boyhood, theprobableperiodofhisarmalinLondon-that he leased theatres there, and wasSfacto amanof substanceand "no vagabond," that he published anddedicatedtwopoems toLord Soutliamptom (by the way,whois theSouthampton our friendplacesamong the literary men?) that he uur-chasedpropertyatStratfordand farmed laud thereby the agency ofJia brothers. We know,moreover, that he made his fortuneand re-
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aS]°n&U °° me'a\mo"yj<>c*e* withus ofupwards of10,000 dollarspet-annum, thathe ouriedhis sonHamnet,a boy oftenyearsofage, andhad his two daughters, Susannah and Judith,ma

"
*wdrespectably. Finally, we are all familiar with his lastSiandtestament (wherehis nameis signed four or five times),and with thefactsofhis death, burial-placeand tomb. We also emphaticaUyd^thathe waslaughed atby his contemporaries.
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a!Gu-TGu-T CaUa him "sl*ak<«cene» ivan offensiveaodlibellouspamphlet,whichproves nothingbutShakespeare'spopu-larityand Greene's exacerbation. He patronised Ben in-eteadof beingpatronisedby the latter,as the

"
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t !» Btage manager, thatBen John-eon, whehad triedbricklaying, soldieringand acting withno successwasintroducedas a dramatist,and the fact does nolittlehonor t0 hisjudgment. Benandhe were the two sovereign spirits that kept the"table inaroar?' at the'"Mermaid," the celebratedclub foundedbyBaleigb »nd frequented by the choice spirits of thatday. ButletZW whatBen Johnson whoknew him well>dintimately as amanandanauthor,says ofhim :—:
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"Soulof the age!The applause,delight, the wonder ofour stage!My Shakespearerise ! Iwillnot lodge thee byChaucer or Spencer, orbidBeaumont lie
A little furtheroff, tomake thee room!Thou art amonument withouta tomb,
Andartalive still, while thy book doth live,
And wehave wits toread, andpraise togive !"

Sir WilliamDavenantrelates that ShakespearereceivedfromLord{Southampton,on account; of thededication of his two t>oems £1000equal,probably, to five times the amount to-day— ratherstrone evi-dence, weapprehend,of his standing in the ranks oftiepoets. ThesameSir Williamwas willing to have it believed thathe wasShake-speares son, evenat the expense of his mother's honor-another factsuggestive ofinferences.
m When Archbishop Whately wrote lu8 « Historic Doubts of theExistenceofNapoleonBuonaparte,"he admirably understoodandad-mirably satirisedthe scepticalmarch of our century. Where will in-credulity end ? DidColumbus discover America? Newton, attrac-tXon? 0

"Tey'fche circulationof theblood? Morse, the electric tele-graphi The negativeof everyone of these facts is capableof elabo-rate argumentation; andof such negatives are new theories made.The question of Bacon w. Shakespeare ia one for a literary expert.There w, we apprehend, sufficient internal evidence in the acknow-ledged compositionof each to put the question of theirdissimilarityor identitybeyond a doubt. A great poet and critic has summedupShakespeares style thus:"All the images of nature were still pre-sent tohim, andhe drew them, not laboriously,but luckily Those"who accusehim ofhaving wantedlearning give him the greater com-xtvendation. Heneedednot the spectacles of books toread nature."iSzx^ssssiss.'if Bo> "oos ifc holdwithregard to the

MARVELS OF MEMORY.
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Wjß have most of us heard of Joseph Scaliger, who learnt fl,»
twice twenty.fourbooks of the Iliadand Odyssey ia Three weeks -ofAvicenna,whorepeatedby heart the wholeof theKoran at tie age often } ofLipsius, who was willmgtorecite thehistories ofTacituswordfor word, gmng any one cave toplunge a dagger into his body if hemadea ioi?take--anidlelicense, for tew wouldhave cared to run theresultant risk;ofthe youthof Corsicaof goodappearance lnL»!l nL»!byMuretus, whorecited all thebarbarouslords?K erhXrSentUIhe was tiredofwnlmg, and stopped at last, asit was neceßßarlneceBBarl toptoj somewhere, while the youth, like Oliver, a.ak.ed for more

The Roman correspondentofthe 'BostonPilot' writesthefollow-
ing with reference to the arch-conspiratorGaribaldi:— "

The Caprera
exile furnishes a striking example of the force of the public voice.Thatman has beenmade ahero by the power of newspaper writing.
No o»e knows particularly of any great act of personal daring ac-complished by Garibaldi, and yet journalism has wreatheda laurel
crown aroundhis gloomy brows. Successfulas a conspiratorheentered
Sicily andNaples when the way was preparedfor him,andhe appeared
in the vicinity^of Rome ia 1867, when he strove toseize the city by
force of conspiracy. Song writers and republicanjournalists cryhimup as aderm-god, andfools accept him as such. Heis ill,withnooneseems toknow what,and republicanaffectionis made Bad at thenews.Bornemust sendhim a doctor j does notRome love himaa a father ?
The new SyndicVenturitelegraphsimmediately toknow shallhe send a
doctor. There is no answer. Consternation sits uponMunicipal
faces 5 and Venturi is censured for not having sent the doctor firs>.Two days pass;an answer comes, and the city governors are so glad
that they cannot contain their joy:they spread the news on large
posters throughout the city. The hero is better and thanksRome forevery thing. Gratefulhero, wonderfulmunicipality. The panegyrics
preparedfor the deathof the great Garibaldi are returned to theirpigeon-holes,and the worldis savedfrom adeluge oflies for sometimelonger.

NEW fcEALAttD TABLET.
Certainly," says Muretus, "he was no boaster, andhe toldm^Mcould repeatm that way thirty-six thousandwords. FormyownpVi
Imade trial of him cftermany days,and found what he said true!*lhis Corsican,asthose others, wasno doubt ofa soul disdaining silverandgold, or he mighthavemade his fortuneby offeringhis services toan emperor. Of Francis Suarez, who after the witness ofStrada,
could quote the whole of Augustine (the father's workswouldfill asmall library), from the egg to the apple. OfDr.Thomas Fuller, whocouldname inorderall thesigns on bothsides of the way from Pater-
noster Eowat AyeMariaLane to thebottomof Cheapside to Stock'smarket,now the Mansion House. Of Magliabecchi, whose name ispleasantly and permanently associated with spider3 and theproofofthelost MS. OfWilliamLyon, who for a bowlofpunch— a liquorofwhichhe was exceedingly fond— repeated a « Daily Advertiser,' in themorning, which he had read once only, and thenin the course of adebauch overnight. We rcight extend this paper far beyond its
normal dimensions by mention of such names as Jadediah Buxton,
who,if his witnessbe true,could, by somestrange mnemoteehnyofhisown, multiply thirty-nine figures by thirty-nine withoutpaper, andamusedhimself, whenat the theatre, by a compilation of the words.usedby Garrick,and at another time by that of the potsofbeer drankduring twelveyears of his life ;of Zerah Colburn, a mere child, of
whom there remains onrecord a testimony thathe couldtell thenumberof seconds in fifty-eight yearsin less time than the questioncouldbe
written down;or of thatprodigy of parts,Pascal, who is said to have
forgotten nothing thought-, read, or done during his rational age.This, saysthe author of the essayon the

"
Conduct of the Humanunderstanding," "is a thing so wholly inconsistent with our ex-

perience ofhuman nature, that todoubtit isno reprehensible stretchof sceptism."— 'The Cornhill Magazine.'

JOHNMITCHEL'S DAUGHTER.
Itmaynot be generally known that the eldest daughter of this illus-triousIrishmanwasreceivedinto theCatholicChurch, anddiedia that5r Vr- his "Journal»" underdate Cboisy-le-rcrie, January,30,1861,
Air Matchel thus records her conversion aud subsequent death at
Jtraris !-*-*

'Our eldest daughter Henrietta, has thisprinter become aCatho-lic. Itwas no -new -whimonher part;for, long since, whilewe wereliving afc Washington, she had formed the same wish,Tery stronijlyinfluenced, asIsuppose, by her intimacy with two young ladiesof aMaryland Catholic family who were our next-door neighbors.
Iknow, also, that she was greatly influenced by her verystrongIrish,
feelings,andhad akind of sentiment that one cannot be thoroughly
Irish withoutbeingCatholic. Forthat time,however,wehad objected
toanypublic step being taken in that direction. She was too young tohave dulystudied the questionandtoknowher ownmind thoroughly;
butIsaid that if,after two or three years, she should still entertain,
the satne wish.Iwouldnot utter one word to dissuadeher. Sine©
our arrivaliv France, she has beenplacedat schoolin the convent ofthe Sacre Cceur, andhas become greatly attached to one of the goodladies of thehouse,MadameD ,a veryexcellentand accomplished
woman. This condition of things was not calculated to abate herCatholiczeal;aad, in short, the time came whenmy poor daughter
declaredthat she must be aCatholic;could not live without beinga
Catholic. Idid not think her parents had the right, and, indeed,
they had not the disposition to cross her wish any farther. So, on. a
certain day,she and another young lady were tobe baptizedin thechapel of the convent. The Archbishop of Paris, Cardinal Morlot,
heard of it, and wrote to the reverend mother of the house to the
effect that, as several,conversionsofProtestantpupils whichhad lately
takenplace in the convents had given rise to imputations of undue
influence andconversion by surprise, as it were,andhadafterwards
given umbrage to the relatives, he should require that,before any
further steps were taken,Ishould be asked for a written consent.For this acquiescenceIwas most earnestly blamed by someof my
connectionsin the North of Ireland,who wrotetome, urging that t
ought to exertmy authority tostop such an apostacy. What would
they havehadme to do ? Shut up my daughter in her room, and
give her the Westminster Confession to read! How should Ilike
this usage myself? Here wasagirl ofnineteen, full ofintelligence and
spirit,gentle and affectionate,' who had never given to her fatheror
mother onemoment's uneasinessuponheraccount)deliberately declar-
ingthat she desired toembrace thefaith of her forefathers. Inshort,
IbelievethatIactedaright. For the shortremainder ofher daysah6lived adevoutCatholic

—
andsodied. She liesburiedinthe cemeterr

ofMont Parnasse.

WHAT WE KNOW ABOUT SHAKESPEARE.
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