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than "Anthony and Cleopc4,tra"—the Nile runs through it, the shadows

of the pyramids fall upon it, and from its scenes the Sphinx gazes for

ever on the outstretched sands.

In " Lear " is the true pagan spirit. " Romeo and Juliet " is Italian

—everything is sudden, love bursts into immediate flower, and in every

scene is the climate of the land of poetry and passion.

The reason of this is, that Shakespeare dealt with elemental things,

with universal man. He knew that locality colors without changing,

and that in all surroundings the human heart is substantially the same.

Not all the poetry written before his time would make his sum ; not

all that has been written since, added to all that was written before,

would equal his.

There was nothing within the range of human thought, within the

horizon of intellectual effort, that he did not touch. He knew the brain

and heart of man—the theories, customs, superstitions, hopes, fears,

hatreds, vices and virtues of the human race. He knew the thrills and

ecstacies of love, the savage joys of hatred and revenge. He heard the

hiss of envy's snakes, and watched the eagles of ambition soar. There

was no hope that did not put its star above his head—no fear he had not

felt—no joy that had not shed its sunshine on his face. He experienced

the emotions of mankind. He was the intellectual spendthrift of the

world. He gave with the generosity, the extravagance of madness.

Eead one play, and you are impressed with thA idea that the wealth

of the brain of a god has been exhausted -that there are no more com-

parisons, no more passions to be expressed, no more definitions, no more

philosophy, beauty, or sublimity to be put in words—and yet, the next

play opens as the dewy gates of another day.

The outstretched wings oc his imagination filled the sky. He was the

intellectual crown of the earth.

V.

The plays of Shakespeare show so much knowledge, thought and learning,

that many people—those who imagine that universities furnish capacity

—contend that Bacon must have been the author.

We know Bacon. We know that he was a scheming politician, a cour-

tier, a time-server of church and king, and a corrupt judge. We know
that he never admitted the truth of the Copernican system—that he was

doubtful whether instruments were of any advantage in scientific investi-

gation—that he was ignorant of the higher branches of mathematics,

and that, as a matter of fact, he added but little to the knowledge of the


