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Wuthering Heights. A Novel. By Ellis Bell. 1n
3 Yols.—T. C. Newby. 1847

This is a work of great . ability, and contains many
chapters, to the production of which talent of no
common order has contributed. At the same time,
the materials which the author has placed at his own
disposal have been but few. In the resources of his own
mind, and in his own manifestly vivid preceptions of
the peculiarities of character—in short, in his
knowledge of human nature—has he found them all.
An antiquated farm-house, and a mneighbouring
residence of a somewhat more pretending de-
scription, together with their respective iu-
mates, amounting to some half a dozen souls
in each, constitute the material and the per-
sonal components of one of the most interesting
stories we have read for many a long day. The com-
fortable cheerfulness of the one abode, and the cheer-
less discomfort of the other—the latter being less the
resuit of a cold and bleak situation, old and damp
rooms, and (if we may use the term) of a sort of
¢ haunted house” appearance, than of the strange and
mysterious character of its inhabitants—the loves and
marriages, separations and hatreds, hopes and disap-
pointments, of two or three generations of the gentle

~occupants of the one establishment, and " the

ruder tenants of the other, are brought be-
fore us at one moment with a tenderness, at
another with a fearfulness, which appeals to our
symiathies with the truest tones of the voice of
nature; and it is quite impossible to read the book—
and this is no slight testimony to the merits ofa
work of the kind—without feeling that, if placed in
the same position as any one of the characters in any
Fage of it, the chances would be twenty to one in |
avour of our conduct in that position being pre- |
cisely such &s the author has assigned to the per-
sonages he has introduced into his domestic drama.
But we must at once impose upon ourselves a
task—and we confess it is a hard one—we
must abstain (from a regard to the space at
our disposal) from yielding to the temptation by
which we are beset to enter into that minute descrip-
tion of the plot of this very dramatic production to
which such a work has an undoubted claim. It is
not every day that so good a novel makes its appear-
ance; and to give its contents in detail would be de-
priving many a reader of half the delight he would
experience from the perusal of the work itself. To

- dts pages we must refer him, then; there will ke

have ample opportunity of sympathising—if he has
one touch of nature that ¢“ makes the whole world
kin”—with the feelings of childhood, youth, man-
hood, and age, and all the emotions and passions
‘which agitate the restless bosom of humanity. May |-
‘he derive from it the delight we have ourselves ex- |
Pperienced, and be equallyerateful to its z}uighor for the |
genuine pleasure he has afforded him. | ]

~
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mation was made to M. Piscatory, our Ambassador 10

Spain, who did not reckon upon leaving for Madrid
till towards the end of the present month.”

th : The CUVier, which has just been IOSt, was Of
a

i so- | 920 horse-power, and carried 20 guns. Tt was built

i that | at Lorient, and launched on Sept. 5, 1842,

that | The Chamber of Deputies, on Tuesday, pursued
the discussion on the address, but up to post hour

nothing of interest took place.

bight

aria PARIS BOURSE.—TuEspAy, FEs. 1.

vime [ (FROM OUR CORRESPONDENT.)

i};n Our marltet, which opened rather above the close of yes-
: 18

terday, was afterwards affeceted by the news from Sicily,
which caused prices to recede and close lower than those of
yesterday, the last calls having been made—Threes for
gne | cash 74f. 25c., and for account 74f, 80c.; Fives at
116f. 60c. for the former, and 116f. 80c. for the latter. In
liquidation the prices were 74f. 20c. and 116f 50c. New
n of | Loan for account 75f. 20ec. The share market also closed
city, | generally lower than yesterday, and was dall throughout
not | the day. : § 4
mis- FRENCH FUND3, PARIS, TUESDAY, FEBRUARY l.
cond ‘ Opening priee. Closing price
French Three perCents. ..... 74f 35c. ... 74f. 25¢.
iday Four per Cents. eevvevnvsasans 99F 50c. ....
. Four and a Halfeeeevevorena.. 104f. PR
t1Ve | Five per Cents. «eevceecesva.. 116f 50c. .... 116f. 60c.

35 | Treasury Bonds v.ccvvus o.... 4ipercent..... 44 ditto.
Bank Actions .auo e o eeererw—8HSHE T 7, . . 3190F,

Sary | Belgion Fives eocascceasse-ny v 9L,

ried | Belgian Loan, 1842 .......... 99if.

brial

|1

Haitia.oeoenaveeion.vannneee 300f Ty e
"Roman Fives .cecee cnceee.. 953f. .eeee 993f.
- RAILWAYS. ‘
—_— Saint Germain ceececesccsecess 663F. sree ———
©~ | Versailles (rive gauche) ..... 190f. cens
Paris and Orleans ..occceeeee. 11861 25¢, e0ee —
ohn | Paris and Rouen .vvecvvene.. 905f cess m——
tea, | Rouen snd.Havre .......... oo 443f T76c. ee.e
ool, | Miarseiiles and Avignon ...... 886f 25c. .... 555F
B his | Straspurg and Bale.a.vv.... «es 1067f. 80c. .. . 165F,
RWas Dul. E'_d--o-t.o.;.nbbloocooo 5321".500. ev e 533&75‘3;
and | Parisg¥d Lyons eeeeeeeeian... 391f. 25c. .. . 390f.
lad- | Paris Mid Strasburg vv.cceeeae 406f 25¢. .... 4057,
R. | Tours'and Nantes soeeceescees 3986f. 25¢. .... 385f.

Grand’combe..-...' et 9o e 2o o 1100*‘. L L

in- Exchange on London, one month, money, 25f 42ic.;
> hree months, money, 25f. 27 e, ;

Ir.| We have advices from Madrid of the 26th ultimo.
@dsy | The proceedings of the Cortes are of no interest

whatever. Every wish of the Government seemed
i;;: to be readily acceded to; the Commitee of the De-
| puties on the budget had-just agreed to propose, in
an | compliance with General' Narvaez's recommenda-
°:ltion, that the budget of receipts amounting

on. | to  1,200,000,000 be voted without the Ministers
Ri of | being required to enter into “any details as to the

fhe

revenue.” In the meantime the Queen was amusing
herself dancing, and music being, as it would appear,

- .
Vi ey | a o ol
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our property tax of 5,000,000l at 7d. in the
pound? Is it not on ecapital? Certainly; but
as eertainly not a eapital of gold and silver.

The foreign literature in the number is more
copious than usual. The articles on Russin and
the Russians, and on Switzerland, will be read
with interest. The miscellaneous notices of new
books are somewhat scanty.

Wauthering Heights and Agnes Grey. By
Ellis and Acton Bell. 3 vols. P. 8vo.

T. C. Newby. :

Two of these volumes contain n tale by Mr.
Ellis Bell, called “ Wuthering Heights,” and
the third volume is devoted to another story,
told in an autobiographical form, by Mr. Acton
Bell, and is entitled “ Agnes Grey.”

Dissimilar s they are in many respects, there
is a distinct family likeness between these two
tales; and, if our organ of comparison be not
out of order, we are not far wrong in asserting
tlrit they nre not so much like each other, as
they ave both like a novelty recently published
under the editorship of Mr. Currer Bell, viz.,
“ Jane Eyre.” We do not mean to say that either
of the tales now before us is equal in mevit to
that novel, but they have somewhat of the same
fresh, original, nnd unconventional spirit; while
the style of composition is, undoubtedly, of the
sume north-conntry, Dorie schoal; it ia#;‘::p!e,
energetic, and apparently dizdainful of " pretti-
nesses and verbal display.

Of * Agnes Grey,” much need not be ssid,
further than this, that it is the nutobiograply of
a young lady during the time she was a gover-
ness in two different families ; neither of which
is & favourable specimen of the ndvantages of
home education. We do not actually assert that
the author must have been o governess himself,
to deseribe as he does the minute torments and
incessant tedinms of her life, but he must have
bribed some governess very largely, cither with
love or money, to rvevenl to him the scerets of
her prison-house, or, he must have devoted
extraordinary powers of observation and discovery
to the elucidation of the subject. In either case,
“ Agnes Grey” is a tale well worth the writing
and the reading. The heroine is a sort of

ounger sister to ““ Jane Eyre;” but inferior to

er in every wny. The following is, we imagine,
a truthful picture of an interior :—

- 4 However, by dint.of great labour and patience,
- T'managed to gt something done in the course of the
- ing, and then panied my young charge out

into the garden and adjacent grounds, for a lictle re-
creation before dinner.  There we got along tolerably
together, except that I found they had no notion of
going with me; I must go with them wherever they
chose to lead me. I must run, walk, or stand ex-
actly as it suited their fancy. This, I thought, was
reversing the order of things; and I found it doubly
disagreeable, as on this ns well as sub t oceca-

¥

alarge mouth, pale, dingy complexion, milky blue
eyes, and hair the colour of a hempen cord. There
was o roast leg of mutton before him : he helped Mrs.

Bloomfield, the children, nnd me, desiring me to cut

up the ehildren’s meat, then, after twisting about the
mutton in various directions, and eyeing it .fl'nm dif-
ferent points, he pronounced it not fit to be eaten,
and called for the cold beef. .

4 CWhat is the matter with the mutton, my dear ?
nsked his mate.

Tt is quite overdone, Dom't you taste, M_rs.
Bloomficld, that all the goodness is rousted out of it ?
And can’t you see that all that nice, red gravy is
completely dried away.’ )

e Well, 1 think the beel will suit you."

“ The beef wus set before lim, and he began to
carve, but with the most rueful expressions of dis-
content.

“ «What is the matter with the beef, Mr. Bloom-
field? I'm sure I thought it was very nice.” ,

444 And so it was very nice. A micer joint could
not be ; but it is quite spoiled,’ replied he, dolefully.

“ + How so '

“iHowso! Why, don't you see how it is eut?
Dear—dear ! it is quite shocking !

“ 4 They must have cut it wrong in the kitchen
then, for I'm sure T carved it quite properly here,
yesterdny.'

“ ¢ No doubt they cut it wrong in the kitchen
the savages! Dear—dear! Did ever any one see
such a fine piece of beef so completely ruined? B
remember that, in foture, when a decent dish leaves
this table, they shall not touch it in the kitchen.
Remember that, Mrs. Bloomfield !" '

* Wuthering Heights®® is a strange sort of
book, — bafiling all regular eriticism; yet, it is

impossible to begin and not finish it; and quite
asimpossible to lay it aside afterwards and say

nothing about it. "In the midst of the reader’s
perplexity the ideas predominant in his mind

concerning this book are likely to be—brutal
cruelty, and semi-savage love. What may be the
mornl which the nuthor wishes the reader to de-
duce from his work, it is difficult to say ; and we
refrain from assigning any, because to speak
honestly, we have discovered none but mere
glimpses of hidden morals or secondary mean-
ings. There seems to us great power in this
book but a purposeless power, which we feel a
great desire to see turned to better account. /We
jre quite confident that the writer of * Wuther-
ing Heights"” wants but the practised skill to
\Emkc‘ a great artist; perhaps, a great dramatic
artist, His qualities nre, at present, excessive;
a far more promising fault, let it be remembered,
rI.lum if they were deficient. Ile may tone down,
iwhereas the weak and inefficient wiiter, however
carefully he may write by rule and line, will

ever work up his productions to the point of

[beauty in art. /In “ Wuthering Heights,” the |
‘reader is shocked, disgusted, almost sickened [

by details of cruelty, inhumanity, and the most
diabolical hate and vengeance, and anon come

sions, they seemed to prefer the dirtiest i-;lnccs, und
thie most dismal occupations. But there was no re-
médy ; either T must follow them, or keep entirely
apart from them, and thus appear neglectful of my
charge. To-day, they manifested a particular attach-
ment to a well at the bottom of the lawn, where they
. persisted in dabbling with sticks and pebbles, for
“-above half an hour. I was in constant fear that their

= fmothier would see-them from the window, amd blume 4

me for sllowing them thus to draggle their clothes,
and wet their feet and hands, instead of taking exer-
ciea; but no argunments, commands, or intreaties
could draw them away. If she did not see them
some one else did—a gentleman on horseback had
entered the gate, and was proceeding up the road ; at
the distance of a few paces from us he paused, and
calling to the children in a waspish, penetrating tone,
bade them ‘ keep out of that water,"—* Miss Grey,’
said he, * (T suppose it is Miss Grey) I am surprised
that you should allow them to dirty their clothes, in
that manner—Don't you see how Miss Bloomfield
+. has soiled her frock P—and that Master Bloomfield's
. socks are quite wet?—and both of them without
gloves! Dear! dear! Let me request that in future
you will keep them decent at least |’ so saying he
turned away, and continued his ride up to the house.
* This was Mr. Bloomfield. I was surprised that he
should nominate his children Master and Miss Bloom-
field, and still more so, that he should speak so un-
civilly to me—their governess, and a perfect stranger

to himself. Presently the bell rung to summon us
in. I dined with the children at one, while he and
his lady took their luncheon st the same table. His
conduct there did not greatly raise him in my-esti-
mation. He was a man of ordinary stature—rather
bélow than above, and rather thin than stout, appa-
rently between thirty and- forty years of age: he had

passages of powerful testimony to the supreme
ower of love—even over demons in the human
orm. The women in the book are of a strange
fiendish-angelic nature, tantalizing, and terrible,
aud the men are indeseribable out of the book
itself. Yet, towards the close of the story oceurs
the following pretty, soft pieture, which comes
like the rainbow after a storm.

« ** Both doors and'lattices Wére open; and yet, as
is usunlly the case in a coal district, a fine, red fire
illumined the chimney; the comfort which the eye
derives from it, renders the extra heat endurable, But
the house of Wuthering Heights is so large, that the
inmates have plenty of space for withdrawing out of

its influence ; and, accorlingly, what inmates there §

were bhad stationed themselves not far from one of the
windows. I could both see them and hear them talk
before I entered ; and, looked and listened in conse-
quence, being moved thereto by a mingled sense of
curiosity and envy that grew as I lingered,

‘' Con-frary !' said a voice, as sweet as a silver
bell—* That for the third time, you dunce| I'm not
going to tell you, sgain—Recollect, or I pull your
hair !’

.4 ¢ Contrary, then,’ answered another, in deep, but
Eth&ll:ed tones. ‘ And now, kiss me, for minding so
well.

¢ ¢ No, read it over first correctly, without a single
mistake."

** The male speaker began to read—he wasa young|
man, respectably dressed, and seated nt o table, hov-
ing a book before him. His handsome features
glowed with pleasure, and his eyes kept impatiently
wandering from the page to a small white hand over
his shoulder, which recalled him by o smart slap on
the cheek, whenever its owner detected such signs of
inattention.

# Its owner stood behind ; her light shining ring-
lets blending, at intervals, with his brown locks, as
she bent to superintend his studies ; and ber face—it
was lucky he could not see her fuce, or he would
never have been so steady—1I could, and I bit my lip,
in spite, at having thrown away the chance I might
have had, of doing something besides staring st its
smiting beanty.

“ The task was done, not free from furiher blun-
ders, but the pupil claimed a veward and roceived, ot
least five kisses, which, however, he generously re-
tturned. ‘Then, they came to the door, and from their
conversation, 1 judged they were about to issuc out
and have o walk on the moors. I supposed I should
e condemned in Hureton Earnshaw’s heart, if‘no':
by his mouth, to the lowest pit in the |nrm-na_l regions
if I showed my unfortunate person in his neighbour-
hood then, and feeling very mean and malignant, I
ikulked round to seek refuge in the kitchen.”

We strongly recommend all our readers who
jove novelty to get this story, for we can pro-
mise them that they never have read anything
ke it before. It is very puzzling and very inter-
esting, and if we had space we would willingly
levote a little more time to the analysis of this
remarkable story, but we must le:‘L\:c it to our
readers to decide what sort of a book it is.
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Heathcliff, the story is confined to the family of Larnshaw, who
intermarry with the Lintons ; and the scene of their exploits isa
rude ola-fashioned house, nt the top of one of the high moors or
fells in the north of England. Whoever has traversed the bleak
heights of Hartside or Cross Fell, on his road from Westmoreland
to the dales of Yorkshire, and has been welcomed there by the
winds and rain on a ‘gusty day,’ will know how to estimate the
comforts of Wuthering Heights in wintry wenther. But it may
be as well to give the author’s own sketch of the spot, taken, it
.| should be observed, at a more genial season: -
« Wuthering Heizhts i5: the mamo of Mr Heatheliff's dwelling.
e | ¢ Wuthering’ being a signiﬁuant provincial adjoctive, descriptive of the
atmospheric tumult to which its station is exposed, in stormy weather. Pure,
bracing ventilation they must have up there, at all times, indeed: one
may guess the power of the north wind, blowing over the edge, by the
excessivo slant of n.few siunted firs at the end of the liouse§ and by a
range of gaunt thorns all stretehing their limbs one way, as if craving alms
of tEu sun. Happily, tho architcet had foresight to build it strong : the
norrow windows nre deeply set in the wall; nnd the corners defended with
largo jutling stones,

‘¢ Before passing tho throshold, I paused to ndmire  quantity of gro-
tesque carving lavished over the front, and especinlly about the rineipai
toory' above which, among a wilderness of crumbling griffins, n.mr shamo-
less little boys, I detected the date ¢1500," and the name * Harcton Earn-
shaw,” I would have made n few comments, and requested a short history
of the place, from the surly owner, but lis attitude at the door appeared to
demand my speedy entrance, or complete departure, and I had no desire to
aggravate his imputience, previous to inspecting the penctralium.

*4* One step brought us into the family sitting-room, without any intro~
ductory lobby, or pnssage : they call it here ‘the house’ pre-emmently.
It includes kitchen, and parlour, gencrally, but I believe af Wuthering
Heights, the kitchen is forced to retreat a together; into another quarter,
at least I distinguished a chatter of tongues, find a clatter of culinary
utensils, deep within ; and I obscrved no signs of roasting, boiling, or
brking, about the huge fire-plce ; nor any glitter of copper szuccpans and
tin cullenders on the walls, Oune end, ind%cd, ruﬂm:l:c:rl splendidly both
light and leat, from ranks of in owter dishes; interspersed with
silver jugs, and tankards, towering fow after row, ina vast onk dresser, to
the very roof. The Jatter'lad never been underdrawn, its entire anatomy
.| lay Dare to an inquiring cye, except where a frame of wood laden with ont-
cakes, and clusters of legs of beef, mutton, and ham, conceuled it. Above
tho chimney were sundry villninous old guns, and o couple of horse-pistols,
aud, by way of arnnment, three gaudily painted canisters disposed along
its ledge. The floor was of smooth, white stune : the chairs, high-backed,

rimitive structures, painted green : one or two beavy Llack ones lurkin
in the shade. In an arch, under the dresser, reposed o buge, Iivcr-cu!aurcﬁ

bitch pointer, surrounded by o swarm of squealing puppies; and other dogs,
haunted other recesses. )

“The apartment and farniture wonld have been nothing oxtraordinary
as belonging to a homely, northern farmer with a stubborn countenance
nnd stalwart limby, sct out to advanbage in knce-breechics nnd gnil.urs:
Such an individual, seated in his arm-chair, his mug of ale frothing on the
round table before him, is to be scen in any cirenit of five orsix miles
among theso lills, if you go at the right time, after dinmer. But, Mr
Heathelifll forms a singular contrast to bis nbode and style of living, Hois
o dark-skiuned gypsy, in aspect ; in dress, and manners, o gentlemau, that
is, as much n_gentleman as many n country squire ; rather slovenly per-
haps, yet not looking amiss, with “lis negligence, leeause he has an” creet
& hnn(l_nome figure—and rather morosc-—Passihiy, some people might
suspect him of o degrec of under-bred pride.”
. This Heathcliff may be considered as the hero of the Dook, if a
.| hero there be. He is anincarnation of evil qualities ; implacable
+ | hate, ingratitude, cruelty, falsehood, selfis ness, and revenge,
¢ | He. exhibits, moreover, a_certain stoical enduranece in early life
wehich enables him. to ‘bide his i il e
"| nature; one only, wherein he appears to appréximate to humanity.
Like the Corsair, and other such melodramatic heroes, he is
¢ Linked to dno virlue and a thousand crimes ;" d
and it is with difficulty that we can prevail upon ourselves to
believe in the appearanceof such a phenomenon, so near our own
dwellings as the summit of a Lancashire or Yorkshire moor,
It is not easy to disentangle the incidents and set them forth
in chronological order, The tale is confused, as we have said,
notwithstanding that the whole drama takes place in the house
thnt we have described, and that the sole actors are the children
of Barnshaw, by birth or adoption, and their servants. The
family narrative introduces us to a Mr Earnshaw, then owner of
the ¢ Heights,” returning home with a great bundle in his arms,
which he casts down before his family, and which, being dis-
o | closed, exhibits o boy that he had picked up in the #ireets of
o | Liverpool,—* a dirty, ragged, black-haired child, big enough to
1 | walk and talk,—yet, when it was set on its feet, it only stared
round and repeanted over and over agc'la.m some gibberish that no-
body could understand.” The child is, in fact, the future Mr
Heatheliff, who is forthwith installed as amember of the family,
and is speedily detested by Hindley, the son,and liked, and even-
tually beloved, by Catherine (or Cathy), the daughter of his bene-
‘factor. X )
On the death of Mr Earnshaw, his son Hindley (who was then
absent) brings home 2 wife whom he had secretly married, and
passes the remainder of a brutal and drunken life at the “Heights,’
| of which he thus becomes the praprietor. Heatheliff and Cathe-
rina Earnshaw still reside there also; both of them, especially
Heatheliff, enduring much from the tyranny and vielence of
‘ Hindley. In the course of time, these two become acquainted
2l (by means of an accident) with fEdgn.r and Isabella Linton, the
residents of the Grange, the only house in the neighbourhood of
‘Wuthering Heights, Edgar Linton, a kind-hearted, effemi-
nate boy, falls in love with Cathy, who isaftached to Heatheliff)
although ashamed of the loye .she bears him. . Heathcliff over-
hearinig her say that it would bé a degradafion wore she to marry
him, leaves the place. At the ond of three yenrs he returns,
8 finds her the wife of Linton, and (himself) marries Isabella
Linton, the’hushand’s sister.

n

tion ; and after the death of all other parties concerned, Heath-
«oliff, who survives (and who by some menus, not very clearly
| developed, becomes owner of the Heights), forces a marriage be-
tween his weak-minded son and .Cathy, the daughter of the
Cathy whom he had loved in his youth. ~This son, who is dying
at the timo of the marriage, speedily leaves her o widow ; and
the book ends with the death of Heathcliff, and an intimation
that the younger Cathy is about to become the wife of Hareton
8l Earnshaw (the son of Hindley), who is the savage Cymon of this
Iphigenis. . . .
m%al:;l;egnot disposed to ascribe any particular ihtention to the
author in drawing the character of Heatheliff, nor can we per-
ceive any very obvious moral in the story. There are cortain
‘good rough dashes at character ; some of the incidents look like
real events ; and the book hns the merit, which must not be un-
‘\dervalued, of avoiding common-place ard affectation. The
7. |language, however, is not always appropriate; and we entertain
great doubts as to the truth, or rad lanc:
main character. Thehardness, selnsim_ess, and cruelty of Heath-
cliff are in our opinion inconsistent with the romantic love that
ho is stated to have felt for Catherine Earnshaw, As Nelly Dean

who lived before the days of Homer. With the exception of

his jime.l andenvrss Porbmon-Sr LS Tt

The-story thus commenced is continued into the next genera- |

er the vraisemblance of the |y

says, ““he is as hard as a whinstone.”
affection, no liking for anything human except for one person,
and thatliking is thoroughly selfish and ferocious. He hates the
son of Hindley, which is intelligible enough; but he also hates
and tyrannizes over his own son and the daughter of his beloved
Catherine, and this we cannot understand.

We have said that there are some good dashes at character
The first Catherine is sketched thus :

“Certrinly, shie had ways with her such as I never saw a child talo up
before ; and she put all of us pust our paticnce fifty times fnd oftencr in s
day : from the ].mnr she came down stairs, till the hour she weut to bed,
we had not aminute’s seourity that sho wouldn't be in mischief. Her
spirits wore always at high-water mark, her tongue always going—singing,
]n}: !:m_g, and plaguing o\'eri:budy who would not do the same. A wild,
wick slip she was—but, she Liad the bonniest cye, and sweetest smile, and
lightest foot in the parish : and, after all, I believe shie meant no harm;
for when once she made you ery in good carnest, it seldom ha pened that

she would not kes;: you company; and oblige you to be quiot that you
might comfor{ her,”

She indulged herself, it seems, amongst other things, in pro-
voking her father, who was a kind but rather peevish man,

. ““Adfter behaving as badly as possiblo all day, she somotimes camo fond-
ling to make it up at night.

¢ Nay, Cathy,” tho old man would sny, €I cannot love thee, thou’rt
worso than thy brother. Go, say thy prayors, child, and ask God's pardon,
I doubt thy misther and I must Tue that we ever reared theo I

“That mads her cry, at first ; and then, being repulsed continually
hardened her, and she laugled if I told her to say sho was sorry for her
faults, and bogto be forgiven.

** But the howr came ot last that ended Mr Earnshiaw’s troubles on earth,
He died quictly in his chair one October evening, scated by the fire-side.

¢ A high wiud blustered round the house, and roared in the chimney :
it sounded wildand siormy, yet it was not cold, and we were all together—
1, o little romeved from ‘the hearth, busy at my knitting, and Joscph
reading his Bib.e nenr the table (for the servants generally satin the house
then, after theit work was done). Miss Cathy ?m.{l been sick, and that
made her still ; she leant against her father's kunee, and Heatheliff was
lying on the floer with his head in her lap.

I remember the mastor; Lefore he fu]llJ into a doze, slroking lier bonny
hair—it Flcn.scd him rarely to see her gentle—and saying—

¢ ¢ Why canst thou not always be a good Inss, Cathy *”

““ And she tumed her face up to his, and laughed, and answored,

“* Why camiot you always Eﬂ a good man, father?’

“ But ns s00n 15 shie saw him vexed agaiu, she kissed his hand, and said
she would sing bim to sleep. Sl begnn singing very low, till his fingers
drn}:petl ﬁ'umlimrs, amd his hend sank on his breast. Then I told lor-to
hush, and not stir, for fear she should wake him. Wenll kept as mute ng
mice a full half-hour, nnd should have dono longer,
finished his chr:Pmr, got up and said that he must rouse the master for
prayers and bed. He stoppod forward and called him by name, and
touched his shoulder, but ho would not move—so he tool the candle and
looked at him."

I6 turns out that he isdead ; and then follows the return of
Hindley, which we have before adverted to.
From what we have said, the reader will imagine that the
bagk is full of grim pictures. Ilere is one. It should be pre-
mised that Heathelif has manifested symptoms of restlessness
and trouble for some-time past.
€ Ho.turned abruptly to tho fire, and continued, with what, for lack of
a better word, I must cnll a smile—

“ ¢I'1l tell you what I did yesterday ! I ot the sexton, who was digging
Linton’s grave, to remove tho carth off her coffin lid, and 1 oponed 1t. X
thought, once, I wpuld have stayed there, when Isaw her face again—i¢

leﬂ“l" You wore vory wicked, Mr Heatheliff I' I oxclaimed ; ¢woros you
not nshamed to disturb tho dend  * X
#¢ ¢ I disturbed nobody, Nelly,” he replied; ‘and T gave somo cnse to
myself. 1 shall be o great deal more comfortable now ; and you'll have o
bottor chance of keeping me underground, when I get there. Disturbed
her! No ! sho has disturbed me, night and day, through eighteen yoars
incessantly—remor ly—till yesternight—and _yestermight, I was
tranguil. I'dreamt I was s?ueping the last slecp, by that sleoper, with my
heart stopped, and my cheeck frozen npgainst hera.
« ¢ And if she had been dissolved into carth, or worse, what would you
have dreamt of then?’ I said. X I .
# ¢QFf dissolviug with hor, and being more happy still! he answered.
‘Do you suppnsnpg[ dread any chango of that sort? X expected such o
transformation on raising the lid, but I'm better pleased that it should not
commence till I sharoit. DBesides, unless I had recoived a distinct im-
vession of hor prssionless fonturcs, that gtrnngf fecling would hardly have
Enun removed. It began oddly. You know, I was wild after she died,
ond eternally, from dawn to dawn, Ipm}'iug her to return to me—her spirit
—1I have a stroug faith in ghosts—I have a conviction that they can, and
ist, nmang us ! .
du‘?ﬂfl?u day she wos buried there camo o fall of enow. In the evening
I went to tho churchyard, It blew blenl s wintor—all round was
solitary ¢ I dida’t forr that her fool of o husband would y?_ud.ur up the den
g0 Intc—and no one elsc had business to bring them there! :
¢« Being alone, and conscious ti‘tl'-‘u yards of looso carth was tho sole
i ween us, I snid to myself— S o i v
baffl‘u'r' Ii?lti har:ic ]]sl;l.‘ in my urmarngain 1 If she ‘I:Iu cn]r_l: :'[']llthmllf it in this
.wind that chills me; and if she bo motionless, it is-sleep.
no:-‘tl: ]ij:'Et a spado from the toolhouse, and began to delve with all my
might—it scraped tho coffin ; I fell to work with my bands; the wood
commenced ceacking nbout tho serews, I was on the poiut of attaining my
object, when it scomed that I heard o sigh from some ono nbove, cla%a"né
the edge of tho grave, snd bonding down—<“1If I con only get this o )
muttered, © I wish they may ghovel in tho enrth over us_both I” v
wrenched at it moro deaporately still. Thero was another !lEh. clozo |I1.t. my
ear. I nppesred to'fecl the warm brenth of it displacing the sleot: nden
wind. I know no living thing in flesh and blood was by—bnt as r.-.nrtamlﬁ
a8 you perceive tho approach to somo substantial body in the dark, thong!
it cannot bo discorned, 8o certainly I felt thut Cathy was there, not under
ma, but on the earth.
¢ < A sudden sonsp of reiricf flowed, irgn r:g henrt‘ tP:.::tuEEm
n| an o . 2z
:lb:inlinqnm“he‘:l 5 eer“ - s::g with ma ; it remained while I re-filled
the grave, nnd led mo home, You may laugh if you will, but I was sure
1 should see her there. I was sure sho ‘was with me, and I could not halp
talking o her,
"‘l‘l!ming reached tho Heights, X rushed cngerly to the door. Tt wag
tened; and, Ir ber, that accursed Earnshaw and my wife opposed
my.cutrance. I remember stopping to kick the breath out of him, nud
then burrying up stairs, to my room, and hers—I looked xound impationtly
—I felt bor by me—I could afmost see her, and ryl:l-. I could not! Iought
tohnve swenl blood then, from tho nnguish of my yearning, from §h°
fervour of my supplications to have but one glimpse ! I had not onc. She
showed herself, as she often was in life, a dovil to me! And, sinco then,
sometimes more, and sometimes les® I'vo beon the gport of that intolerabla
torturo ! Infernal—keeping my nerves at such a stretch, thart, if they had
not resemblod catgut, tlisy would; long ago, have reluxed to tho fecbloness
of Linton's. & > i
@« When ¥ eat in the housa with Harston, it scomed that, on going ont,
I should meet her ; when I walked on the moors I should meet her coming
jn. When I went from home, [ hastened to return, she must be some-
whero nt the Hoights, I was certain | And when I slept in her chnmber
—1 was beaten out $f that—I conldn’t Iie thero, for tho moment I closed
my eyes, she was cither outside the windowl, or sliding back the p:u_mls, or
entering the room, § oven resting her darling hend on tho same pillow as
en . n . 2 .
sh'a‘ t}\lﬁ- vgcnth‘::ﬁgl:mumd and wiped his forchead—his hair clung to lﬁ., wab
with perapiration ;" his cyes were fixed on the red embers of the firo; the
rrgfiot contracted, but raisod mext the temples, diminishing tho grim
ispeft-of his countennnce, but imparting o peealiar look of troubls, nnd a
-pgﬁl:nppcurnnm of mental tension towards one absorbing subject,
ol
him

overy ]iml'l:.

half addressed me, and I mointained silence—I didn't like to hear
talkl” L

He has no gratitude, no

only Josepl: having

He .
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If this book be, as wo apprehend it is, the first work of the
author, we hope that he will Emduce a second,—giving himself
more time in its composition than in the present case, developing
his incidents more carefully, eschewing exaggeration and ob-
gcurity, and looking steadily at human Jife, under all its moods,
for those pictures of the passions that he may desire to sketch
for our public benefit. It may be well also_to be sparing of
cortnin oaths and phrases, which do not materially contribute to
any character, a.ncip are by nomeans to be reckoned among the
evidences of o writer's genius. Wo detest the affectation and
effeminato frippery which is but too_frequent in the modern
novel, and willingly trust oursclves with an author who goes at
once fearlessly into the moors and desolate places, for his heroes ;
but we must at the same time stipulate with him that he shall
not drag into light all that he discovers, of coarse and loath-
some, in_his wanderings, but_simply so much good and ill as
lie may find necessary to elucidate his history—so much only as
may be interwoven inextricably with the persons whom he pro-
fagses to paint. It is the province of an artist to modify and in
some cases refine what he gnholds in the ordinary world.  There
pever was o man whose daily life (that is to say, all his deeds
and sayings, entire and without exception) constituted fit mate-
rinls for n book of fiction. Even the figures of the Greeks
{which are

¢ In old marbles ever beautiful)”

were without doubt selected from the victors in_the ancient
games, and others, by Phidias and his scholars, and their forms
and countenances made perfect before they were thoaght worthy
to adorn the temple of the wise Athena, .

The only book which occurs to us as resembling TWuthering
Heights is a novel of the late Mr Hooton’s,—a work of very great
talent; in which the hero is a tramper or beggar, andthe dramatis
persone all derived from humble and middle life; but which,
notwithstanding its defects, wo remember thinking better in its
Seculiar kind than anything that had been produced since the

ays of Fielding.

THE THEATRICAL EXAMIKER.

OLYMPIO,

Mt G. V. Brooke, an actor of considerable repute in the pro-
vincial theatres, appeared here on Monday night in the character
of Othello. Weo saw the most important scenes, but not the
cntire performance, Our opinion is drawn from portions of the
second act, and the whole of the third.

Mr Brooke has many physical advantages. Ife has youth, a
good figure of the middle size, and in some respects an excellent
voice. It is full, round, and sonorous ; though it seems to us
to want refinement and flexibility. Ie is also steady in his
deportment and bearing, and is evidently well-practised. He
treads the stage with the air of a man who haa work to do, and is
prepared to do it. But here westop. We do nob think he does
the work in any very notable fashion. His Othello is the con-
ventional stage version, with such advantage as he brings to it
in the requisites we have named.

<A writn; in the Z%mes thinks differently, and ynentions as a
S Earmn “i!'{gn_u._gl.:o' e 7:-_3::&::‘..! WULCT s !IiO‘.l]:
ol damn her I Itis matter oi‘surpm'&'tEEE'a%EE T & origi~

nality should have been so long a common practice on the stage.
It dates in our time, we believe, from Mr Kean. The same writer
speaks of a “ well-conceived display of indignation™ at the brawl
in which Cassio is involved. This, we presume, means the sud-
den break into fury at Worthy Montano, you were wont be civil.
But we must warn Mr Brooke against such displays. They will be
generally thought, we suspect, of very ill conception. Othello
was no night-brawler, though he calls Montano one. In like
manner we must object to the break of the voice into weeping
at Othello’s occupation’s gone. A correct intelligence, to say
nothing of original power, is sadly wanting in passages like these.
We desire better evidence, in an actor of Shakespeare, that the
poetry is understood.

We have mentioned the grounds on which we form this judg-
ment, which we shall rejoice to find occasion to alter :mg cor-
xrect, if more experionce of future performances ennble us to do
go. As it is, Mr Brooke, though not an original actor, seems
to us a decided acquisition to the stage. Since Mr Anderson
wo have had no performer with so many materinls of promise in
him. And these we should yet more gladly welcome, if we
saw any chance of their development in the career Mr Brooke
has chosen for himself, or in the present condition of what is
called the legitimate drama.

We should not omit to add that Mr Brooke's reception was
enthusiastic throughout all we saw of the play. We cannot tell
how far the audience might be pronounced an unprejudiced one,
buttheirdemonstrations of delight at the end of the third act were
ecstatic. What Mr Kean said of the Drury Lane, Mr Brooke
might say of the Olympic pit. It rose at him.

TOE FRENCH PLAYS.

M. Bocage, a French actor of the clagsic school, and de-
servedly esteemed, has produced aFrench version of the Antigone,
with the whole of the music of Mendelssohn. Mr Benedict had
the arrangement and mnme%cmcnt of the singers, and was as-
sisted by an exccllent picked band, and an effefont chorus of
upwards of forty in number. The effect is peculiar. It is a
representation that should be seen once, though it contains little
to attract a second visit,

This is not the fault of any one concerned. It is simply too
late in the day to revive these classic exhibitions. M. Boca.
declaimed well, in the French fashion ; and died particularly
well.  Madame Feehter was hardly equal to the heroine.
But the music is the great attraction, and this (with the allow-
ances for so small a theatre) is admirably performed.

Sommuien’s Use or Bopmny Svrrenine.—I have often been acquainted
with persons, both men and women, in whom this condition (of con-
stant bodily suffering) was habitual, and who had not cven a single
probable hope of ever getting free from it, unless by death. To this
class especially Schiller belonged. He suffered much, suffered con-
stantly, and knew, too, that (ns was actunlly the ease) these perpetual
pains were gradually drawing him nearer to death. Yet of him it
might truly be said that he kept his sickness imprisoned within the
limits of his body, for at whatever hour you might visit him, in what-
ever state you might find him, his mind was always cheerful and
tranquil, and ready for friendly intercourse.and for interesting and
cven profound conversation. He would even say ab timesthat a man
ean work letter in certnin states of bodily ailment—not those, of
couvse, of acute suffering; and I have found him, while actually in
this uncomfortable condition, composing poems and prose essnys, in
which no one, surely, could discover o trace of this circumstance of
their birth.—¢ Letters by W. Von Humbolds."

jesty.

THE EXAMINER.

FOREIGN AND COLONIAL.

FRANCE.
Dearn ov Tne Pmnomss Apetams p'Onueaxs—On tho death of
her Roynl Highness (of which we have given full particulars else-
where) becoming known to the Chambers, they, through their presi-
dents, spontaneously expressed to the King their desire to give him o
proof of their sympathy nnd respect, and his Majesty directed the
minister to state that he would receive it with gratitude as the only
possible consolation to his profound afiliction. Accordingly, the Chan-
cellor of Franee, nccompanied by the high officers of the Chamber, and
by nearly nll the peers in costume, waited on the King on Fridny, and
the chancellor addressed the consolations of the Chamber to his Ma-
His Majesty replied with great warmth of expression. He
was accompanied by the Queen, the Duchess d'Orleans, the princes and
princesses of the royal family, all in deep mourning. The Chamber
of Deputief went in o body to the Tuileries, preceded by its officers.
The number of them was greater than had been seen for a long time,
and there were among them members of all parties. All the chiefs of
the different fractions of the dynnstic opposition, AL Thiers, L. Dug
faure, M. Billault, M. de Rémusat, and M. Odillon Barrot, had jolned
their conservative collengues in expressing lively sympathy and pro-

devotedness to the King her brother, and by her love to the country.
The President of the Chamber of Deputies, ndd g his Mnjesty,
merely snid, in trembling nccents, * Sire, we do not come to trouble
your grief by words, but to associate our grief with yours, and to bring
you the lively sympathies of the country.” The King wept, and his
tenrs choked his voice. The deputics who were close to him could
only catch these broken phrases :—* I had hoped to-morrow to have
had to thank the chamber for its reception— hat would have beon
sweeb to my heart——1I feel that I am giving way to_my sorrow

our sympathy, and at sceing the chumber so numerous around me."
1F.Ml lh{l rEinis{;m were present ab this reception. The King nnd
Queen, with several members of the yoyal fnnul]y and suite, left Paris
on Wednesday for Dreux, where the funeral .sole
mains of Madame Adelnide wore celebrated. The Quaen of the Bel-

gians arrived in Paris on Tuesday evening, and left for Dreux imme-
dintely. The King and royal family returned to the Tuileries on
Wednesday night.

might have been awakened by the event which flings the royal family
into mourning, they were connterbalanced by the satisfactory tidings

but had already arrived a prisoner nb Toulon.

bers, his sit had 1t most hagardous.
from the pursuit of the sons of the

army commanded by them,

of Moroeeo, driven from the Moulouin plain b
forces, abandoned by most of his followers, W

Moroceo had left free; buk, surrounded in that direction

as bold asit was ingenious, surprised on the night of the 11th the Moor-
Makgsen, appears to have been completely successful; but Abd-el-

to stop before the multitude and the compact mnss of his opponents,
rather than before & defence which appears to have been almost insigni-
ficant, He therefore joined his deira and concentruted all his forces and
that river and the sea. The Moorish camps continued to drnw closer
Kauid of Ouchda thirty mulelonds of cartridges, which were distri-
buted to the Beni-Snassens. A similar quantity had been sent to the
Kaid of the Rif. The Kabyl contingents increased in nll parts, and
were n more formidable danger to the Emir than all the rest. Bad
weather delayed the engagement for some days, and also deprived the
deira of all freedom of action. On the 21st the Moulouin was ford-
able. The baggzage and families of the Emir's companions began to
pnss it in order to come into the Triffs plain. Abd-el-Kader's inten-
tion was to conduct them even to our territory, and then retire to the
gouth with such as might choose to follow him. The rond had been
left freo by the Moors, and the Beii-Bon-Ziggous and Hamynn-Gha-
rabas, who were still in communication with him, promised to facili-
tate the exccution of that project. The comm 1ent of the pnssing
of the river wns the signal for the combat, when the Kabyls, attracted
by the hope of booty, engnged with fury: but the Emir's infantry and
regular cavalry maintained to the lost their old reputation, and re-
sisted all dny. Not o mule nor any baggage wos taken. A& night
they had lost half of their men ; tho remainder dispersed ; the whole
deira reached the French territory, and the Moors discontinued the
pursuit. Abd-el-Knder, after having in person led the emigration to
our territory, and plnced it in the Mesir
his party determined on following him ; he lived among a fraction of
the Beni-Snassens, who had remained faithful to his cause; it was
thereby that he hoped to reach the south; but General Lamoriciére,
informed of wliat was passing, guessed what his design was. Twenty
Spahis, commanded by an intelligent and trustworthy officer, Licut.
Ben Idmuin.. had been, on the evening of the 21st, on tho first news
arriving, sent in observation to the pnss of Kerbous; reports of mus-
kotry soon denoted & combat in that direction ; it was Abd-el-Fhader,
who was encountering our Spahis. General Lamoriciére, who in the
night had made his column take arms, rapidly advanced with his
cavalry. The Emir had in his favour darkness, and a difficalt country
witli numerous passes unknown to our éclairenrs; he could still epsily
flec.
came up, and announced to the General that ho was ready to sur-
render, and that he only demanded to be conducted to Alexandria or
St John of Acre. The convention was immediately orally concluded,
and soon after ratified in writing by General Lamoriciére. This very
afternoon Abd-el-Kader has been received et the Sidi Brahim Mara-
bout by Colonel Montauban, who was soon after joined by Generals
Lamoriciére and Cavaignae—Sidi Brahim, the theatre of the Emir's
last success, and which Providence seems to hnve pointed out to be the
thentre of his last and most striking reverse, as a sort of expintion for
the massacre of our unfortunate comrades ! An hour after Abd-el-
Kader was conducted to me at Nemours, whither I had arrived that
vory morning. I ratified the word pledged by General Lamoricitre,
and firmly hope that the King's government will also sanction it. I
informed the Emir that I should embark him as early as to-morrow,
with his family, for Oran ; he submitted, but not without some emotion
and repugnance—c'est la derniére goutte ducalice! . . . . Due
without fresh combats on our part, to the moral influence of France,
the result we have this day obtained is immense; it was generally
unhoped for. It is impossible to describo the deep scnsation it has
produced among the natives of this region, and the effect will be the
game throughout Algerin. Tt is quite a revolution.” A postscript,

dated the morning of the 24th of December, ndds:—*I think it
. /

found respect for the memory of & princoss distinguished by "her .

It is very bitter——I am touched to the heart by the testimony of| oy

mnities over the re- lg

SURRENDER OF AppEr-Kapen.—Whatever gloomy forebodings | m

that Abd-cl-Kader had not only surrendered to the Due d'Aumale, | g
After the recent en- | pq
gagements with the troops of the Emperor of Morocco, in which the |

Emir was crushed by an overwhelming superiority of ferce and num- | ¢
i No hope of escape | AL

Emperor Abderrahman, and the { )
remnined, except to cross the French | 1pi
frontier and surrender to the prince governor of that colony. The|p
manner of his surrender is thus deseribed in an officinl despatch from
the Duke d’Aumale to the Minister of War:—* A great event has just

2 ; “Kader is in our camp. Beaten by the ICabyles |,
taken placo; Abd-el-Kader is in our P Siatey-Lbderrahmante [ 104

o hnd songht refugeon | e
our territory, he hud thrown himself into the Beni-Snassens country, |

and was striving to take the road to the south, which the Emperckof | .
y our
P

cavalry, he has confided in the generosity of France, and has surren- | o
PHaa yhformed ybuF Mk oetenty; vl 1T tay Shdehn ol Aere._ AS |ay
ish camps ; that attack, which has inflicted great loss on the Emperor's

Kuder had to deal with such numerous encmies, that he was compelled | =0

people towards the mouth of the Monlouia, between the left bank of
the circle that enveloped him. General Lamoriciére had sent to the |

country, left it ; a few of

But two of bis horsemen, brought by Ben Khouia himsel{;soon |
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thorses are irremediably spoiled in training. But
isome parents are less wise regarding their ehildren.
The intellect in its frowt.h has the faculty of accom-

imodating itselfffo fidverse circumstances. To vio-
flence it someti oﬁposes violence, sometimes
[{dogged obstinaéy# The consequencein either case
is fatal to the tranquillity of life. Young Catherine |
Linton is rlzlpresented as a naturally sensitive,'
high-spirited, amiable girl; subjected to the
cruel usage of her brutal stepfather, she is roused

- ] to resistance, and answers his curses with taunts,
; and his stripes with threatenings. Released from
his tyranny, a more gracious spirit comes over her,
and she is gentle and peaceful.

There are some fine passages scattered through

the pages. Here is a thought on the tranquillity
of death :— '

. Tt ig difficult to pronounce any decisive judgment
on a work in which there is'so much rude ability
displayed, yet in which there is so much mattey
for blame. ~ The scenes of brutality are unneces-

e sarily long and unnecessarily frequent ; and as a

: S : H n - 5 iy W
{ Vs }ir;';-'z-‘?gn tl‘:’el Wl,‘ltt?f'h_the author has to learn the am s]t:al(:l?::nto]t{]?g:;il:‘e 1:11:; ia?;;;l:sﬁﬁg lxaz:]c?ig;tié
Les poweg l;‘n‘” iess 0 . l?t_all‘t- 1__]3‘11& there is _singular the chamber of death, should no frenzied or despair-
N b portraiture of strong passion. He ing mourner share the duty with me. I-see a repose

. exhibits it as convulsing the whole frame of
nature, distracting the intellect to madness, and
"gni%ppmg the heart-strings. The anguish of Heath-
eliff on the death of Catherine approaches to sub-

that neither earth nor hell can break, and T feel an
- | assurance of the endless and shadowless hereafter—
the eternity they have entered—where life is bound-
less in its duration, and love in its sympathy, and joy _
in it¢'fulness.”

Of Joseph, the old sullen servant of Heathecliff,
it is quaintly said; that he was * the sourest-
2 ) hearted pharisee that ever searched a Bible to
rake all the blessings to himself and fling all the
curses to his neighbours.” ‘

The third velume of the book is made up of a
separate tale relating the fortunes of a governess.
Some characters and scencs are nicely sketched in
it, bat it has nothing to call for special notice.
The volumes abound in provincialisms. In many
respects they remind us of the recent novel of
“ Jane Eyre.” We presume they proceed from
one family, if not from one pen.

The tale to which we have more particularly
alluded is but a' fragment, yet of colossal propor-
tion, and bearing evidence of some great design.

With all its power and originality, it is so rude,
so unfinished, #nd so careless, that we are per-
‘plexed to pronounce an opinion on it, or to hazard
a conjecture on the future career of the author.
As yet it Lelorigs to the fature to decide whether
he will remain a rough hewer of marble or become
a great and noble sculptor.

e do not know whether the author writes witl
any purpose ; but we can speak of one effect of his ]
production. It strongly shows the brutalizin g in-
fluence of unchecked passion. His characters are
. 2@ commentary on the truth that there is no
| tyranny in the world like that which thoughts of
eyil exercise in the daring and reckless breast.
. Another reflection springing from the narrative
Is, that temper is often spoiled in the yearsof child-
hood. “ The child is father of the man.” The
- Jpains and crosses of its youthful years are engrafted
| An its blood, and form a sullen and a violent dis- | 4

N‘.ﬁq;&iﬁon.' Grooms know how often the tempers of |-
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1™ DRURY-LANE THEATRE.
stage made their appearance at Drury-lane Theatre
on Wednesday evening in an English version of
Donizetti’s well-known opera of ¢ Linda di Cha-
mouni”’—Mrs. J. Lea, a soprano; Mr. Santiago, a
tenor ; Mr. J. Lea, a baritone; and M. Gregg, 2
basso profundo. Mrs. l.ea undertook the difficult
part of the heroine in which Madame Persiani
charmed the frequenters of the Opera by her finished
singing and tender acting., Mrs. Lea is known to
the public as a concert-singer under the mname
of Miss Susan Hobbs, and has just returned
from a professional tour in Italy. Her voice 1s
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displays great facility of execution, but she is defi-
cient in power for a large theatre, and she makes no
attempt at acting. Mr. Santiago has a sweet, small
voice, and appears to be a good musician. Ielabours
uander the same deficiencies as Mrs. Lea. Mr. J.
| Lea has an indifferent voice, and appeared to great
disadvantage in Tamburini’s celebrated part of Ap-
tonto. Mr. Gregg, a pupil of Staudigl’s, has a voice
of considerable power, and gives promise of future
eminence in his profession. ‘Miss Miran displayed
her fine contralto voice td great advantage as the
little Savoyard, and Mr.  Weiss gave effect to the
marquis. The band and chorus wére very efficient,
and the opera was well mounted. -~ " " "
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admiral to the detriment of Andréa; a brave volun-
teer; but the latter is discovered to be the son of
Donato, who has been cheated at play, and Loredan |
braves the threats of exposure of Malipieri. The
admiral is raised after a brilliant victory to the rank
of Doge, and Haydée, having found that Malipier: is
the possessor of the fatal secret, accepts his offer of g
marriage, on the condition that the paper which he [§
has taken from Loredan shall be given up. Sheis
saved from her sacrifice by the death of Malipiers,
killed in a duel by Andrez, and the Doge is thus
enabled to unite Rafacla and Andrea, and to marry
his own lady-love Haydée, who is of noble blood. |
‘Scribe has evinced great ingenuity in this story. He
‘presents Loredan as overwhelmed with grief for his
crime in early life ; he makes him the benefactor of
‘the family of his victim, and the saviour of his coun-
try. Powerfully acted as the part of the admiral is
by M. Roger, the story excites intense interest., IHis
'scene of somnambulism was remarkably fine; and
his desperation in the scene of combat, and remorse
in the last acts, as strikingly depicted as if they had
been acted by a first- rate tragedian instead of a tender
tenor. This is in some respects a disadvantage,
as without Roger ¢ Haydée’’ now seems an impos-
sibility. i g

Auber’s freshness of inspiration and ingenious.gom-
binations in the opera are particularly striking.
Nearly all the airs are encored nightly, and the con-
certed pieces create a greap semration. The first act |
opens with a pretty drinking chorus, with a solo for
the tenor. The first air of Haydée is charming and
deliciously scored. The air for the bass was not done
justice to by the singer. A spirited quartet, in which
Andrea introduces a couple of verses, is a very great
favourite with the public. The finale of the last act
begins with an elegant two-part barcarole, sung by
Haydée and Rafaela; as this dies away, Loredan |§
falling asleep on his couch, Malipieri comes in, and
has a solo vowing vengeance. The scene of somnam-
bulism then begins: the prominent subject is a me-
lody, ‘¢ Ah! que Venise est belle;” and this glides
in at various times, whilst the entire action of playing’
the fatal game is a most marvellous and histrionic g

triumph for Roger. €% ewA b o« La
~ There is an entr’acte describing a battle-piece, of &
vigorous character, which with a first-rate orchestra j§
like that of Costa would have an amazing effect. A:
chorus of victory, at- the rising of the curtain at the §
second act, is full of animation. Rafaelec has an ex-
quisite air, the theme of which is heard in the over-
| ture on the oboe. ‘Then comes a gem, ¢ La corvette
qui attend la brise,” one of.the loveliest melodies
or heard., Domenico asks Haydée to sing this
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