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HARMONIC UNIO)
——

At the concert of last evening were performed Macfarren’s
cantata, entitled * me nd Handels * Alesander’s
ocalists beiog Miss Dolby, Miss
Stabbach, and Mrs. Welsl, Mr. Galer, and Mr, Weiss; the | ¢
| conductor, as usual, Mr. Benedict. The programme also in- | ¥
.| cluded aoother importaut matter—namely, the execution of |
Mendelssohn’s fine violia concerto by M. Ssinton.

During last season, the public was made acquainted with
Mr. Macfarren’s musieal illustration of Biirger's celebrated
* Ballade” tbrough two performances, the first of which wag
siven by the directors of the Rosal Academy, the second by

1

the Harmonic Union. The geeat merits of the score were |3
| then generally recognised, and a large smount of eulogy was |
slso most justly bestowed upon Mr. Joha Oxenford’s faith-
travslation of the German poem, of whmh

wich, though more strict, loavee, in other respects, much to |
be desired, whilst the translations by Mr. Albert Smith, and
, | others, sre scarcely more satisfactory.

To Mr. Jobu Oxeaford, therefore, belongs the honour of
baviog given us the form and spirit of Biirger’s extraordinary

by being forced to adapt his words to the notes of the com-
poser, whilst closely following the sense and metre of Birger, |
imparts additional lustre to the admirsble result of bis
labours, Asthe* Ballade” of “Lenora’ may not be familiar
to all our readers, the following brief account of it will not, |
perhaps, be considered superfluous :—

 Lenora, a German maiden, has a lover ia the wars. At |

inasl nn.
recitative, of the doubts and fears which oppress her in con- | !
sequence of a dream she has ba w is besrd a jubilant ||
, | chorus, which tells of the conclusion of the wor and the re-
* | oiciogs of returaed soldicrs with their relatives, lovers, or ||
friends.

Lenora, haviog seioly sought her beloved Willian |
amongst the crowd, falls int) a psroxysm of grief, and, de- | i
+ | spite the entreaties and reproofs of her mother, wildly up- | ¢
:| braids Heaven with haviog deseried ber. Anon, wearied
| out, she sleeps, when the terrible dream, ending in & mors |
| terrible reality, visits her. |
| A mysterious serenade is heard.  Wiltiam is beneath the |

sleeper’s window, entreating ber to come forth, and ride ||
behind him on his steed a bundred miles to celebrate their | |
nuptials. ‘The girl, after some hesitation, complies, aad the ' |
| mystic ride commences.

" “ Harry ! Hurry ! Tramp ! Tramp! Tramp ! * they
g0 over hill and dale with lightning speed, whilst spirits
‘ bover in the sir, or whirl around in frantic glee, singing
b h the bride. The g gibbets
cive up ther dead.to awll the Joyors frain, sud celabrate
| the bridal.
*| “Hurry ! Hurry ! Tramp ! Tramp ! Tramp ! onward
| they go $hrough the pale moonlight, whilst trees, racks, |
water, sky, seem confused in one chaotic mass to the
|
1| maiden’s eyes, almost blinded by the miraculous velocity
with which sbe proceeds.  William from time to time says
| o her, in chilling uncarthly tones, * Fear'st thou, my love
.| See how the dead can ride ! and she, shuddering, replies,
“Ah!no! yet leave the dead ! At lingth the goalis won
;‘mm hideous rejoicings. The moon still shines brightly,
| and, ere morning’s dawn, the marrisge must be consum-
mated ; but a warrior's suit is unfittiog attire for a bride-
groom—it must he changed ; and now, see! what new terror
seizes the heart of Lenora ? Picco by piece, the horseman’s
armour slowly drops from bis form, gradually revesliog the
bare aud sapless bones, the eyeless sockets, and grinning
jaws of King Death, whilst, to complete m picture, in thoss |
!‘ bands where late were held the bric he whip, the
7 eythe and bour-glass appear. Tho grisly figare touches
¢! Lenora, and s withers.The marioge i conummatedes
| she is Death’s brid

Her desperate aad tuplons gief hay, in fact, destroyed
Her; and this barroming dreaw, the fspriog of freuey,
, | serves to expedite ber untimely en
3| " The moral of the tale is, we presume, that re
» | mission to the wil,aad confidence a i

reimper: { which mmhbly brings
its own puishment; deed, expressed in the |

i | inal chorus, * Whatever ‘uef thy hesrt may tear.
i A subiect more suggestive of wild romantic music, could |
1| hardl ; aad we are happy to say, for the honour
| of B , that Mr. Macfarren’s illustration of it is
| truly pnmul and master]

e performance was on this gccasion excellent, the ren- |
| dering of the great *'ride scene,” which for picturesqueness
| and unity of design may be compared with the best works of
;| Mendelssobn, bﬂn‘ entitled to special eulogy. At the con-
| lusion of the acfarren was unasimously |
| Gaied fo, nad onthu ¥ B
‘ M. Saiaton’s most artist tion of Mendelssobn’s
violin'concerto also elicited sp) mm of the warmest ind, |
| and the performance of Handel’s ** Alexander’
!| though not it )ruprnu:hlble, “was on the whole ereditable |
to the institutio
‘ or the Rext ‘concert we are promised Mendelssoha's

'
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