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THE SHRUBBERY.

: [cONCILUDED FRQM OUR LAST.]

THE converfation at breakfaft bécame warm and
interefting ; literature and mufic were the principal
topics. Julia was not filent on either; fhe difcovered
a delicacy and corre@nefls of tafte which aftonifhed
Melmoth. e

¢ The ftudy of mufic,” faid he, ¢ while it {weetly .
foothes the fenfe of hearing, touches the foul, and
clevates and refines its nature. I am perfuaded there
pever was a poet who had not a tafte for it; though
1 cannot go fo tar as a French writer, who affirmed,
that he who is infenfible to 1ts effe@s has but half a
foul’ -
¢ Shakelpeare's celebrated affertion is not bolder,’
faid Mr. Hartdb, ¢ but I think 1 can confute you by
a fingle inftance : Garrick bad no ear for mufic !
¢ The Italians,’ faid Julia, ¢ are enthufiafts in the

it. - The fine nerves of Rouffeau were tremblingly

ity with-thesARETE hand, have

dea of mufic to the mind, in their moft affe&ting
feenes. Marmontelle bas given to Fourofe his haut-
oy ; Julia de Roubigge has her harplichord, and
(Maria de Moulines has her lute.’

“1 do not know a fweeter poem in the language,’
cturned Meclmoth, ¢ than the Minftrele It breathes
a [pirit of melancholy eathufiafin,” which captivates
he mind irrefitibly.  The chara@®er of Edwin is
fiawn with exquifite tafte, and exlhibits fome of the
10ft romantic feenes in nature. The idea of reclining
at a diftance from the village dance, ¢ foothed with
he foft notes warbling in the wind,' is inexpreflibly
beautiful.  Norlefs {o is the refle@tion it Tuggefts.

“Isthere a heart that mufic cannot melt !

* Alas, how is that rugged heart forlorn !

Is there who ne'er thole myitic tranfports felt,
Of folitude and melancholy born ?

is petition in favour of the finging bird is fweetly
ympathetic ' ’

¢ Q let them ne'er, with artificial note,

To pleafe a tyrant, firain their Lttle blil;

Byt fing what Heaven infpires, and wander where

.thy will. : -

Julia’s eye brightened, as he repeated thefe lines ;
ut the unhappy end of her black-bicds had thrown

n-air.of (adnefs—over her features-which all her ef. -

rts could not diffipates It had Ramped upon her
ountenance

e That expreflion fweet, of melancholy,
Which captivates the foul,” .

nd, as Melmoth was acquainted with its amiable
aufe, it operated on his feelings with peculiar energy.
The heare of Julia was attuned to gentle emotions,
Ind whenever the.faded form ot forrow met her eye,
= tear of fympathy trembled in it, I have feen her
tout in a morning oh her little errands of charity
D the poor of the village, She entered every cottage
ith {uch a fmile of fweetnels, and liftened to every
dle of family diftrels with fuch a look of tender con-
M, that my heart dilated at the fight. I would not
ave cx_changcd my feelings on that occafion for thoie
2y one under Ifeaven, but herfelf.  Though
nited to her by no clofer bond than that of humani.
s 1 fele a pride, an honelt pride in 'the connexion ;
felt a dignity “in my nature which I had never
nowr before, o
In the evening they failed upon the lake, the furs
e of which was juft rufled enough to (hew it was
156- A cormorant ‘was flying over it and fithing ;
.ldupon the banks, which are (teep and fhagged with
d fhrube, huvgr a few goats.  Here and there a
_otefqu.c mafs of rock projes boldly over the water,
ith 3 fittle thining torrent falling from its brow, and
ten through the [precipices appears a fmooth gréen
W% embofomed .in old woods, which _climb  half
Z‘-_“P ‘he.mnuntain"s fide, and difcover above them
' fé"kﬂ'l line of craggs that crown the feene. All
objedts were interted on the bjue furface of the

'?t‘;"d'ﬂo fooner had the hoat pulhed off from the

°dsy anll mountains, palled by in filent (ucceffio
p ach fide, amd chanyed ihci;:');igurc at every yardll
Ay of the fetting fun gave a glow to the
“3{:‘3 and Mplm,osh,threw an air of enchanymeng
: dd“tt‘:g‘tgc foft ndtes of his flute. Qur voyagers
C‘Y'iﬁ‘:%d"- 'ﬂﬂ:l;h their expedition, *, They, coafted
9ar pointed
€% The

out fiew beanties, and infpired new

Lt 4l deepeft ﬂnadé,'béﬁrc"'ibcr landed..,

art ; and the French feem to have imbibed their fpi-

alive—to- its-powers-;—aund-his-extdme-fondnels-forit, - . -

rhrscbeardy. s analmelt-cvery.-pags -obulis: -
hiorks. aaam’%p%m‘emmm i
& FRticrally prefented the==""

ulte

1an they flarted, into mation.  The rocks, and

fpiric of plcafure left nos 3 frgle fegond

N ol plg - did not’ uttet a word in reply, higAeeh
Yreapcy, and evéning had overfhadowed them with et

_let him; he ftood -motiemlels as’ & {tage, 'g:iiih% on

==

" When Melmoth retired to his chamber, and re-
viewed the little incidents of the paft day, the exqui-
fite fenfibility of Julia thrilled his heart.—He took
out his pocket-book ‘and penciled upon a flip of paper
the following lines : » '

 THE BLACK-BIRDS—AN ELEGT.
Spring had return'd, and nature smil'd,
Verdure had crown’d each wood and vale,
All was compos'd, serene’and mild,
And notes of pleasure swell'd the gale.

*Taas then a black-bird and its mate
In a seringo built their nest,
The patient hen assiduous sate
- With trembling wings and heaving breast.

Two chirpers soon rewartl their care,

The pledges of their mutual love ;

The pleasing task the parents share,

And range for food the blossom’d grove.
Returning through a shrubb'ry mead,

The gentle pairy with anguish, saw ’
Their little ones expiring bleed

Beneath a wanton tyrant’s paw.

In vain they feebly flutter'd round,

his foul. Al the fond bopes whichi he had cherifhedd
fo long, were now extinguifhed, and in the very mo-

ment when he expetted théli completion. He walked
iip to the gate, but he could not open it; itled to 2

fcenc ‘which he knew would unman him—he let the

latch fall, and burft into tears.

An interval of reafon fucceeded—it was ?ﬂ'i"“"’?‘\ :
. of paticnce, humility and hope—but it was fhort.

The frenzy of his foul returned; he inftantly burft
the gate open, and rulhed violently through. =~ ~

As hehurricd along the path’that vy'mdcd among
the tomb-ftones, his eye looked round involuptanly
for the objeéts it moft dreaded to fix on ; and it foon
found them. A number of mourners had rangcd‘
themfelves in a little circle round a grave on one fide ;
it was an interefting group, and Melmoth drew near
to examine the weeping figures which compofed it.
They were villagers, whofc families Julia had been
enabled by her father to keep from want, and who
afked leave to pay this laft tribute of gratitude to her
memory. -Mr. Hartop ftood advanced a few paces
before the reft, with the voluie of infpiration in his
hand. There was a manly refignation expreffed in
his countenance, and a firmnefs in the tone of bis
voice, which fhamed Melmoth for his weaknefs—ex-
cept now and then, when a tear ftole down his cheek,

.and melted his accent. - He had loftall that was dear

to him in this world, and his

¢ We'll melt the murd'rer’s heart, and die,
¢ With wings stretch’d jfondly o'er our young.'

When he had finithed, he thought {omething was -

ftill wanting—he had not paid a compliment to Julia.
He cut his pencil again and again, but it would not
do; the ftring was too fine to touch upon. He went
to bed in defpair. :

In the morning, when he took his leave, he pre-
fented the paper to Julia. She read the title, and
put it into, her bofom, with a fmile—but that fmile
betrayed a fecret which (he wifhed to have concealed:
It forced a tear down her cheek, -

Spirits of love and fympathy ! infpirers of the foft
affe@ions, of all that is beautiful in feeling and cle-
vated in thought! ye alone can tell, ye who ‘can
awake fuch thrilfing harmony from that fweet inftru-
ment the human fouly ye alone can tell what fine,
what exquifitely fine cement unites congenial natures,
what magnoetic principles operate on them. :

It was not tll three years after, when Melmoth
returned from making the tour of Europe, that he
had an opportunity of revifiting his friends. He had
written to them f{everal-times on his travels, but he
had.never received any anfwer, and he concluded that
his letters had mifcarried. Interefting ds were all the
various f{cenes which had paffed under his eye during
that interval, they had notonce diverted his thoughts
from the beloved ohje of their contemplation—Julia
mingled in every idea; he had paffions, fighs, {enti-
ments and f{enfations, only for Julia. As foon as he
arrived in Londony he obtained his father’s confent to
afk her hand, and immediately fet out for Wellmore-
land. - 1t was towards the clofe of the third day
when he reached the banks of the lake, and he or-
dered the poft-chaife to drive to the by-path, intends
ing to walk up to the houle through the fhrubbery,
that he might furprize them the more agreeably. -

When he opened the wicket he was prefented with

a fcene embellifhed with all the beauties of fpring.

The lilac was in full blow, and the labusnum dropt
its golden cluflers in a grand profufion; while the
fofter bloffoms of the apple and almond: appeared
above the refl, and were finely relieved by the frefh
verdure of their foliage. Melmoth recognized every
nbject with the feeling of a friend. Every tree and
fhrub recalled to his mind the ideas they had infpired,
when he had firft walked -under their fhade, and he
bade them welcome with as much ardour as if they
had been animate. He-looked down, as he pafled,

at the bench upon which he fat when the voice of pool hung round with willows, It was a fcenc in unin,’
his Julia firt broke upon his car; and his heart ex- fon with. his feelings, and he threw himfelf upan &.%
as he looked. But his impatience would not feat to indulge the melancholy which had taken pofe ..
fuffer him_.to induige the idea. He had a thoufand - fefion of his foul... He.looked back.on.the paft,:and.... .
things to {xy, a thoufand little incidents which he had every fenf(ation within him a;:cdféd him of folly.in Bip . .

trealured up in his memory to tell of. Every minute
feemed an age which did not bring the interview

along withrit, and he quickened his pace at every flep.  fhewn him unworthy of it ;" but to go abroad; to linw: -~
; i er fo long in a foreign gountry, o feckthe fociety |
fizting in the porch, and he inquired eagerly if Mr. of firangers while Juﬁa was alive; this begrayed fock’ s -

When he came to the houfe, he found a fervant

Hartop was: within. ¢ No Sir,” (he replied,-¢ be is
juft gone to fpeak over his daughter's grave.” ¢ Whofe’
grave 2 interrupted Melmoth, in a'faultefing voice,

. ¢ Mifs Yulia's, Sir, fhe died laft week of a confumpt
bl 1 ; fied | tion——~That gate opens to- the church-yard,’
oaked into every bay. “Every ftroke”

Melmoth felt “the" intelligence in’ évery riérvel : ]}:
was % the cold poiint'of a dagger.to his hedri: 'He
ngs-wonld ‘pot

vacancy, and loft in the fenfatiors avhich.

- -

o
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¢ Life has no value now'—they sung }

an objeet on “which :iné;'fi—‘iﬁif'ﬁkogkvtda‘\?ﬁ withrdé=—

light, and which the Divine Being muft contemplate:
with peculiar complacency. ' :

As foon as the funeral fervice was over, and the
mourners had departed, Melmoth ftepped up to the
grave, and looked cagerly in. The frantic wildnefs
of his aic ftruck the fexton, who was preparing to
throw the earth into it ; and he ftood fixed ip filent
aftonithment, with his foot lifted up on his fpadei
Meclmoth kept® bending over, with his eye chained to
the infcription on the lid of the coffin—Within it
were the remains of one whdm he had chofen from
the world—fhe was indeed Ais worlde—he had feen
her walk—her eyes, now for ever clofed, had once—
and who could not have interpreted their language~—
had once convetfed tenderly with his.  The thought
cut him to .the foulehe could not bear it, and he
walked haftily away—but he had not gone ten paces
beforce his ftrength failed him, and he returned back
to take another look.' He was too late—the {exton
had already fallen to work, and the coffin was to be
feen no more, for the laft fpadeful of earth had.cos
vered it. A tear Rarted in his eye at the difappoint-.
ment—he looked wiftfully at the man a moment, but
had not the heart to reproach him for ite—every fecl-

foul'was how Teady o
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ing within him™ was turned to tendernefs ; 'he Tetched
a deep figh, and walked flowly away, weeping as he
walked, : .

+ In his return to the parfonage he met fome of the
mourners who had been condu@ing Mr. Hartop home,
and he commanded firmnels cnough to inquirc the
particulars of an event, the fudden difclofure of which
had fo unhinged hjm. Mr. Hartop, they faid, had
been confined the year preceding, by a long and dan,

gerous illnefs; and the clofenefs and anxiety with - -
that pe. -

which his daughter had attended him durin
riod, had brought on a flow fever that foon threw
her into a decline. 5@ . @ ,

When Melmoth came to the gate he felt bimfelf
ill qualified to a& the part of a comforter, and he
took a turn into the garden in order to compofe him-
felf. But gulia had not left the fifades, which fhe
had rendered fo dear to him. They were ful) of her.
He faw Her in every obje&, he felt her at every ftep ;
at every inftant he heard her well known voice;

Sweet as the fhepherd's pipe upon the mountains,

In every wood-fcene her gentle figure appeared at 2’
diftance among the trees ; fhe fat upon every bench,
and ftood liftening befide every water-fall. He took
a path that foon brought him to the edge of a fmall

condué to the Hartops. To have delayed an allianee,
- even for & moment, with .fuch virtuc, wounld have

infenfibility . ghat ‘be ‘could never. forgive > himlelf;
He was riflng.in an agooy of ,vexarl;an"and :
‘when bappening.to tur his £pe towards the'tree;
hich e bis £ye the :

"who had’ done it Jplia did pot fo
tie had deferted Julia, Fhe idea of i tis iy
:ad “her,'Was . more thap ‘he, conld beapaep
fecling - ppvolted "at it He “took colliHie:Hie
antl," wiping “aixy ‘thes tear- that dimmed by

v
T,

- e feat’ was fixed, ht oblerved N!!»,fn'li Pt
. cut on the bark of jt.  Hiy bieartinftan A b
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