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feelings in verse. It would be quite impossible
1o give a translation of this famous effusion
with its oriental load of imagery, but in modi-
fying it to the spirit of our language, (giving
httle more than its thread of thought,) the
reader may sce ghmpses of the material from
which the great Inish lyrist spun his woof of
sweet fable. Fixing lus keen eyes upon the
bright lips just closed, Le-pih sang:

When first from Heaven's immort~' throngs
The earth-doom’d angels downward came,
And, mourning their enraptured songs,
Walked sadly in our mortal frame;
To those, whose lyres of loftier siring
Had taught the niyniad 1.ps of Heaven,
The song that they forever sing,
A wondrous lyre, ’tis said, was given.
- And go,” the seraph-warder saul,
As from the dizinond gates they flew,
“And wake tiie songs ye here have led
In earthly numbers, pure and new !
And yours shall be the hallowed power
To win the lost to Heaven agaim,
And when earth’s clouds sh:all derkest lower
Your lyre shall breathe its holiest strumn?
Yet, chastened by this inward fire,
Your ot shall be to walk alone,
Save when, perchance, with cchoing lyre,
Y ou touch a spirit like your own;
And whatsoe’er the guise you wear,
To him, *tis given to know you there”

The song over, Le-pih sat with hands folded
across the instrument and hiscyes cast down,
and Taya gazed on him with wondering looks,
vet slowly, and as if unconsciously, she took
from her breast a rose, and wiih a half-stolen
glance at her father, threw it upon the lute.
But frowningly Kwoniootsee rose from his
seat ar? approached the poet.

“Who are vou?" he demanded angrily, as
thebard placed the rose reverently in his i osom.
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With another oheisance to the emperor, and
a deeper one to the fair Taya, he turned, after
this conscise answeer, upon his heel, hfting his
cap 1o his head, which, to the rage of Kwon-
footse, bore not even the gold ball of ars-
tocracy.

“Bind him for the hastinado I cned the in-
funated mandarin to the bearers of the canopy.

The six soldiers dropped their poles to the
ground, but the emperor's varce arrested them.

# He shell have no violence but from you.
feir Tays,” ssid the softencd monarch; “eall
to him by the name he har just pronounced, for
1 would hear that lute again I

“Le-pih { Le-phi ! eried instantly the m
cal voice of the fair girl.

The poet turned and hstened, increduloes
his own cars.

“Ye-pih! Le-pih 1" she repeated, in a &
wone.

Hulf hesitating, half bounding, as [ &
scarce believing he had heard aright, Less
tflew to her feet, and dropped to one kne vy
the cushion before her, his breast heaving zu
his eyes flashing with cager wonder. Tauwy
courage was at 2n end, and she sat w.i 2
eves upon the ground.

“ Give him the lute, Kwonfootse!” said
emperor, swinging himself on the raised coy
with an abandonment of the naperial avoue
pois, which set ringing voilently the hunar
bells suspended in the golden fringes.

“Let not the crow venture again into 12
nest of the eagle,”” mutiered the mandann b
tween his teeth as he hended Jic instrum::|
1o the poet. R

The sound of the bells broughitin the woms]
and courtiers from every quarter of the pi
leged area, and, preluding upun the strings =
eather his scattered senses, while they wa
seating themselves eround hun. Le-pih at &g
fixed his gaze upon the lips of Taya. and cox|
menced his song to an irregular harmony wi
adapted to extempore verse. We have
n vain to put this celebrated song of comp
ment o Enghsh stanzas. It commeacy
with a description of Tava's beauty, and 2
enumeration of things she resembled, dweliz
most upon the blue lily, which seeins to bt
been Lie-jeh’s favearite flower.  The burtss
of the conclusion, however, 1s the new iz
every thing assumed in her presence. - Oft
light in this garden,” he says, “there 15 ¢z
beam worth all the glory »f the moon, for:
sleeps on the eve of Tayva. Taya looks o1
flower, and that flower scems to me, wih =
pure eve to gaze after her for ever. Tamt
1acket of blue silk is my passon. If anges
wvisit me in my dreams, let them be dreses
like Tava. Ilove the broken spungle mis
slipper better than the first star of eveninz—
Bring me, ull 1 dic, wnner leaves from =
water-lily, since white and fragrant hke thm
are the iceth of Taya.  Cali e, should I sleg.
when rises the erescent moon, for the Lluest
i its hend carves hke the drooped eve of Taws
&c. &e.

#* By the immortal Fo !’ cried the empe
rasing himself bolt upnght in his char, 253
poet ceased, ¥ vou shall be the bard of Ty

Those arc my sennments better expig




