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Csatdjok nem volt pirterata,
'S dbrindos képzelet,
Melly dal alkotni virait
A koz romlis felett ;

Mely poklok mélyibal idéz
Viszdlyok angyalat,
! Hogy vérszinmel boritsa be
A béke hajnalit;

Hogy nyomdokin lingvésa, gvilok,

Rablix pusztitsanak,
'S a szizad szebb reményei
Sirokba hulljanak.

Csatdjok o védelmezett

Népjog esatijn volt,
Mellyet szent jog, és szent kite
| Ellen, zsarnok tiport.

Keblokben a kozén k
Szerelme Lingold

turtenck ;
szép égi lény,

“érzettek ¢s elhulltak ok,
De gyozedelmesen,

Tettok sigirn dtragyog

ldin coyészeten.
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They fought—but not i
Or at Ambition’g«

of war with bloody hands
he form of Peace.

eir fight was with no ruthless aim,
By fire and sword to trace

The progress of their conquering march,
And Time’s best hope efface.

They fought for liberty and right,
Their country’s sacred cause,

To stem the oppressing tyrant’s might,
For justice and their laws.

One common spirit their eourage fired,
Their country’s common weal ;

This spirit nerved the patriot’s arm—
This raised the patriot’s zeal.

To despot’s will or tyrant rule
They could not bow the head :

Liberty, fair form of heaven!
For thee thev fought and bled.

They bled and yielded up their sonls,
Still conquering in the fight;

And in all time their chivalry
Will shine with Tustre bright.
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The flowers that spriy
Shall brighten wi
The breeze thatpass
O’er the

Diesoség bijvirdgai
Vérokbol termenek,

'S sirjukbdl nagy viligba dt
Hirszellok lengenek.

Mirviny oszlopra tettoket,
Orok betiiivel

A torténet komoly szavd
Muzsija visi fel.

Mint vittanak, mint estek el

i glorious deeds for Freedom done,
Szabadsdg Larczain, And how they fought and fell, =
Beszéli a vindor rege z In many a patriot legend sung, :
Utddok ajkain. Posterity will tell.
Kiket meg kimdlt a haldl, o The few whom war and tyrants spared
A férfi bajnokok,

Are outcasts from their home;
And noble warriors, for bread,
Now o'er the wide world roam. : 7

Vagyontalan toldonfutdk
Hazatlan vandorok.

Hazdjok most bustemetd,
Népetlen pusztasig,

L LY

The land in desolation lies,
A country of the tomb; P ar s

On sites of palaces and towns ° F =
The lonely wild flowers bloom.

The din of busy towns is still’d, - ' F o
Their streets are desolate ; Y
The maiden’s face with grief is pale, - e
For suffering country’s fate.

"Midst lonely ruins of the land
Old fathers sit forlorn,

And for their hapless country’s lnt
With hopeless sorrow mourn. =

Apik lozvngeneh
ik egy jovo szebb kor feldl,
Kétségbe estenek.
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Ti gyiszlo nok, dsziilt apik,
Gydmtalan magzatok !

Elgizlott honotok felett
Szunjon sirdlmatok.

time = «till in store,

When, rousing from the dust our sons,
The Judge who rules the skies,

With thundering command shall bid
Our land to freedom rise.

E’ porba omlott szép haza
Fel fog virmilni még;
Van bird a felhok felott,
All a villimos ég.
Az dsz mindenhatd tiize
Tiamad fel ellene, <5
'S a zsoldos szablyik cgrein
U_\:'n'?. i kor szellenn

The econquering powers of mind will then,
Bursting from hated thrall,

Our tyrants erush; for hireling swords
From nerveless arms shall fall.

The tomb-like mourning will be changed
Into the joyful song;

And the far frontiers of the land
The echo still prolong.

E' sir gyisa

Hangokka +

Upon our country’s mighty plains,
‘Where truest blood was shed,—
The tears of freedom nourishing—
The sweetest flowers are spread.

legtibb honfivér lepé
A harezi sikokat
A nép szabadsig ott tenyéset
Legszebb virgokat.
Basza.




