EOSSOTH IN PRISON,
{ AFTER HIS LAST BATTLE.

“prestun’s balococr hogus,
anatlied by blowding s 40 son,
The! ballod oit, is ever wou I"—Braoy,
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. Martyrs of freedom. your sympathies hlending,

{ Whotn here 1 invoke from the lone Danybe’s shore,
. Tho' vaquished the cause of ny country i

My spirit, unconquered, soars free miai’ncu 1
It i o
'\~ Up! up and prouse yo from lethargy's slumbers,
Fav tytants aro rivetting stranger our chinins i
Euough of Hungarian valor remains.
.

Lo! where the despot Jics failed in his Tair,
Who trampled on Freedom, usurping our right;
« Tho' buffled, our henrts ne'er shall ciouch to despair,
Uur enuse is not lost, nor our star set in night !

L’ w.
|7 By our heroes who 've fullen
| By their doads whic pired & nobler doo
= By the glory of Freedo: ¥ the bopes
iy thie mourners who weep o'er the P

! by our Lome's desninlhy

{ Vo
By thesc, and the prayers which we o )

By tha links which unite us in one Loty fin.
1" -By our spirits immortal, one chains shuil be 0y

Wo'll conguer vur bitth-right, as mnrsxye we il dia, Ei S
b Bolaljoatd
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—  Up! upin your prowess, shrink not from their numbers, [Ta—— [
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