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( Away | would you own the dread rapture Q
- S— Beek the host-rolling plain of the mighty I
Where the giants of yore from thoir munsi n,

'er the ocean-wide floor play the game

Hark ! hatk | how the earth "neath thy ent reels,

ik ARd Tn the hurricane chatge—in the thun hola; |
How the hearts of the forests roboad \

o 183 In their mantles of smoke, throug morass] i

In the tent of Dembinski the ta
But no need for the dusk ligh

In the mind of the chicf—im bi
All the war stands al

God ! the battle is
Frecdom thunders her
I the sunring hurrs
Sends the voice of

O hear, God of
Let the edges of)
And the weight
Speed death to

Batiles, rejoice!

Btiery’s volee—
stifled moan— |

the foot of thy throne.

people’s appeal ;

shurp on their steel,

tion aud swiltness of fear

their bullets' career!

Heoly Nature, arip! u thy bosom in weath

Slmﬁu the frestifpfies forth on the enemy's path, p

Thapghe ders may march by the road -3

c uding the city of God!

As 1) their courses ‘gainst Siscra strove,

i the fone, in the sick air above §

v his earcasses lung on the foe, ==
of the Theiss, in your torrents below !

As the Grdil of the Peal susuriing away,

Let 1l oon-meltad in silence deeay ;

Till th track of corruption alune in the nic —

Il toll sickened Europe the Rnss has been thers |

¢ 1 stay I—in thy fervour of sympathy pause, i
NOr becowe inlinmane in humanity’s eause ;
— % A the poor Russian <lave have to wrong been abused, 1

Are the ties of Christ's brotherhood all to be loosed?

“The mothers of Moscow whe offer the breast —
To their urphans, have hearts, s the mothers of Pest;
Nor are los's aspirations more tenderly drawn =i
From the bosoms of youth by the Theiss than the Don,
God of Russian and Magyar, who neler hnst designed ]
o ono shedding of blood for tho sins of mankind,
ot of hatths and bloadshed art thon, |
p @ ‘0 the war-weuried nations be pitiful now !

Am|[ if not with renown, with affections snd lives, ==
Send the poor Russinns home to their children and wives |—
But you fill all iy bosom with tamult once
Wit ! Gorgey surrendered! What! Bem's battles o'er!
What ! the horrible Haynau victorious 1—Oh God,
Give us patience 1o bow to thy terrible rod |
Weep, Freedom! in all thy last citudels, weep,
From the Adrian wole to (he Adrian deep;
Aund England, seducer, deserter | are
On the beights of the Koosh for the hug of the Bear!
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Turn the hearts of the kings—let the Magyar agai
s the harvests of puace ia bountifid ,:1..‘:.',"



