WHITTVERL
i

Not to the swift, nor to the stro
The battles of the right belong,

The armor of the captive's

And nature proffers to ki
The strength of the oterf

Strives evermore of fédr]

With Nature and jeNOtts  gods,
And dareg the dreGd i awhich late
Or soon, their righ vindicate.
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k iigyét segiti meg

%{m-mﬁa:rf 8 az Istenck;
Mig az, ki jogra mem vigydz,
Cyorddba hajt, tipor, igdz,
Ezerszer is ha hadba szdll
Kaxzikla gitakat toldl
@ 8 elvessti 6t a gyitrelem:

Tguz iigyé a gydzelem.



