The Hungarian's dllpn: o

Oh! God, dids't thou not hur r{

That remt the Heavems with r?

Doth the "thiek darkness" t rounds Thee
Shut out the wailings of e's woe,
And hide the blood that 8.gause to flow?
Is Kossputh's falth in va & hope

In God's del!.nraun iry

Phantom, « moe 'a wrong?

Dost Thou, unhse 1. ri;ht,
Stlll ald the st

Qur sun has set in b »= the night
er mﬁ'o .tor ountry comes -

. Did ere " ustria forgive
Her n.tro!.t l
Alone, we mot od hoatl
of Czar lad
01d England M mu\‘l her
For thl €0 or Columbia's eagle
Soared re md!.y flight,

m waa selzed,
' stor; of our misery
- breege.

bertyl We had hoped

homes,
hearts thou dwcllut,

- thou can'at mot find, nor we,-
our fathers, can we still hope in THEE?

Q Anonymous
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