
The Hungarian's d e s p a i r 

Oh I God, d i d s ' t thou not h e a r the cry-
That r e n t the Heavens * i t h i t s d e s p a i r ? 
Doth the " t h i c k d a r k n e s s " t r a t su/rounds Thee 
Shut out the w a i l i n g s of the people's woe. 
And h i d e the blood t h a t t y r a n t s cause to flow? 
I s K o s s u t h ' s f a i t h i n v a i n ? - h i s hope 
I n God's d e l i v e r a n c e but an a i r y 
Phantom,- mocking h i s h e a r t ' s wrong? 
Dost Thou, unheeding of the r i g h t , 
S t i l l a i d the strong? 
Our sun has s e t i n blood,- the n i g h t 
Of s u f f e r i n g f o r our country comes -
Did e r e " p a t e r n a l " A u s t r i a f o r g i v e 
Her p a t r o i t sons? 
Alone, we met the a l l i e d h o s t s 
of C z a r and Emperor; and e r e 
Old England's l i o n had roused h e r 
F o r the c o n f l i c t , - or Columbia's e a g l e 
Soared f o r the f r i e n d l y f l i g h t , 
O ppression's prey was s e i z e d , 
And s w i f t the s t o r y of our m i s e r y 
I s borne on every b r e e z e . 
S p i r i t of L i b e r t y I *• had hoped 
To s h r i n e thee I n our homes. 
And i n our h e a r t s thou d w e l l e e t , 
But r e s t thou can' s t not f i n d , nov v.e,-
God of our f a t h e r s , can we s t i l l hope i n THEE? 

Anonymous 

From: Newburyport, Mass., H e r a l d , 
Sep. 14, 1849. 
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