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The Ballad of Ferencz Renyi. 

E U X G A H T , 1846. 

TH I S is the story of K e n y i , 
A n d w h e n you have heard it through, 

P r a y G o d H e send no t r i a l l i k e h i s 
T o try the faith of y o u ! 

A n d i f h i s doom he upon y o u , 
T h e n m a y G o d grant y o u t h i s : 

T o fight as good a fight as he , 
A n d win a crown l ike his ! 

H e was strong a n d handsome a n d happy , 
Beloved a n d loving and young, 

W i t h eyes that m e n set the i r trust i n , 
A n d the fire of his soul on h i s tongue. 

H e loved the S p i r i t of F r e e d o m 
11«' hated his eountry's wrongs, 

l i e told the patriots' stories, 
A n d he sang the patriots' songs. 

W i t h mother a n d sister and sweetheart 
H i s safe glad days went by, 

T i l l H u n g a r y cal led on her chi ldren 
T o a r m , to fight, and to die. 

' Good-bye to mother and s i s ter; 
Good-bye to m y sweet sweetheart ; 

I fight for y o u — y o u pray for m e , 
W e shal l not be apart ! ' 

T h e women prayed at the sunrise , ; 

T h e y prayed when the skies grew d i m ; 
H i s mother a n d s is ter prayed for the Cause , 

H i s sweetheart p r a y e d for h i m . ek
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THE BALLAD OF EERENCZ RES7VI. 

F o r mother and sister and sweetheart, 

B u t most for the true and the r ight . 

H e low la id down h i s own life's hopes 

A n d l ed h i s men to fig]it. 

S k i r m i s h i n g , scouting, and spying. 
N i g h t - w a t c h , attack, and defeat ; 

T h e resolute, desperate righting. 

T h e hopeless, reluctant retreat ; 

R u i n , defeat, ani l disaster, 

C a p t u r e a n d loss and despair, 
A n d h a l f of his regiment hidden, 

A n d only t h i s m a n knew where ! 

P r i s o n e r , fast bound, son- w o u n d «1, 

T h e y brought h i m roughly along, 
W i t h Ids body as weak and broken 

A s h i s sp ir i t was s-eadfa-t and I m n g . 

Before the Austr ian genera l— 

* W h e r e are y o u r men V ' lie heard : 
H e looked blaek death in i - - ugly f., • 

A n d answered never a word. 
' W h e r e is your regime:.t h i d d e n ? 

S p e a k — y o u are pardoned straight 
N o ? W e can find dumb dogs their tongnc 

Y o u rebel r e p r o b a t e ! ' 

T h e y dragged h i s mother and gisb r 
I n t o the open ha l l . 

' G i v e u p your m e n , i f these women 
A r e dear to y o u r heart tit a l l ! ' 

H e turned h i s eyes on his sister, 
A n d spoke to her s i l e n t l y ; 

S h e answered h i s si lence w i th speaking. 
A n d straight from the heart spoke -he. 

' I f you betray y o u r country 
Y o u spit on our father's n a m e : 

A n d what is life wi thout h o n o u r ? 
A n d what i s death without shaine ? * ek
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THE BALLAD OF FERENCZ RE.XYI. 

H e looked on the mother who bore h i m , 

A n d h e r smile was splendid to s e e ; 

H e h i d h i s face w i t h a bi t ter cry, 

B u t never a word said he. 

• S o n of m y body—be silent ! 

M y days at the best are few, 

A n d I shal l know how to give t h e m , 

Son of m y heart, for y o u ! ' 

H e shivered, set tee th , kept s i lence : 

W i t h ne \ er a plaint or c r y 

T h e women were s la in before h i m , 

A n d he stood a n d saw them die. 

T h e n they brought his lovely beloved, 

Des ire of his heart and eyes. 

• S a y where your m e n are h idden, 

O r say that your sweetheart dies.' 

S h e threw her arms about h i m , 

S h e la id her l ips to h i s cheek : 

' Speak ! for m y sake who love you ! 

L o v e , for our love's sake, speak ! ' 

H i s eyes are b u r n i n g a n d s h i n i n g 

W i t h the fire of i m m o r t a l d i sgrace— 

G o d — w a l k with h i m in the furnace 

A n d strengthen h i s soul for a space ! 

L o n g he looked at h i s sweetheart, 

H i s eyes grew tender and w e t ; 

Close ly he he ld her to h i m , 

H i s l ips to her l ips were set. 

' S e e ! I a m y o u n g ! I love y o u ! 

I a m not ready to die ! 

One word makes us happy for ever, 

T o g e t h e r you a n d I . ' 

H e r hands round his neck were c l ing ing , 

H e r l ips his cold lips caressed ; 

H e suddenly flung her from h i m , 

A n d folded his a r m s on h i s breast. ek
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THE BALLAD OF FEMENOL REXYI. 

S h e wept, she shr ieked, she struggled, 

S h e cursed l u r a i n God's name, 

F o r the woe of h e r early dy ing , 

A n d for h e r dying's shame. 

A n d s t i l l she stood, and h i s silence 

L i k e tire w a - b u r n i n g h i m through, A 

T h i n the m u s k e t s spoke once, and w e r e ^ B W K 
A n d she was s i lent too. 

T h e y t u r n e d to torture him further, 

I f fur ther might b e — i n vain, 

H e h a d h e l d h i s peace i n that threefold foil. 
A n d he never spoke again : 

T h e end of the uttermost anguish 

A h u m a n soul could bear, 

W a s the madhouse where tyrants bury 

T h e broken shells of despair. 

B y the heaven renounced at her altar. 

B y the hell tliric-e braved for hei sak 

B y the years of madn«-ss and - • . 

B y the heart thai her enemi - brake. 

B y the y o u n g life's promise ruined, 

B y the years of too l iv ing death, 

B y the passionate self-devotion, 

A n d the absolute perfect faith. 

B y the thousands who know such anguish, 

A n d share such divine renown. 

W h o have borne them bravely in battle, 

A n d won the conqueror's crows. 

B y the torments her ch i ldren have suffered, 

B y the blood that her m a r t y r s will g i w , 

B y the deaths men have died in her senk-e . 

B y these shal l our L i b e r t y l i v e ' 

B y the si lence of tears , in the burden 
O f the wrongs we some day wi l l repay, 

L i v e the brothers who died i n a l l ages 

F o r the F r e e d o m we live for to-day ! 
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