
A B A T T L E S O N G F O R H U N G A R Y . 

O u r F a t h e r l a n d ' s in d a n g e r ! 

Arouse from hi l l and vale, 

F r o m rocky steep, and forest shade, 

W i t h helm, and plume, and m a i l : 

T h e tyrant 's heel is on our soil, 

H i s hordes are on our plain, 

O h ! drive these thirsty blood-hound's back 

Into their homes a^ain. 

T h e shouts of gathering legions 

T h e whispering breezos bear, 

U i <fc §~Q - ^ n t * spl intering lance, and bugle horn, 

B r e a k on the startled a i r ; 
< ^ / W , B u t we wil l hush the battle drum 

h /QS— (¡9 Awhi l e , and bend the knee , 

~i A n d ask that l i e wil l make us strong, 

A n d set our Country free ! 

O u r cause is j u s t and h o l y — 

Wo strike for home and hearth ; 

Around us lie the sacred graves 

O f those who gave us b ir th . 

A n d shal l the Cossack clown and slave 

W i t h rude and reckless tread. 

Insult the l iving in their homes, 

A n d trample on the dead? 
IV. 

T h e time for might and power, 
T o bind the despot's chains 

fs gone ! and Freedom's a l tar fires 

A r e blaring on our p la ins ; 
A n d by their pure and dazzling glare 

W e ' l l arm us for the f r a y ; 
Whi le crown and sceptre, throne and k in 

F o r e v e r pass away. 

To arms ! then proudly gather 

From mountain, stream, and crag. 

A n d , l ike a rainbow in the sky , 

U n f u r l our stainless Hag. 

T h e foe is up ! but we'll not fear 

The tyrant's cursed band, 

For we wi l l pray to God above, 

T o save our F a t h e r - l a n d .  e
ko

ny
vt

ar
.s

k-
sz

eg
ed

.h
u 

 e
ko

ny
vt

ar
.s

k-
sz

eg
ed

.h
u 


