.\. BATTLE SONG FOR HUNGARY.

F
Our Fatherland 's in danger !
Arouse from hill and vale,
From rocky steep, and forest shade
With helm, and plume, qud mail ;
{ 3 The tyrant’s heel is on our i &

: = And splinterin 3 gle horn,
/fi‘o = =4 Break on tay)led air;
U, . _ But we willhp attl drum

Sl = o L a5 Country free!
.
nr@ Jjust and holy—
== - Ve strike for home and hearth ;

( us lie the sacred graves
\ i =] Of those who gave us birth,

= = ul ghall the Cossack elown and slave
With rude and reckless tread,

2 in their homes,

Insult the |

— —_— &Q And trample on the dead *
W,

@ The time for might and power,

% To bind the despot’s chains

I gone ! and Freedow's altar fires

%

Are blazing on our plains;
And by their pure and dazzling glare
We'll arm us for the fray;
While erown and sceptre, throne and king,
Q = Porever pass away,

To arms ! then proudly gather
From mountain, stream, and crag,

g — And, like o rainbow in the sky,

Unfurl our stainless flag.
The foe is up ! but we'll not fear

— The tyrant’s cursed baud,
; ! For we will pray to God above,
To save our Father-land.

—— — W. H.W.



