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like gulls
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j%;'ﬂm abrupily, the strife

Nt the dusky night
Andd he forest
iy and tumbling.

e
;@Im of the haughty cliffs

oaming,
ove, the slender pinelrees

'r‘ the occan,

Ceased siddeniy

Amd from the wounded, bleeding
Valley, cliffs

Clang the sencrous, warm,
Virgin-pure sounds

Wherein this great primeval forest
Hides the scerecy of the interred
Hungarian Dell,

Hs sound vecales devotion
Even as al church

Holy emotion,

And causes hearts to flame.
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Golden bell, dear bell

Embracing woras mingle 7
With the exhausted worn-out night. {

Thy tones shine, and kindle a night Ia
And shake us inwardly
Heigho ! manfully ! @
Though, silent now, right and le,

Above and below, the cliff's be,

Or s it the voiwce of millions of he

That sounds with dignity :
Thou mutilated Earih,

Torn, and clawed into four pgrt
O ! bleed not to deathy htﬂ not fo death
1t is not the last, its not\an_eagless right.
By Christ's five won
1 say this,

1 say this!

And while thys his dg}r‘ce speal:s
Over flowindg softly lissolving
COwer the, e ck mountains

N
|

fte s
at-on the enslaved mountains

In the wild storm

Deep and wonderful,

Belief is once again

Horn.
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