N

DAY, olom, W §

/[» 7 %}qﬁaufg c)_fv’fn-y?fwi ;’

Boston, /1592. @
A WOMAN OF HUNGARY. %

A WOMAN OF HUNGA

0'er
Wra the broad moor, whi
ANOW ——
Flanked on each side
s last rays iu s

Zjih its wreaths of

¥, halting on the mits steep,
A “eem waiting for an s00n must come,
Awd Nature thrills ugh all her trembling
frame —
For lo! with so of fife, and rolling drum,

And charge ra and cannon’s breath of flame,

Proad ll-egioul march the Magyar land
rest's darkening aisles they wheel —

ian bold, the Tyrol's heart of fire !

sunlight from their gleaming steel —

trumpets hoarse each warrior soul inspire !

Hungary — so soon to Weep —

0 i the further shade thy patriots pour;
“Bloalstained page the circling years shall keep,
Wit with the sword, mil Hist'ry's magic lore,

Tl slaal'ring Earope wake, and kings shall be no
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“ Eljehn el Magyar!" swift the war-cry rolls
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In rending echoes down the leveled line
The volleying musket Freedom’s toesin tefis
Low, eannon-smitten, sinks the rockine pin :

Still Hungary's banner flings defiant
Still from her front war's erimson ts yeer,
Till like a tempest on the Danabe bo;
Downward, with hugle-blast ° ing cheer,
Bursts throngh her death-thinned flank the thun-
dering Cuirassier!

Shout, Austrian legions ! ld is won !
Back reels the Maygar to-Iis fdrest lair!

Sheathe the dulled sword, the duy’s ved work is done,
And shrick and wﬁl through the twilight

g is fearful spot
Crimsonest with swarm tide the shot-ploughed

lant with that mystic glow

That earer heaven, man’s soul doth never

ther to this field of strife and gloom ?
's arm avails not in the fray,
Plain the trembling eannon boom
eeking lines the war<lowds play !
i =t in the hom hall,
here love's soft tears distill in g rain —
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A WOMAN OF HUNGARY. @
Alone thon liest, where, at faney’s eall, )
The fainting foe hears, "mid his death
The Drave's low murmuring so) the Moldau’s
home-like strain !

Oh soul! thou art g stranger t d !
Didst steer thy bark in ages lon —
Like the bold Genoese — hmzﬁl some ocean grand,

to the angel choir keep time,
ght brings the marcling stars,
e watchword from their ranks sub-

wu see thy duty high unrolled,
K grandly, by thy fetters stayed,
¢ shiak'st earth's prison through its confines old,
hen the lightaing's Quiv'ring flag’s displayed,
Caven’s fivroe cohorts pour the storm-king's
illadet
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