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Sugabe. 353

Englifche Ueberfetiungen Horner- Appeal
{dher Sedidyte

Farewell to life, VWhy so sild do vour: looks through themight's gloom

ng forms of gold surrounded m

Brice's decaii has proved i Rineral Erell: = More Turigusly rolls Hell’s raging flood,
Couragel VVhat in my breast s , conld dwell, | And in vain has been spilt mueh noble Llood,

. . - sull Taurel the ol cause : i
NG ok Sive. wath il no laurel the good cause adorning

R L e 0 e e The d iy has not dawned so blood =red 0 vam
I R ' : : Red should be the first glow of morning
r which my bosom bumed swith youthful fire, < o

I called ', l.i.n'll. Or |,|,\.|';

alour amd stre nzth heretofore have an b,

Now, seraph-like, displays its form divine —

wort we have sailed,
[ fecl [ ;
Uhnig

failing senses slow expire,

storm X
then, Youth!

1y ve bold Landsturm,

will waft me to the realms above!

Jolhn Strang Esq. Glasgow.

Awwaken thou slumiby "-_.'I:_: nation,

And we here united n firme areay,
Farewe ] 1 fo 1 1 [e. VWhom Death’s grimmest forms scare nol away,
VWill ne'er of our rights make comneession;
f o

wilh i

ry, chains and oppressicn,

ascend,

in heaven,

nd that fair form that wes

That mv voung \|-;|;' E:l':;l'u[ all else above,
And now adored as frecdom, pow as lowe, : X :
Then howl on, thew storm! rear, occan, more dread!
And tremble, thou earth, beneath our treail !

Stands 1 St - balare fo it <
bmacaoot | M FETipiils ETLse eloré Ime TNy, i 1t
I o : Nought shall weaken our soul’s mnmost feeling,

A 3 S udp 2 >
il as my faling scases fade away 5 1
5 5 £ I'he world that sor rounds us, may crumble to samul,

It beckons + hieh. to realms of endless di [
I ' i alms of endless day: - 3 - 3

i e ol E : But as {reemen we'll fall, or as-freemen we'll stand,

G. F. Richardson. Frecdom's bond with our heart's blood sealing,
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Sugabe.

Song of the sword.

VWeitten a few
the

hours befare the

of author in battle

My sword, my only treasure,

WWhat would thy glanee of pleasure?

It makes Ell} master ;;':l'.kl

Ta see thes E]L'ﬂ!]lina S0

wil patriot warrior rears me,

| ,,.\Ihl this it 15, that cheers me:

" 5 me plad, to b

w The falchion of the free,

Yes! none this hand )

Il fetter,
And none can .f"'-"' the lu.'I:_!'_‘
Affianced to my side,

I love the like Iy bride,

1,\-‘--;”1 IJ|.\ blue steel |||ii||-r_j:
hted
wOh! would the knot were tied!

» My constant faith is plig

» ¥¥hen will vou wed vour bride?®

WWith death smoke round him '.'[TIC'.'lllilll_'_

The lJIiLJr-?_:e-nu'n secks the we l]liiIIE:
When swells the cannon's coar

Then ape thy cliamber-door,

nl Jh! how thie

n Lhe |u|l_.;':¢_7'_ brade’s desires:

thougt inspires

wlome then, my hushand, now

o Lhe garlands wait thy brow. "

| \“Il_‘.. mn '.I-}' seabbard dancing

So restless , wild and glancing?

¥Why, ere the

My sword, why dost thou so?

trumpets blow,

wl cannot chogse but ratile
s YVith longing for the battle:

s 115 this that makes me glow

| whnd dance and gliute

|| cat !I

Be stll .1\'.'||:'=--| my beauty!
In ]mli--ru-u: di your ,i“!_.._-
Ex
VV;

ail but the \\u-lll-l.iJl:_; lonr

1 .
n now I make thy dower —

W In vain delay Opposes;

.,i ]uu_‘.: o |:|-|||'|\' the ro

wAll redly as they bloom

tomb !

w The flowrets of the
Then out! in splendour gleaming,
Thy glorious task besceming —

Then out! in all thy pride —
Come ill'l'!!J, my love, mv bride!

b J
nHow gay the glad carousal!
,.-[.iliui honours such esp

wHow bright the

nUpon my steel to day!

sunbe

Then on the decds of daring,

OF valour's lofty bearing —
On every German heart

Ne

= cr EI|1D|IJ 5IIL'|I lH'J‘I‘]I'.( 03] 3'—.'|.'[,

Once on the lefi |1|t-_\ tarried,
But that was cre they married;

But now, in Heaven’s faic sight
\\-l EI A5k |!|I'|E] O Omr ||-_,_.'

Then, with a soldier’s k

Partake youl bridal bliss

1l may ||'|-|- “1'.-|¢|4 betide
WWhoe'cr diserts his bride!

VWhat IF”."-‘ when sparks are fashing,
From hostile helmets crashing!

In :'I".l.‘ 5;"._;||-' (€] ﬁhl-ll.l"

Such joy, my bride; is thine!

lIIII'I'-'ItI_I

Lord Francis Leveson Gower.

Berlin, gebrudt bel 7, 90, &
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