VOLK-SONGS, TRANSLATED
FROM THE ACTA
COMPARATIONIS

LITTERARUM UNIVERSARUM



Published @ 2017 Trieste Publishing Pty Ltd

ISBN 9780649317769

Volk-songs, translated from the Acta comparationis litterarum universarum by Jr Phillips

Except for use in any review, the reproduction or utilisation of this work in whole or in part in
any form by any electronic, mechanical or other means, now known or hereafter invented,
including xerography, photocopying and recording, or in any information storage or retrieval
system, is forbidden without the permission of the publisher, Trieste Publishing Pty Ltd, PO Box
1576 Collingwood, Victoria 3066 Australia.

All rights reserved.

Edited by Trieste Publishing Pty Ltd.
Cover @ 2017

This book is sold subject to the condition that it shall not, by way of trade or otherwise, be lent,
re-sold, hired out, or otherwise circulated without the publisher's prior consent in any form or
binding or cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition
including this condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.

www.triestepublishing.com



JR PHILLIPS

VOLK-SONGS, TRANSLATED
FROM THE ACTA
COMPARATIONIS

LITTERARUM UNIVERSARUM

ﬁTrieste






VOLK-SONGS

llllllllllllllll

“ACTA  COMPARATIONIS LITTERARDM
- INIVERSARUM

HENRY PHILLIPS Jx

FHILADRLFHIA
FRINTED FOR FRIVATE CIECULATION
1B&S

. ?'%SJ 1



PREFATORY NOTE.

HE originals from which these translations are
made were gathered by the learned Dir. Hugo
von Meltzel, of Kolozsvar, Hungary, and published
by him in the Osssehasonlits Irodalomtdrténelmi
Lagok (Acta Comparationis Litterarum Infversa-
rum), 4 journal of great merit, of which he is the
editor,
As they have never heretofore appeared in English,
the translator ventures to present these studies of a
popular mind.

Philadelphia,
320 5. Eleventh St,
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L.

ALCYON joys are o'er me shed !
‘Found my velvet hat so red
Winds a posy you may see
That my brown maid plucked for me.,

Flowers culled she from the mead,
And I kissed her for the deed ;
Gather another for me, 1 pray,
And I'll hundred kisses pay.

“ Baby mine, ope' wide thy door,
*Tis no Slav that stands before ;
"Tis a Magyar-born, I say—
Open—wherefore this delay 7'
"Well engugh I know thee now,
But I'll trest not to thy vow;

Light of love, man is forsworn,
Turns away and laughs to scorn.”

II.

1 ne'er have robbed nor hurt my betters,
Vet here, conscripted, sit in fetters.
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A huzzar's jacket fain I'd wear,
For now 1 trot on Shanks's mare,

Proud looks he from his charger's back,
When on the march, and smokes tabak.

The footman takes his weary way
Through miry morass, swamp and clay.

Loud oaths on puns and shoes resound
When in the marsh he's almost drowned.

And e'en the axe the butcher swung
Is cursed, that lamed the kid so young: °

For since it means of motion lacks
The troops must bear it on their backs,

Of what use is town or state
When a maid can find no mate ¢
Of what good this Pusmta free—F
Barna Fista * loves not me.

What avail me jewels rare

If true love is absent there ?

What the toil-full world if 1

Like a Aower must bloom and die ?

* Brown St=phen,
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