Talpra magyar, hi a haza!
Itt az idd. most vagy sohal
Rabok legylink
Ez a kérdeés, valasszatok!

A magyarok istenére
Eskiisziink,

Eskuszunk, hogy rabok tovabb
Nem leszunk!

Rabok voltunk mostanaig,
Karhozottak Gsapaink,

Kik szabadon éltek-haltak,
Szolgafdldben nem nyughatnak
A magyarok istenere
Eskisziink,

Eskulsziink, hogy rabok tovabb
Nem leszunkl

Sehonnai bitang ember

Ki most, ha kell, halni nem mer,
Kinek dragabb rongy élete,
Mint a haza becsul
A magyarok istenere

2 nk,

Esku nk, hogy rabok tovabb
Nem leszunk!

Fényesabb a lancnal a kard,
Jobban ékesiti a kart,

Es mi megis lancot hordunk!
Ide veled, régi kardunk!

arok istenére
Eskiszink,

Eskiszink, hogy rabok tovabb
Nem leszank!

A magyar név megint szeép lesz
MEito régi nagy hiréhez;

Mit rékentek a szdzadok,
Lemossuk a gyalazatot!

A magyarok isteneére

Eskiiszink,
Esklszink, hogy rabok tovabb
Nem leszunk!

g mellett
Mondjak el szent neveinket
A magyarok istenére
Eskilisziink,
Eskiszink, hogy rabok tovabb
Nem leszunk!
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vagy szabadok?

Slaves we have been to this hour,
Dur forefathers who fell from power
Fell free and lived as free men wil
On land that w: @ir own to till

By all the gods of Hungary

We hereby swear,

That we the yoke of slavery

No more shall wear

Whoever now his life begrudges

Deserves his death with thieves and drudges
For setting his o orthiess hide

Above his country’s need and pride.

By all the gods of Hungary

We hereby swear,

That we the yoke of slavery

No more shall wear

On your feet now, Hungary calls you!
Now is the moment, nothing stalls you,
Shall we be slaves or men set free
That is the guestion, answer me!

By all the gods of Hungary

We hereby swear

That we the yoke of slavery

No more shall wear.

Magyars, once more our name and story
Shall match our ancestors' in glory

The centuries of shame and hurt

Can now be washed away like din

By all the gods of Hungary

We heraby swear,

That we the yoke of slavery

No more shall wear.

And wheresoever we may perish
Grandchildren those ¢ s shall cherish
Singing our praises ir prayers

To thank us that our names are theirs

By all the gods of Hungary

We hereby swear,

That we the yoke of slavery

No more shall wear

The sword shines brighter than the fe
It is the finery of our betters,

Of slaves and fetlers we grow bored
Leap to my side, ancestral sword.

By all the gods of Hungary
We hereby swear,

That we the yoke of slavery
No more shall wear




