Percy Bysshe Shelley

ENGLAND IN 1819

An old, mad, blind, despised, and dying king,—
Princes, the dregs of their dull race, who flow
Through public scorn, mud from a muddy spring,—
Rulers who neither see nor feel nor know,

But leech-like to their fainting country cling,

Till they drop, blind in blood, without a blow,—

A people starved and stabbed in the untilled field,—
An army which liberticide and prey

Make as a two-edged sword to all who wield,—
Golden and sanguine laws which tempt and slay,—
Religion Christless, Godless, a book sealed,—

A Senate — time's worst statute unrepealed,—

Are graves from which a glorious Phantom may
Burst to illumine our tempestuous day.
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Kopons, ctapuk, npe3peHHbIl U CIIEenon, —
IlooHKM packl OTyneno-npa3gHou,
OOXOPBI-TIPUHIIBL, TPSA3b U3 JIYKU TPS3HOM, —
[IpaBuTenu c mycTor0 roj0BOH,—

K poaHoii cTpane npuiibHyI U3 HUX JH000H
becuyBcTBeHHO, TUsABKOM 6€300pa3HOM,—
Boricka, cmepts Bonu, oMyT HelpoJia3Hbld,—
Hapopn, ronoanslii, 3arHaHHbIi, HEMOUH,—

CBI/IpeHBIC IMOJAKYITHBIC 3aKOHBI,
YTo B METIIO 3aBJICKAIOT U Ka3HAT,—
CBHTOHII/I, YTO BE3AC POXKIAAOT CTOHBIL,—

I'mycueiimuii xneB, 6eccmbiciennblii CeHar,—
To YCPHBIC MOTHJIBI, U3 KOTOPBIX
Ma Bcraner [Ipuspak, ¢ miamesnem Bo B3opax!




