Percy Bysshe Shelley

FEELINGS OF A REPUBLICAN ON THE FALL OF

BONAPARTE

| hated thee, fallen Tyrant! I did groan

To think that a most unambitious slave,

Like thou, should dance and revel on the grave
Of Liberty. Thou mightst have built thy throne
Where it had stood even now: thou didst prefer
A frail and bloody pomp, which Time has swept
In fragments towards oblivion. Massacre,

For this, | prayed, would on thy sleep have crept,
Treason and Slavery, Rapine, Fear, and Lust,
And stifled thee their minister. | know

Too late, since thou and France are in the dust,
That Virtue owns a more eternal foe

Than Force or Fraud: old Custom, Legal Crime,
And bloody Faith, the foulest birth of Time.

[Tepcu bumm Ilemn

YYBCTBA PECIIYBJIMUKAHIIA ITPU TAJIEHUA

BOHAITAPTA

S mpoknuHan Te0s, HU3BEPTrHYTHINA THpaH!
Co3HaHbeM MYYHJICS, YTO, Pa0 HUUTOXKHBIN, TOJIBI
Han Tpymnom 161 isican noryoaernoit CBoOOIBI.
TBI MOT IapUTh BCEerJa: Thl IpeAnodesa ooMaH,
[IpeBpaTHOCTH MBIIIHOCTHA KPOBAaBOIO MTHOBEHMS,
U Bpemst Opocuiio Bech 3TOT XJiaM B 3a0BEHbE.
[TycTp Ha TeOs1, B TBOI COH — TaK HEOO 5 MOJIMIT —
YOuNCTBO HAMOJI3ET, MYCTh BCTAHYT PUBUIEHBS,
Wzmena, PabctBo, CTpax, ['padex u Boxaenense,
Y100 ThI, IPUCTYKHUK UX, 3aTyLIIEH UMH OBLI.
Teneps, koraa u Tel, 1 OpaHLKs — JIUILIb TEHU,
Kak o310 s y3Has, 4yTo €CTh Bparu CTpalIHei,
Yem cuna u 0OMaH: OObIYali CTapbIX JHEH,
YPOACTBO AEP3KOE 3aKOHHBIX NTPECTYIUICHUH,

U TManaun-Xanxu, ucyaabs — BCEX TPI3HEH.




