Percy Bysshe Shelley ! [Tepcu bumu Hlenmu

OZYMANDIAS ' ' O3UMAHIUA
Coner

I met a traveller from an antique land S1 BCTpeTHII MyTHHUKA; OH LN U3 CTPaH JAICKUX
Who said: Two vast and trunkless legs of stone ‘“ W MHe cka3an: — BJaiu, T1€ BEYHOCTh CTOPOKUT
Stand in the desert. Near them, on the sand, . . [TycThIHM THIIMHY, CPE/IN TIECKOB ITyOOKHX

Half sunk, a shattered visage lies, whose frown, J OO0JIOMOK CTaTyH pacraBIICHCs JICKHT.

And wrinkled lip, and sneer of cold command, , W3 mosrycTepThIX 4epT CKBO3UT HAJIMEHHBIH IUIaMEHb,
Tell that its sculptor well those passions read ' ' JKenaHbe 3aCTaBIATh BECh MUD ceOe CITYKHUTh;
Which yet survive, stamped on these lifeless things, BasiTenb ONBITHBIN BJIOXHI B O€3TyIIIHBII KAMECHb
The hand that mocked them and the heart that fed: Te cTpacTH, YTO MOTJIH CTOJICThS MIEPEKHTh.

And on the pedestal these words appear: ‘ U coxpanun cioBa 00JI0MOK U3BASIHbSI:

«My name is Ozymandias, king of kings: . «51 — O3umanus, 1 — MOIIHBIN TIAph apei!

Look on my works, ye mighty, and despair!» » B3risiHuTE HAa MO BENMKUE JI€SHBS,

Nothing beside remains. Round the decay Bnaapiku Bcex BpeMEH, BCEX CTpaH M BCEX MOpeit!»
Of that colossal wreck, boundless and bare Kpyrom Het Huuero... [1y0okoe MoJT4aHbe. ..

The lone and level sands stretch far away. ) ﬁ ITycTeiast MmeptBast... U Hebeca Haj Heil...




