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Milton! thou shouldst be living at this hour;
England hath need of thee: she is a fen

Of stagnant waters: alar, sword, and pen,
Fireside, the heroic wealth of hall and bower;
Have forfeited their ancient English dower
Of inward happiness. We are selfish men;
Oh! raise us up, return to us again;

And give us manners, virtue, freedom, power.
Thy soul was like a Star, and dwelt apart;

Thou hadst a voice whose sound was like the sea:

Pure as the naked heavens, majestic, free,
So didst thou travel on life's common way,
In cheerful godliness; and yet thy heart
The lowliest duties on herself did lay.

Yunbsm Bopacsopt

K MHJIbTOHY

MunsToH? 3a4eM TeOST MEX HAMU HET?
BpuTtanuu ThI HY>)KCH B THU T1aJICHbs !
Besne 3aBeToB npomnuioro 3a0BeHsbe,
[Torn6na yecTh, MOMEPKHYI MPABJIBI CBET.

Pomaumelii kpait moj THETOM TSKKUX Oef,
B oxoBax mku, TOCKH, 0’KECTOUCHBS,

O, mpoOyu B HAC YECTHBIE CTPEMJIICHBS,
CTpsiXHU MOTWIBHBIN COH, BOCCTaHb, MOJT!

TBos mymia OblTa 3BE3/101 OnecTAIeH,
TBoi1 rosioc ObLT KaKk CBETIIBINM BaJl MOPCKOM —
Moryuuit, u CBOOOTHBIN, 1 3BEHSIIIHIA,

TeI TBEPIO 1IET JKUTEHCKOIO TPOIIOH.
Byap BHOBB 1151 HAC 3aper0 BOCXOMSIIEH,
Bynp dakenom HaJ CMyTHOIO TOJIIONM !







