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The M
ask of A

narchy 
 W

ritten on the occasion of the m
assacre at M

anchester. 
 by Percy B

ysshe Shelley 
   A

s I lay asleep in Italy 
There cam

e a voice from
 over the Sea, 

A
nd w

ith great pow
er it forth led m

e 
To w

alk in the visions of Poesy. 
  I m

et M
urder on the w

ay –  
H

e had a m
ask like C

astlereagh –  
V

ery sm
ooth he looked, yet grim

; 
Seven blood-hounds follow

ed him
: 

  A
ll w

ere fat; and w
ell they m

ight 
B

e in adm
irable plight, 

For one by one, and tw
o by tw

o, 
H

e tossed them
 hum

an hearts to chew
 

W
hich from

 his w
ide cloak he drew

. 
  N

ext cam
e Fraud, and he had on, 

Like Lord Eldon, an erm
ined gow

n; 
H

is big tears, for he w
ept w

ell, 
Turned to m

ill-stones as they fell. 
  A

nd the little children, w
ho 

R
ound his feet played to and fro, 

Thinking every tear a gem
, 

H
ad their brains knocked out by them

. 

  C
lothed w

ith the B
ible, as w

ith light, 
A

nd the shadow
s of the night, 

Like Sidm
outh, next, H

ypocrisy 
O

n a crocodile rode by. 
  A

nd m
any m

ore D
estructions played 

In this ghastly m
asquerade, 

A
ll disguised, even to the eyes, 

Like B
ishops, law

yers, peers, and spies. 
  Last cam

e A
narchy: he rode 

O
n a w

hite horse, splashed w
ith blood; 

H
e w

as pale even to the lips, 
Like D

eath in the A
pocalypse. 

  A
nd he w

ore a kingly crow
n; 

A
nd in his grasp a sceptre shone; 

O
n his brow

 this m
ark I saw

 –  
‘I A

M
 G

O
D

, A
N

D
 K

IN
G

, A
N

D
 LA

W
!’ 

  W
ith a pace stately and fast, 

O
ver English land he passed, 

Tram
pling to a m

ire of blood 
The adoring m

ultitude. 
  A

nd w
ith a m

ighty troop around 
W

ith their tram
pling shook the ground, 

W
aving each a bloody sw

ord, 
For the service of their Lord. 
  



A
nd w

ith glorious trium
ph they 

R
ode through England proud and gay, 

D
runk as w

ith intoxication 
O

f the w
ine of desolation. 

  O
’er fields and tow

ns, from
 sea to sea, 

Passed the Pageant sw
ift and free, 

Tearing up, and tram
pling dow

n; 
Till they cam

e to London tow
n. 

  A
nd each dw

eller, panic-stricken, 
Felt his heart w

ith terror sicken 
H

earing the tem
pestuous cry 

O
f the trium

ph of A
narchy. 

  For from
 pom

p to m
eet him

 cam
e, 

C
lothed in arm

s like blood and flam
e, 

The hired m
urderers, w

ho did sing 
‘Thou art G

od, and Law
, and K

ing. 
  ‘W

e have w
aited w

eak and lone 
For thy com

ing, M
ighty O

ne! 
O

ur purses are em
pty, our sw

ords are cold, 
G

ive us glory, and blood, and gold.’ 
  Law

yers and priests a m
otley crow

d, 
To the earth their pale brow

s bow
ed; 

Like a bad prayer not over loud, 
W

hispering – ‘Thou art Law
 and G

od.’ –  
  Then all cried w

ith one accord, 
‘Thou art K

ing, and G
od, and Lord; 

A
narchy, to thee w

e bow
, 

B
e thy nam

e m
ade holy now

!’ 
  A

nd A
narchy, the Skeleton, 

B
ow

ed and grinned to every one, 
A

s w
ell as if his education 

H
ad cost ten m

illions to the nation. 
  For he knew

 the Palaces 
O

f our K
ings w

ere rightly his; 
H

is the sceptre, crow
n, and globe, 

A
nd the gold-inw

oven robe. 
  So he sent his slaves before 
To seize upon the B

ank and Tow
er, 

A
nd w

as proceeding w
ith intent 

To m
eet his pensioned Parliam

ent 
  W

hen one fled past, a m
aniac m

aid, 
A

nd her nam
e w

as H
ope, she said: 

B
ut she looked m

ore like D
espair, 

A
nd she cried out in the air: 

  ‘M
y father Tim

e is w
eak and gray 

W
ith w

aiting for a better day; 
See how

 idiot-like he stands, 
Fum

bling w
ith his palsied hands! 

  ‘H
e has had child after child, 

A
nd the dust of death is piled 

O
ver every one but m

e –  
M

isery, oh, M
isery!’ 



  Then she lay dow
n in the street, 

R
ight before the horses feet, 

Expecting, w
ith a patient eye, 

M
urder, Fraud, and A

narchy. 
  W

hen betw
een her and her foes 

A
 m

ist, a light, an im
age rose. 

Sm
all at first, and w

eak, and frail 
Like the vapour of a vale: 
  Till as clouds grow

 on the blast, 
Like tow

er-crow
ned giants striding fast, 

A
nd glare w

ith lightnings as they fly, 
A

nd speak in thunder to the sky. 
  It grew

 – a Shape arrayed in m
ail 

B
righter than the viper’s scale, 

A
nd upborne on w

ings w
hose grain 

W
as as the light of sunny rain. 

  O
n its helm

, seen far aw
ay, 

A
 planet, like the M

orning’s, lay; 
A

nd those plum
es its light rained through 

Like a show
er of crim

son dew
. 

  W
ith step as soft as w

ind it passed 
O

’er the heads of m
en – so fast 

That they knew
 the presence there, 

A
nd looked, – but all w

as em
pty air. 

  A
s flow

ers beneath M
ay’s footstep w

aken, 

A
s stars from

 N
ight’s loose hair are shaken, 

A
s w

aves arise w
hen loud w

inds call, 
Thoughts sprung w

here’er that step did fall. 
  A

nd the prostrate m
ultitude 

Looked – and ankle-deep in blood, 
H

ope, that m
aiden m

ost serene, 
W

as w
alking w

ith a quiet m
ien: 

  A
nd A

narchy, the ghastly birth, 
Lay dead earth upon the earth; 
The H

orse of D
eath tam

eless as w
ind 

Fled, and w
ith his hoofs did grind 

To dust the m
urderers thronged behind. 

  A
 rushing light of clouds and splendour, 

A
 sense aw

akening and yet tender 
W

as heard and felt – and at its close 
These w

ords of joy and fear arose 
  A

s if their ow
n indignant Earth 

W
hich gave the sons of England birth 

H
ad felt their blood upon her brow

, 
A

nd shuddering w
ith a m

other’s throe 
  H

ad turned every drop of blood 
B

y w
hich her face had been bedew

ed 
To an accent unw

ithstood, –  
A

s if her heart cried out aloud: 
  ‘M

en of England, heirs of G
lory, 

H
eroes of unw

ritten story, 



N
urslings of one m

ighty M
other, 

H
opes of her, and one another; 

  ‘R
ise like Lions after slum

ber 
In unvanquishable num

ber. 
Shake your chains to earth like dew

 
W

hich in sleep had fallen on you –  
Y

e are m
any – they are few

. 
  ‘W

hat is Freedom
? – ye can tell 

That w
hich slavery is, too w

ell –  
For its very nam

e has grow
n 

To an echo of your ow
n. 

  ‘’Tis to w
ork and have such pay 

A
s just keeps life from

 day to day 
In your lim

bs, as in a cell 
For the tyrants’ use to dw

ell, 
  ‘So that ye for them

 are m
ade 

Loom
, and plough, and sw

ord, and spade, 
W

ith or w
ithout your ow

n w
ill bent 

To their defence and nourishm
ent. 

  ‘’Tis to see your children w
eak 

W
ith their m

others pine and peak, 
W

hen the w
inter w

inds are bleak, –  
They are dying w

hilst I speak. 
  ‘’Tis to hunger for such diet 
A

s the rich m
an in his riot 

C
asts to the fat dogs that lie 

Surfeiting beneath his eye; 
  ‘’Tis to let the G

host of G
old 

Take from
 Toil a thousandfold 

M
ore than e’er its substance could 

In the tyrannies of old. 
  ‘Paper coin – that forgery 
O

f the title-deeds, w
hich ye 

H
old to som

ething from
 the w

orth 
O

f the inheritance of Earth. 
  ‘’Tis to be a slave in soul 
A

nd to hold no strong control 
O

ver your ow
n w

ills, but be 
A

ll that others m
ake of ye. 

  ‘A
nd at length w

hen ye com
plain 

W
ith a m

urm
ur w

eak and vain 
’Tis to see the Tyrant’s crew

 
R

ide over your w
ives and you –  

B
lood is on the grass like dew

. 
  ‘Then it is to feel revenge 
Fiercely thirsting to exchange 
B

lood for blood – and w
rong for w

rong –  
D

o not thus w
hen ye are strong. 

  ‘B
irds find rest, in narrow

 nest 
W

hen w
eary of their w

ingèd quest; 
B

easts find fare, in w
oody lair 

W
hen storm

 and snow
 are in the air. 



  ‘H
orses, oxen, have a hom

e, 
W

hen from
 daily toil they com

e; 
H

ousehold dogs, w
hen the w

ind roars, 
Find a hom

e w
ithin w

arm
 doors.’ 

  ‘A
sses, sw

ine, have litter spread 
A

nd w
ith fitting food are fed; 

A
ll things have a hom

e but one –  
Thou, O

h, Englishm
an, hast none! 

  ‘This is Slavery – savage m
en, 

O
r w

ild beasts w
ithin a den 

W
ould endure not as ye do –  

B
ut such ills they never knew

. 
  ‘W

hat art thou, Freedom
? O

! could slaves 
A

nsw
er from

 their living graves 
This dem

and – tyrants w
ould flee 

Like a dream
’s im

agery: 
  ‘Thou are not, as im

postors say, 
A

 shadow
 soon to pass aw

ay, 
A

 superstition, and a nam
e 

Echoing from
 the cave of Fam

e. 
  ‘For the labourer thou art bread, 
A

nd a com
ely table spread 

From
 his daily labour com

e 
In a neat and happy hom

e. 
  ‘Thou art clothes, and fire, and food 

For the tram
pled m

ultitude –  
N

o – in countries that are free 
Such starvation cannot be 
A

s in England now
 w

e see. 
  ‘To the rich thou art a check, 
W

hen his foot is on the neck 
O

f his victim
, thou dost m

ake 
That he treads upon a snake. 
  ‘Thou art Justice – ne’er for gold 
M

ay thy righteous law
s be sold 

A
s law

s are in England – thou 
Shield’st alike both high and low

. 
  ‘Thou art W

isdom
 – Freem

en never 
D

ream
 that G

od w
ill dam

n for ever 
A

ll w
ho think those things untrue 

O
f w

hich Priests m
ake such ado. 

  ‘Thou art Peace – never by thee 
W

ould blood and treasure w
asted be 

A
s tyrants w

asted them
, w

hen all 
Leagued to quench thy flam

e in G
aul. 

  ‘W
hat if English toil and blood 

W
as poured forth, even as a flood? 

It availed, O
h, Liberty. 

To dim
, but not extinguish thee. 

  ‘Thou art Love – the rich have kissed 
Thy feet, and like him

 follow
ing C

hrist, 



G
ive their substance to the free 

A
nd through the rough w

orld follow
 thee, 

  ‘O
r turn their w

ealth to arm
s, and m

ake 
W

ar for thy belovèd sake 
O

n w
ealth, and w

ar, and fraud – w
hence they 

D
rew

 the pow
er w

hich is their prey. 
  ‘Science, Poetry, and Thought 
A

re thy lam
ps; they m

ake the lot 
O

f the dw
ellers in a cot 

So serene, they curse it not. 
  ‘Spirit, Patience, G

entleness, 
A

ll that can adorn and bless 
A

rt thou – let deeds, not w
ords, express 

Thine exceeding loveliness. 
  ‘Let a great A

ssem
bly be 

O
f the fearless and the free 

O
n som

e spot of English ground 
W

here the plains stretch w
ide around. 

  ‘Let the blue sky overhead, 
The green earth on w

hich ye tread, 
A

ll that m
ust eternal be 

W
itness the solem

nity. 
  ‘From

 the corners utterm
ost 

O
f the bounds of English coast; 

From
 every hut, village, and tow

n 
W

here those w
ho live and suffer m

oan 

For others’ m
isery or their ow

n, 
  ‘From

 the w
orkhouse and the prison 

W
here pale as corpses new

ly risen, 
W

om
en, children, young and old 

G
roan for pain, and w

eep for cold –  
  ‘From

 the haunts of daily life 
W

here is w
aged the daily strife 

W
ith com

m
on w

ants and com
m

on cares 
W

hich sow
s the hum

an heart w
ith tares –  

  ‘Lastly from
 the palaces 

W
here the m

urm
ur of distress 

Echoes, like the distant sound 
O

f a w
ind alive around 

  ‘Those prison halls of w
ealth and fashion. 

W
here som

e few
 feel such com

passion 
For those w

ho groan, and toil, and w
ail 

A
s m

ust m
ake their brethren pale –  

  ‘Y
e w

ho suffer w
oes untold, 

O
r to feel, or to behold 

Y
our lost country bought and sold 

W
ith a price of blood and gold –  

  ‘Let a vast assem
bly be, 

A
nd w

ith great solem
nity 

D
eclare w

ith m
easured w

ords that ye 
A

re, as G
od has m

ade ye, free –  
  



‘B
e your strong and sim

ple w
ords 

K
een to w

ound as sharpened sw
ords, 

A
nd w

ide as targes let them
 be, 

W
ith their shade to cover ye. 

  ‘Let the tyrants pour around 
W

ith a quick and startling sound, 
Like the loosening of a sea, 
Troops of arm

ed em
blazonry. 

  ‘Let the charged artillery drive 
Till the dead air seem

s alive 
W

ith the clash of clanging w
heels, 

A
nd the tram

p of horses’ heels. 
  ‘Let the fixèd bayonet 
G

leam
 w

ith sharp desire to w
et 

Its bright point in English blood 
Looking keen as one for food. 
  ‘Let the horsem

en’s scim
itars 

W
heel and flash, like sphereless stars 

Thirsting to eclipse their burning 
In a sea of death and m

ourning. 
  ‘Stand ye calm

 and resolute, 
Like a forest close and m

ute, 
W

ith folded arm
s and looks w

hich are 
W

eapons of unvanquished w
ar, 

  ‘A
nd let Panic, w

ho outspeeds 
The career of arm

èd steeds 

Pass, a disregarded shade 
Through your phalanx undism

ayed. 
  ‘Let the law

s of your ow
n land, 

G
ood or ill, betw

een ye stand 
H

and to hand, and foot to foot, 
A

rbiters of the dispute, 
  ‘The old law

s of England – they 
W

hose reverend heads w
ith age are gray, 

C
hildren of a w

iser day; 
A

nd w
hose solem

n voice m
ust be 

Thine ow
n echo – Liberty! 

  ‘O
n those w

ho first should violate 
Such sacred heralds in their state 
R

est the blood that m
ust ensue, 

A
nd it w

ill not rest on you. 
  ‘A

nd if then the tyrants dare 
Let them

 ride am
ong you there, 

Slash, and stab, and m
aim

, and hew
,  –  

W
hat they like, that let them

 do. 
  ‘W

ith folded arm
s and steady eyes, 

A
nd little fear, and less surprise, 

Look upon them
 as they slay 

Till their rage has died aw
ay.’ 

  ‘Then they w
ill return w

ith sham
e 

To the place from
 w

hich they cam
e, 

A
nd the blood thus shed w

ill speak 



In hot blushes on their cheek. 
  ‘Every w

om
an in the land 

W
ill point at them

 as they stand –  
They w

ill hardly dare to greet 
Their acquaintance in the street. 
  ‘A

nd the bold, true w
arriors 

W
ho have hugged D

anger in w
ars 

W
ill turn to those w

ho w
ould be free, 

A
sham

ed of such base com
pany. 

  ‘A
nd that slaughter to the N

ation 
Shall steam

 up like inspiration, 
Eloquent, oracular; 
A

 volcano heard afar. 
  ‘A

nd these w
ords shall then becom

e 
Like O

ppression’s thundered doom
 

R
inging through each heart and brain. 

H
eard again – again – again –  

  ‘Rise like Lions after slum
ber 

In unvanquishable num
ber –  

Shake your chains to earth like dew
 

W
hich in sleep had fallen on you –  

Ye are m
any – they are few

.’ 
























































































































































































