The Destruction of Sennacherib
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AccupHsHe I, KaK Ha CTaJ0 BOJIKI,

B 6arpelie uX U B 371aTe CUSUIU TIONKY;

U 6e3 cudTa X KOMbS CBEPKATH OKPECT,

Kak B BonHax ranuneiickux MepraHue 3Be3 1.

CJ10BHO NMCThsI TyOpaBHBIE B JIETHHUE THH,
Emé BeuepoM Tak KpacoBaJIUCh OHU;
C10BHO NHCThsI TyOpaBHbIE B BUXPE 3UMBI,
Hx k paccBeTy jexanu pa3BesHbl TbMBI.

AHresn cMepTH JIUIIb Ha BETep KPbUIbS MPOCTED
W noxHyn UM B JIMIIO, ¥ TOMEPKHYJI UX B30D,

U Ha MyTHBIE 04M mas coH 0e3 KOHIIa,

W nums pa3 NOAHAINUCH U OCTBUIH CEpALA.

Bot pacumpuBimnii HO3ApU MOBEPrHYTHIN KOHB,
W He mplIeT U3 HUX FOPAOI CUIIBI OTOHb,
U kak xnmamHas Biara Ha Opere MOpPCKOM,
Taxk npencMepTHas reHa OelieeT Ha HEM.

BOT U BCaJIHUK JISKHUT, pacrpoCTEPTHIi BO
npax,

Ha 6pone ero pixxa, 1 poca Ha Biacax,
Be30TBeTHBI MIATPHI, Y 3HAMEH HU pada,

U He cBuieT KombE, U HE TPYOUT TpyOa.

W Accupun BIOB CIIBILIEH IJ1a4 Ha BECh MUP,
U Bo xpame Baana Hu3BepkeH Kymup,

U Hapon, He cpaxEHHBII MEUOM 10 KOHIIa,
Bech pacrasi kak cHer nepen 01€CKOM TBOpIIA.

The Assyrian came down like the wolf on the fold,
And his cohorts were gleaming in purple and gold;
And the sheen of their spears was like stars on the sea,
When the blue wave rolls nightly on deep Galilee.

Like the leaves of the forest when Summer is green,
That host with their banners at sunset were seen;

Like the leaves of the forest when Autumn hath blown
That host on the morrow lay withered and strown.

For the Angel of Death spread his wings on the blast,
And breathed in the face of the foe as he passed;

And the eyes of the sleepers waxed deadly and chill,

And their hearts but once heaved—and for ever grew still!

And there lay the steed with his nostril all wide,

But through it there rolled not the breath of his pride;
And the foam of his gasping lay white on the turf,
And cold as the spray of the rock-beating surf.

And there lay the rider distorted and pale,

With the dew on his brow, and the rust on his mail:
And the tents were all silent—the banners alone—
The lances unlifted—the trumpet unblown.

And the widows of Ashur are loud in their wail,
And the idols are broke in the temple of Baal;

And the might of the Gentile, unsmote by the sword,
Hath melted like snow in the glance of the Lord!




