82 bnaropgapHblie cepaua

1. Come, ye thankful people, come;
Raise the song of harvest home.
All is safely gathered in,
Ere the winter storms begin.

1. bnarogapHble cepaua,
[TocnewwnTte B goM OTuA!
Ypoxkan cBe3sin Cc nosien
[10 npuxoaa 3MMHUX OHEWN.



God, our Maker, doth provide

For our wants to be supplied;
Come to God’s own temple, come;
Raise the song of harvest home.

bor — Hayano Bcex Ha4vyan —
HaM BCEé HYy>XHOe nocnarnl.
[TocnewunTe B BOX1n AoM
Bo3HecCcTn xBanbl ncaaom!



2. All the world is God’s own field,
Fruit unto His praise to yield;
Wheat and tares together sown,
Unto joy or sorrow grown;

2. Mup BeCcb — noJie, YToO AaBHO
bory nsioa npuHeCTb AOJ1)KHO.
[TheBen n nweHwuua TyT
PAaaoM nsagaBHa pacTyT,



First the blade and then the ear,
Then the full corn shall appear.
Lord of harvest, grant that we
Wholesome grain and pure may be.

CnepBa 3e/1eHb, No3Xe — nJjoa,
TakK naeT n3 poaa B poga...
boxe, Mmonum 06 ogHOM:
Caenan pobpbIiM Hac 3epHOM!



3. For the Lord our God shall come,
And shall take His harvest home;
From His field shall in that day
All offences purge away;

3. Haw ocnogb onaTb NPUAET,
XKaTtBy c nonsg cobepéer,
Bce cobnasHbl yaanur,
Pan xxenaHHbI BO3BPATUT.



Give His angels charge at last
In the fire the tares to cast,
But the fruitful ears to store
In His garner evermore.

Jact OH aHrenam npukas
C>keyb BCe njsieBesibl OrHEM,
A MWweHuLY B TOT Xe 4ac
OTHecTun B HebeCHbIN A0M.



4. Even so, Lord, quickly come
To Thy final harvest home;
Gather, Thou, Thy people in,
Free from sorrow, free from sin;

4. En, rpaan, Nlocnoab, rpaan!
LlepkoBb MOJINT, LLEPKOBb XAET;
CBou Hapona ocsoboau
OT rpexa un ot 3a60T.



There forever purified,

In Thy presence to abide.

Come, with all Thine angels, come;
Raise the glorious harvest home.

O6HOBJIEHHbIE AYLLUOWU
BeuHo 6yaem xutb ¢ Tobow.
boxxe, boxxe, nocneLwu,

B Mmmnpe xartBy coBepLun!
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