730 Y TBoero crona, hlocnoab

1. Here at Thy table, Lord, we meet,
To feed on food divine:
Thy body is the bread we eat,
Thy precious blood the wine.

1. Y TBoero crona, 'ocnoapb,
CobpaTtbCs HaM AaHO;
Ham xneb — TBosa cBaTas 710Tb,
A KpoBb TBOA — BUHO.



2. He, Who prepares this rich repast,
Himself comes down and dies;
And then invites us thus to feast
Upon the sacrifice.

2. Y106 Hawwn oy HanuTaTb,
C Hebec cxoaun Tbl Cam;
[[pex Mnpa npuHan Ha Cebs,
Y106 AaTb cnaceHbe HaM.



3. Here peace and pardon sweetly flow;
Oh what delightful food!
We eat the bread—and drink the wine—
But think on nobler good.

3. 3a Hac Tbl yMep Ha KpecTe,
3a Hac B Morusne 6o,
[1na Hac BOCKpecC Ha TPeTUn AeHb,
HaM nyTb K OTLY OTKpPbI.



4. Deep was the suff'ring He endured
Jpon the accursed tree—

-or me—each welcome guest may say,
"Twas all endured for me.

4. Takou nobsBn BeCb MNP He 3Ha/l,
be3smepHON N CBATOMN...
Bo3bMKn X, Focnoab, Cebe MeHH,
[a 6yany BedyHo Teou!



5. Sure there was never love so free—
Dear Saviour—so divine!
Well Thou mayest claim that heart of me
Which owes so much to Thine.

5. Mowu pa3ymMm, BotO, cepaLe, — BCE
Bo3bMKU 1 ynpaBisu
Kak xo4yewb Tbl, YyTO6 MOr c Toboun
Bontn B HebBeCHbIN paW.
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