841 [1eBSAHOCTO AeBATb OoBel

1. There were ninety and nine that safely lay
In the shelter of the fold,

But one was out on the hills away,
Far off from the gates of gold,

1. [1eBAHOCTO AeBATb OBeL, NpULLIn
Bcnepn 3a NacTbipeM B CBOW 3aroH,
Ho oaHa 6nyXaaeT oT HUX BAANN,
CMepTb rpo3nT en Co BCeX CTOPOH,



Away on the mountains wild and bare,
Away from the tender Shepherd’s care,
Away from the tender Shepherd’s care.

N nornbHyTb 6eaHON NpUAETCSA BAPYT
Baanm ot MOryuymx U HEXHbIX PYK,
Baanm ot MOryuymx U HEXHbIX PYK.



2. Lord, Thou hast here Thy ninety and nine;
Are they not enough for Thee?
But the Shepherd made answer:
“This of mine
Has wandered away from Mg,

2. «[1eBAHOCTO AeBATb OBeYyekK 34ecCh.
HepnoctaTtoyHo b nx Tebe?»
Ho y lacTbips cepaue Ans Ka)aon ecTb,
OH CBOMX HE MOKMHET B bepe.



And although the road be rough and steep,
I go to the desert to find My sheep,
I go to the desert to find My sheep.”

«4T10 6 HK BCTpeTun A Ha CBOEM NyTH,
Xouy 4 oBeuky Moo HauTH,
Xouy {4 oBeyky Moo HAUTKU.»



3. But none of the ransomed ever knew
How deep were the waters crossed;
Nor how dark was the night

that the Lord passed thro’
Ere He found His sheep that was lost.

3. W3 cnaceéHHbIX HUKTO He BuAaas TOoro,
Kak n rae OH oBLY uUcKarn,
Kak BO TbMe xoaun, kak OH 3Ban ee
[1o ywenbaMm 1 BbICTynam ckarnl.



Out in the desert He heard its cry,
Sick and helpless, and ready to die,
Sick and helpless, and ready to die.

N3paneka ycnbiwan OH cnabbin 3BYK,
N kK 6beaHoOM Ha NoOMOLLb SBUMICHA BAPYT,
N kK 6eagHOM Ha NMOoMOLLb SABUJICA BAPYT.



4. Lord, whence are those blood drops
all the way,
That mark out the mountain’s track?
They were shed for one who had gone
astray
Ere the Shepherd could bring him back.

4. «[loyemy, locnoab, Ha TBOEM NyTU
Bnamm Mbl cBeXXeun KpoBu cnen’?>»
«[Mponnnacb Most KpoBb, YTO6 OBLY CrNacTu
OT BeNMKNX ctpagaHunm u ben.»



Lord, whence are Thy hands so rent

and torn?
They're pierced tonight by many a thorn,
They’re pierced tonight by many a thorn.

«A paHbl 3a4eM Ha pykaX TBOUX?»
«3HaK BepHbIN, 4TO A BO310OMN Mounx,
3HaK BepHbIN, YTO A BO3n0OMN Moux.»



5. But all thro’ the mountains, thunder riv'n,
And up from the rocky steep,
There arose a glad cry to the gate
of heav’n,
“"Rejoice! I have found my sheep!”

5. U TocnogHen nobBu BoO3HECNU XBany,
N B 3aroHe 6bl/1 KaXabln paj,
N 3BYK neHbs AowWwén Ao HebeCHbIX BpaT:
«[106pbIn [MacTblpb HALWIEN OBLY!»



And the angels echoed around the throne,
“Rejoice, for the Lord brings back His own,
Rejoice, for the Lord brings back His own.”

B Hebe aHrenbl paaoCTHbIA TMMH MNOIOT:
«Jlnkynte, Nocnoab otbickan Ceoto!
JInkynte, F'ocnoab oTbickass Ceoto!»
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