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B nepeBne bor xuBeT He MO yriiaMm,
KaK JTyMarOT HACMEIIHUKH, a BCIOIY.
OH OCBAIIIAET KPOBJIIO U MOCYAY

Y YECTHO JABEPH JICIUT MOMOJIaM.

B nepeBHe oH B u30bITKE. B uyryHne
OH BapuT MO cy0OOTaM YeUeBHILY,
MPUILISICEIBAET COHHO Ha OTHE,
MOJIMUTHBAET MHE, KaK OUECBU/IILY.
OH U3ropoau CTaBUT, BbIAAET

God in the countryside lives not in nooks,

as some deriders think, but everywhere.

He sanctifies all roofs and silverware,

and grants the doors their neat symmetric looks.
He's plentiful. On Saturdays, in pans

he simmers lentils to the proper thickness,
invites flame tongues to a lethargic dance,
gives me a secret glance, as to his witness.

He raises hedges, weds a maiden to
ACBUILY 3a JICCHUYCTO, U, B IIYTKY, the forester, and, as a little mischief

yCTpauBacT BCIHBIN HEOICT arranges for one shot in every two
00BE3/19HKY, CTPEIIAIOIEMY B YTKY. to miss the target by a couple inches.

Bo03MOXXHOCTB k€ BCe 3TO HaOII0AaTh,
K OCCHHEMY IPHUCITYIITUBAsSCh CBUCTY,
CIMHCTBEHHAs, B 00IIIeM, OJ1aronars,
JIOCTYITHAsI B JICPEBHE aTCHUCTY.

Alas, the opportunity to gaze

these wonders, while withstanding autumn shivers,
in retrospect remains the only grace

the countryside confers on nonbelievers.
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