TaHuBl MUHYC
T'opon

S wararo no npocnexkTy,

10 HOYHOMY TOpOJTY .

A uy NOTOMY 4YTO y MEHSI €CTb HOTH,
51 yMer0 XOUThb U TIO3TOMY Uy .

Wny HaBcTpeuy LBETHLIM BUTPUHAM,

MUMO IMPOJIETAIOT IOPOTUe JTMMY3UHBI.

B HUX >KEHIIMHBI MPOHOCATCS C TOPALLIMMU
rjla3amu,

XOJIOIHBIMU CEPJLIAMHU, 30JI0THIMH BOJIOCAMHU.

I'opopn-ckaska, ropog-Meura,

nonajast B ero CeTu Mponafaeiib HaBcer/a.
I'motas ero B3{OX, MPOCTY/ 1 CKBO3HSKOB,
3amax 6eH31WHa U IOPOTHUX JYXOB.

3BE3 Ha HEOE Mallo, HO 3TO He Oefa.

3ech MOYTH YTO B KAXKIIOM IOME

€CThb CBOSI M HE OffHA.

DNeKTpUUIECTBO, ra3, TesieOoH, BOIOPOBOI,
KOMMYHAJILHBII patt 6e3 XJIonoT 1 3a00T.

I'opop-cka3ka, ropopi-mMeura,

Nonajasi B ero CeTH NPOoNajiaeillb HaBCeraa.
I'noTas ero B310X, IPOCTY/ ¥ CKBO3HSIKOB,
3anax GeH3MHa U JOPOTUX JyXOB.

T'opopni-cka3ka, ropof-meura,

NoMayasi B €ro CeTH Mponajaeiiib HaBCerna.
I'motas ero B30X, MPOCTY/T M CKBO3HSIKOB,
3amax 6eH3UHa U IOPOTUX JYXOB.

JbIM BBICOKMX TPYO, 6€er cefibIXx 06/1aKkoB,
HaM YKaxKeT MpUuOIMKEHNE XOJIOfIHbIX BETPOB.
TaHel CONHEUHbIX JIyuell B MayTUHE MTPOBOJIOB,
Hajl XXECTSHbIMU KPbILIAMK O01IapIaHbIX

I’'m walking along the street,

around the city at night.

I walk because I have legs,

I know how to walk and therefore I walk.

I’'m walking toward colorful store windows,
expensive limos are flying by.

In them women speed past, with lustful eyes
cold hearts, golden hair.

The city’s a fairy tale, the city’s a dream,
Falling in its net, you get lost forever.
Swallowing his breath of colds and drafts,
the smell of gasoline and expensive perfume.

In the sky there are few stars, but that’s no big
deal.

Here almost every house has its own, and not
just one.

Electricity, gas, telephone, plumbing,

a communal paradise without cares or worries.

The city’s a fairy tale, the city’s a dream,
Falling in its net, you’ll get lost forever.
Swallowing his breath of colds and drafts,
the smell of gasoline and expensive perfume.

The city’s a fairy tale, the city’s a dream,
Falling in its net, you’ll get lost forever.
Swallowing his breath of colds and drafts,
the smell of gasoline and expensive perfume.

The smoke from tall smokestacks, the flight of
gray clouds,

will show us the arrival of cold winds.

The dance of the sun’s rays in the spider’s web
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JOMOB.

Wy HaBcTpeuy LBETHBIM BUTPUHAM,
MHMO TIPOJIETAOT AOPOrHe JIMMY3HUHBI.

B HuX >KEHIIMHbBI MPOHOCSATCS C TOPSALLIMMU
rjla3amu,

XOJIOMHBIMU CEPJIIAMU, 30JIOTHIMH BOJIOCAMH.

I'opopn-cka3ka, ropog-meura,

NOMNA/Iasl B €r0 CETH MTPONAJjaciilb HaBCETNIA.
I'noTast ero B310X, NPOCTY/] U CKBO3HSIKOB,
3anax OEH3MHa U IOPOTUX JYXOB.

FOpOH—CKaSKa, ropoa-mevra,

rnomajgas B €ro CETU nponaaacilb HaBcerjaa.
I'noras ero B3/10X 1 CKBO3HSIKOB,

3amax OcH3WHA 1 A0porux nyxoB.
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of wires
above the tin roofs of the dilapidated houses.

I’m walking toward colorful store windows,
expensive limos are flying by.

In them women speed past, with lustful eyes
cold hearts, golden hair.

The city’s a fairy tale, the city’s a dream,
Falling in its net, you’ll get lost forever.
Swallowing his breath of colds and drafts,
with cold hearts, golden hair.

The city’s a fairy tale, the city’s a dream,
Falling in its net, you’ll get lost forever.
Water and air of colds and drafts,

the smell of gasoline and expensive perfume.




