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Ilecenka 00 ApbGare

Tl Teuems Kak peka CTpaHHOE Ha3BaHUE
U npospaveH acganbT Kak B peke Boja
Ax Apbat Moit ApOaT Tel MOE IPU3BAHUE
Tl u pafocTs Mos U Most Oezia

Ax ApOat Moit ApOaT Tel MO€ IPU3BAHUE
Tsl u pafocTs Mos U Most Oezia

INemexoas! TBOU IO HEBEIUKUE
KabiryukaMu cTyuaT 1o jenam cremar
Ax Apbat Moit ApOaT Thl MOSI peITUTUS

You flow like a river, strange name

And the asphalt is transparent like water in a river.
Ah, Arbat, my Arbat, you are my vocation,

You are my joy and my trouble.

Ah, Arbat, my Arbat, you are my vocation,

You are my joy and my trouble.

Your pedestrians are not important people,
They rush on errands and their heels click.
Ah, Arbat, my Arbat, you are my religion,

MocToBBIE TBOM MO0 MHOM JIeKaT
Ax ApOat Moit ApOaT ThI MOSI peTTUTUS
MocToBBIE TBOU MO0 MHOM JIeKaT

Ot m060BU TBOEH BOBCE HE H3JICUUIIBCS
CopoK ThICSIY APYTHX MOCTOBBIX JTHO0S
Ax Apbat Moit ApOaT Thl MOE OTE€YECTBO
Hukoraa no xoHua He mpoiftu Te6s

Ax Apbat Moit ApOaT Thl MOE OTEYECTBO
Hukorga 1o xoHna He mpoiftu Teds

Your pavements lie beneath me.
Ah, Arbat, my Arbat, you are my religion,
Your pavements lie beneath me.

One can’t be cured of your love at all,

Even loving forty thousand other pavements.
Ah, Arbat, my Arbat, you are my fatherland
One can never walk to the end of you.

Ah, Arbat, my Arbat, you are my fatherland
One can never walk to the end of you.

MoJauntBa

[Toka 3emutst emié BepTUTCSI, TTOKA €IIE SIPOK CBET,
locnionu, naii e Thl Ka)KI0My Y€ro y Hero Her.
YMHOMY Jjali TONOBY, TPYCIIMBOMY Aail KOH,
Jait caacTauBOMY JeHET U HE 3a0y b PO MEHS.

[Toka 3emust emé BepTuTcs, ['ocmoau, TBOS BIACTb,
Jail ppyniemMycs K BIaCTH HAaBJIACTBOBAThLCS BCIACTb.
Jail nepeplKy MeIpOMY XOTb JO UCXO0Ja JHS,
Kanny nait packasuse u He 3a0yb PO MEHS.

4 3Hato, Tl BCE yMeellb, sl BEPYIO B MyAPOCTh TBOIO,

Kak BepuT conpaTt yOUTHIH, YTO OH MPOKHUBAET B Palo.

Kaxk BepuT kaxn0e yxo THXUM pedaM TBOUM,
Kaxk BepyeM 1 MbI camu, HE BeJasi, 4TO TBOPUM.

I'ocogu, moit boxe, 3eeHOrIa36Id MOH,

IToxa 3emus emé BepTUTCSA U 3TO €l CTPAHHO CaMOH.
[Toka emi€ xBaTaeT BpEMEHH U OTHA,

Jaii sxe Thl BCeM TIOHEMHOTY U He 3a0y/Ib TPO MEHSI.
Jaii 5xe Thl BceM TOHEMHOTY U He 3a0y/Ib TPO MEHSI.

While the earth still spins, while the light is bright,
Lord give to each person what they don't have,

Give a smart man a head, to a coward give a horse,
Give a happy man money, and don't forget about me.

While the earth still spins, Lord, it is in your power,
Give the man who craves power enough power,
Give a rest to the generous at least till the day ends,
Give Cain repentance, and don't forget about me.

I know you can do everything, I believe in your wisdom,
Like a dead soldier believes he will survive in Heaven,
Like every ear believes your quiet words,

Like we ourselves believe, knowing not what we do.

Lord, my God, my green-eyed one,

While the earth still spins and she finds this strange,
While we still have time and fire,

Give everyone a little bit, and don't forget about me.
Give everyone a little bit, and don't forget about me.




I'py3unckas necus

BuHOTpasHyro KOCTOUKY B TETIIYIO 3EMITIO 3apOI0,
W no3y nomnenyro u crensle rpo3abs COPBY,

W npy3seit co30By, Ha T1000Bb CBOE CEPJIIE HACTPOIO.
A nHaue 3a4eM Ha 3eMJIe ITO BEYHOU KUBY?

Cobwupaiitecb-ka TOCTH MOH Ha MO€ yTOIICHbBE,
T'oBopuTte MHE IpsIMO B IJ1a3a YEM IPE BaMU CIIbIBY,
Iaps HeOecHbIH MomIeT MHE IPOIIEHHE 3a
MperpeeHbs.

A nHaue 3a4eM Ha 3eMJIe ITO BEYHOU KUBY?

B TemHO-KpacHOM cBOeM OyIeT HETh AJIsi MEHS MOSI Tajy,
B gepHO-0emoM cBOEM MPEKIIOHIO Tepe/1 Helo TIaBy,

U 3acmymiarocs s u yMpy OT TFOOBH U MTEYAIIH.

A nHaue 3a4eM Ha 3eMJIe ITO BEYHOU KUBY?

U xorna 3akmyOuTcs 3aKaT MO yriiaM 30J10Tes,

[TycTb omsTh M OIATH MPEAO0 MHON HMPOIUIBIBYT HasIBY,
Cunuii OyiiBoa u 6enslii open u Gopesb 30J10Tasl.

A nHaue 3a4eM Ha 3eMJIe 9TOH BEUHOU KUBY?

I’ll bury the grape seed in the warm earth,

And kiss the vine and pluch the ripe grapes,
And call my friends, prepare my heart for love.
Otherwise why do I live on this eternal Earth?

Gather, my guests, for my offering,

Tell me to my face who I am in your opinion,
Heaven’s King will send me forgiveness for my sins,
Otherwise why do I live on this eternal Earth?

In her dark red my Dali will sing for me

In my black and white I’ll bow my head before her,
And I'll listen intently, dying of love and sadness.
Otherwise why do I live on this eternal Earth?

And when the sunset gathers, gilding the corners,
Again and again may they pass real before me:
The blue buffalo, white eagle, and golden trout.
Otherwise why do I live on this eternal Earth?

bymaskublil cosgar

OJIMH coNaT Ha CBETE JKUJI,
KPaCUBBIl U OTBa’KHBIH,

HO OH UTPYIIKOH 1eTCKOM ObLI:
BeJIb OBLIT CONAAT OyMaXKHBIH.

OH nepenenaTs MUpP XOTEl,
4100 OBLI CYACTIIMBBIM KayKIbIH,
a caM Ha HUTOYKE BHCEIL:

BeJIb OBLIT CONAAT OyMaXKHBIH.

OH 05111 OBI paj - B OTOHb U B JbIM,
3a Bac MOTUOHYTH JABAXKIbI,

HO TOTEIIAJIMCh Bl HAJl HUM:

BeJIb OBLT CONMAAT OyMaXKHBIH.

He nosepsinu Bbl emy

CBOHX CEKPETOB Ba)KHBIX,

a mouemy?

A noromy,

9TO OBLI coNaT OyMasKHBIM.

A oH cyap0y CBOIO KIISTHSI

He Tuxoii )xu3Hu Kaxaan.
U Bce npocui: orus, orHs.
3a0bIB, UTO OH OYMaKHBIH.

B orons? Hy uro x, uau! Unems?
W oH marHyn ogHaxasl,

Y Tam Ccropes OH HH 3a TPOIIL:
BeJIb OBLIT CONLAAT OyMaXKHBIH.

One soldier lived in the world,
Handsome and brave,

But he was a child’s toy:

The soldier was a paper one.

He wanted to remake the world,
So everyone would be happy
But he himself hung by a thread:
The soldier was a paper one.

He’d be happy to go into fire into smoke,
To die for you twice,

But you made fun of him:

The soldier was a paper one.

You didn’t trust him

With your important secrets.
Why?

Because,

The soldier was a paper one.

He, cursing his fate,

Didn’t long for a quiet life,
And kept demanding: fire, fire!
Forgetting that he was of paper.

Into the fire? So go! You’re going?
And he marched once,

He burned up there for nothing:
After all, the soldier was a paper one.




