Cepen micTa, CTOMJICHOTO CIIEKO¥O,
Sl crany momem.

CTUIBKY POKIB 5 YEKalO,

[Ilo Hemae OinbIe OakaHHS.
Bce, 1110 Bam po3moBiiaro —
Jluie nocsif i CrioaiBaHHS.

He xou4y Hivoro ckazaru,
X041y 3BUTHHUTH T1JIO CBOE,
Horo Bcioau IPoONTH,
JlymKkamu npecrioBHEHE.

Cepen micTa, CTOMJICHOTO CIIEKO¥O,
Sl crany momem.

['pait-rpai1, My3HKO,
[Iparrroii, poOiTHHYE.
JIyMKU TIPOJIUTI SIK TPO3a — BOHO

Komych nmpuHece mosermeHHs,
Ane OuIbLIICTh OyJie EpPENsIKaHo.

Cepen MicTa, CTOMJIEHOTO CIIEKOIO,
S crany nomem.

In this city tired of heat, you will see
How I turn into rain.

Years go by and I’m still waiting,
Losing my spirit in comfortless vistas.
Everything | keep narrating

Is just feeble hopes and wisdom.

| need to let go of my body

Instead of just telling meaningless things,
I’11 share it with everybody,

I’ll share every thought that it brings.

In this city tired of heat, you’ll see
How | turn into rain.

Don’t stop your music,
Your tedious labor.
My thoughts are thunder in the sky; its tide

Either brings you relief
Or forces to panic and hide.

In this city tired of heat, you’ll see
How | turn into rain.




