“MicTo BecHmn” (“City of Spring”), performed by OkeaH Enb3n in collaboration with OgnH B kaHoe. It's
written by Ceatocnas Bakapuyk(Sviatoslav Vakarchuk) and evokes a nostalgic, evocative walk through

Lviv.

YoMy MeHi CHUTbCA, AK 3HOBY | 3HOBY
l'ynaém 3 To66t0 no pigHoMy JIbBOBY?
TaM naxHe BecHO0 | cOHUE cinae

Ha 6épesi piukun, aKoi HeMAE.

| aMBnAaTbca Néeun Ha Té6e nackaso,

| BApATb 6a)KaHHA i3 3anaxoM KaBu,

| BinbHO Ha pO3i Mi>K NEKIOM | paemM

Y J1bBOBI Tak NPOCTO CBOE HE BMUPAE...

Why do | keep dreaming, again and again

That we're walking together through our native Lviv?

There it smells like spring, and the sun is setting
On the bank of a river that doesn’t exist.

And the lions look at you so tenderly,

And brew up desires in the scent of coffee,

And freely at the corner between hell and heaven

In Lviv, what is yours simply does not die...

[Jvixae MicTo BeCHM MO§...

MicTo BECHU MOE...

My city of spring is breathing...
My city of spring...

BeHTé>XHe cToNniTTA 3arétoe paHu,

LLle O NOBHONITTA TYT BCi — BETEPAHM...

HandéBHeHe CBITNOM, MUHY/E NPOLLAE,
YoMychb TYT HikONK He xO4ueTbes Yato,
He xdueTbca CHiry, He xd4eTbcA CNaBwu,

Hexan pictaétbca uepkBam 3
xopyrsamm!

Mu npdcTo 3 To6Ot0 yaBOX NOrynsaeEm

Ha 6epési piukn, akoi HeMAE...

Atroubled century is healing its wounds,

Here, everyone’s a veteran before they grow up...
The past, filled with light, somehow forgives,

For some reason, you never want tea here,

You don’t want snow, you don’t want fame,

Let the churches with banners have all of that!

We’ll simply take a walk, just the two of us

By the banks of a river that doesn’t exist...

Owvxae MicTo BECHM MOE...

MicTo BECHU MOE...

My city of spring is breathing...
My city of spring...

YoMy MU He MO>KeM 3abyTn Npo 3AUBN?

MabyTb, ana repodie M1 HAATO BPa3/IMBI.

CTiHM i néBM HaM He 003BONANOTb

PoaBiaTn nénin, B AKOMY HisiK He
3racaroTb

Ti cHKM, y AKUX A i 3HOBY, | 3HOBY
l'ynaro 3 To64610 no pigHomy JIbBOBY...
TaM naxHé BecHOWo i cOHLUE ciaae

Ha 6epési piukn, AKOi AaBHO BXXe
HeMae...

Why can’t we forget the downpours?
Maybe we’re just too fragile for heroes.
The walls and the lions won’t let us

Scatter the ashes where nothing stops burning

Those dreams where, again and again,
| walk with you through our native Lviv...
It smells like spring there, and the sun is setting

By the river that has long since disappeared...

Jdwvxae MicTo BECHU MOE...

MicTo BECHU MOE...

My city of spring is breathing...
My city of spring...




