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Example 1: Noize MC, “Ilecusi ais paauo” (A song for the radio) (2009) (translation by

lyrictranslate.com)

Verse 1:

[ecns onst paanosdupa — BOT oHa, TOTOBA!

Hwu ogHOro mioxoro cjioBa, U MOTICOBBIM.

U mycTh monpoOyoT KO MHE TOJIBKO MTOTOM MPUAPATHCS:
Mo, 3TO He MOAXOIUT 1Mo (hopMaTy HalIeH cTaHIuu!

S Hu o/1HOI 3ampPEeTHOM TEMBI B TEKCTE HE 3aTPOHYI,

He npoTuBopeynst HU MOpaiu, HA 3aKOHY:

TsI cripocHIIIb, sl 4ero BOOOIIE sI BBIIIET K MUKPO(DOHY?
Hy, panep noimkeH BeJb YTO-TO YUTATh MOBEPX My30Ha!
Hu cinoBa o HapkoTHKax, HU CJI0Ta O MOJIUTHKE,

Hu OykBBI B aJipec HeTOBOJIEHBIX MHOKO KPUTHKOB.

Tebs He cTaHy 5 TPY3UTH O TOM, YTO XU3Hb yKacHa,
Turma Ha yIuIy O Bedep BBIXOJUTH OMAcHO,

Turma u neBymka yuoia, ¥ ¢ IeHbIaMH III0XO0,

W Tuna Bc€, yTO MHE OCTANI0Ch — 3TO aXaTh U 0XaTb.

Her, Bcé HamHOrO npolue, — cenaB ocepbE3He Mopay,
S1 6yOHIO CBOM paI MO TPU OJATHBIX aKKOpia!

Chorus:

HazoBu MeHs 1oncoii, 0OBUHM B 4éM XOUeIb —
Crnymath Oyzaeiib Bc€ paBHO, s JKE 3HAKO TOUHO.

VY nupaToB KyNHUIIb AUCK U APY3bSIM HE CKaXKElllb...
HazoBu MeHsI IOTICO# — He O0MXKYCh IaxKe.

Verse 2:

BynyTt Ha pagno 3BOHUTH AEBYOHKH U IPOCHUTH:
"TpuseT aecsiromy "B", mocrassre Noize MC!"
Ju-moxeit oreetut "OK" u HaxxMmET Ha Play,

K pagoctu no3BoHuBLIEH U €€ Apy3ei.

[Totom, kapaOkasich, Kak aIbIIMHUCT Ha DBEPECT,

51 Bie3y B XMUT-TIapaj Ha OJJHO U3 MEPBBIX MECT

U 6yny Tam BHCETh, TOKya BCEM HE HAJ0ECT,

A mociie BoinmyIty ajapbom ¢ Ha3BanueM "The Best",
I'me Oyaet BOT 3TOT TPEK IUIIOC IBAALATH MATh PEMHKCOB.
Bort yixe BUKY, KaK TOJIATCS y NIPUIABKOB YUKCHI —
OTIUYHBIA YPOBEHB MPOJAXK, KYIUIEH BECh TUPAXK,
Boxpyr Moeii iepcoHbl OeleHbIi a)KHOTaKX. ..

Ja, st meuTaro 00 5TOM, a BBI Kak OyJITO HET,

AX, Bbl HENIPU3HAHHBIHM FeHUH, YINYHBIH MOIT...

Hy na, kya MHe 110 Bac, 1 MEpKaHTHIBHBIH 5KJ100,
W Mue nneBaTh Ha HEKOMMEPUYECKUM XUM-Xo1!

[Chorus]

Verse 1:

Song for radio broadcast - here it is, all done!

Not one foul word, and a poppy chorus.

And don't even try to wrong me later:

Like, it doesn't suit the format of our station!

I didn't mention any forbidden topics,

Didn't contradict any morals or law:

You'll ask, why did I even go up to the microphone?
Well, a rapper has to say something alongside the beats!
Not a word about drugs, not a syllable about politics,
Not a letter in address of critics that do not like me.

I won't load you with stuff about how terrifying life is,
Like it's dangerous to go out at night;

Like and the girlfriend left me, and I'm tight on money;
And like all I've got left is to sigh and groan.

No, everything is much simpler - I make a serious face,
And mumble my rap alongside three rad accords!

Chorus:

Call me crappy music, accuse me in anything you want.
You will listen to me anyway, | know for sure.

You'll get a pirate copy and won't tell your friends...
Call me crappy music — | won't even take offence!

Verse 2:

The girls will call the radio and ask:

"Hello to tenth grade "B", put on Noize MC!"

DJ will reply "OK!" and will click Play,

To the delight of the caller and her friends.

Then, scrambling like a mountaineer on to Everest,
I'll force myself into the top charts

And will hang there until everyone is sick of me,
And after I'll release an album called "The Best",
Where you'll find this track plus twenty five remixes.
Now, | can almost see how chicks are crowding up at the stalls...
Excellent sales, it's all sold out,

Mad hype surrounding my persona...

Yes, | dream about it. And it's as if you don't?

Oh, you're an unrecognized genius... a street poet...

Of course, you're not like me at all, | am a mercenary scab.
And I couldn't care less about nonprofit hip-hop!

[Chorus]




Example 2: Noize MC, “Ilymxunckuii pon” (Pushkin rap) (2011)

Verse 1:

Mens 30ByT Anexcanap Cepreesud [lymkun
Most k0oka HE TTOX0XkKa Ha HAYMHKY BaTPYIITKH
CMyriioe nuio, YEpHBIX KyApeH 3aBUTYIIKA
Cracubo mpajerynike 3a Bce STH (DUTIKH

He crumkom 601p110r0 YMUIIIKa 001a1aTeIIN
O063pIBaTHCS 00€3bIHON CUNTATN 003aTEIHHBIM
W maxe B nuIIee 3I0TBIXaTEIH HEPEAKO
[lyTrmm, 9T0 MOM TIPEAKH BUEpa CIIE3IH C BETKH
Mout, Moii ipanies apan I'anamOan

brin [lerpom 3a 6aTTin poMa KyIUIEH Y MEHSIT
KT0 MeHs TonpK0 B u€M He OOBUHSLIT

Ho BBI camu Bce B Kypce, KakoB ObLI (puHamn

S maMATHHK ceOe HEPYKOTBOPHBIN BO3IBUT
MeHs npu3HAET BETUKUM U YYEHBIH, U YICHUK
Pycckuii I3bIK YUUTH, HE YATAst MOUX KHHT,

3T0 nOpora NPSIMUKOM B TYITHUK

Chorus:

Tax oTkyna OepyTcsi rpaMOTeH Takue,

Uro mymatot 6yaro «pacusm» u «Poccusp -

370 cl1OBa OAHOKOPEHHBIE?

3naiite, [TymkuH MpoTHB TakuX, KaK BbI, HOy

Ha nenoxoxux itoieit CMOTPHUILIb XMYPO,
UT0-TO TaM MSMIIHIIE NIPO PYCCKYIO KyIbTYpY?
Tak BOT Tebe OT TOM KyJIbTYPHI OTBET:

«Wnu gro, Tuna, IlymkuH — He pycckuil moaT?»

Verse 2:
Buky, kT0-TO B paii Tebe yIUTHHSET oYepellb
Bce mo Tpacce npyT, a Tl Ha 0004HHE

Kto Tebe Memaer, ”HOCTpaHHEBIE paboune?
3apyOekHBIe CTYICHTHI U BCE TaKUE Ipodre?
TBos xn3Hb 03 HUX ObLIa OBI JIETKUM KHHIIOM
C KJIaCCHBIM HAa4YallOM, CEpEANHON W KOHIIOM
A TBI caM OBLT OBI BCEM TaHIIOpaM TaHIIOP,
Ecnu Ob1 HE TEpIOCH SH1I0 00 SN0

U ewi€ BkpaTiie 0 HALIMOHAJIBHBIX TAHILIAX:
Pycckue Bceraa ObUTH APYKEITIOOHOMN HAITUCH,
bunu Toapko TEX, KTO IMCPBLIM JIE3 APATHCA,
Kcenodobust — ynen HeaHaepTaibia

Pacusm ocraBum IMATCKAHTPOIIaM U aBCTPAJIONIUTCKaAM

Bcewm npuBeT U3 A€BITHAIATOTO BeKa
KunaccHo y Bac, Brieuatsisier nporpecc
Jluwb onHOTO MOHATH HE MOXeT [lymkun A. Dc.

[Chorus]

Verse 1:

My name is Aleksander Sergeevich Pushkin

My skin doesn’t look like a cheese Danish filling
Dark-skinned face and black curly curls

Thanks to my great grandfather for all of these features
Those with small minds

Think it necessary to call me an ape

And even in school those bullies frequently

Joked that my ancestors were swinging from branches yesterday
Like, my great grandfather was the moor Hannibal

Peter the Great bought him for a bottle of rum from a dealer
Who accused me of everything

But you yourselves know how it all ended up

I didn’t create a memorial to myself by hand

Both scholars and students consider me great

If you study Russian language and don’t read my books
That’s straight down a dead-end road

Chorus:

Where do these smarty pants come from

Who think that “Racism” and “Russia”

Come from the same root word

You know, Pushkin’s against people like you

You look askance at people who don’t look like you
You’re blabbering something about Russian culture?
From that culture here’s an answer for you:

“Or what, like, Pushkin’s not a Russian poet?”

Verse 2:

You see, someone is lengthening the queue to paradise for you

Everyone is pushing through on the highway and you’re on the
shoulder

Who’s bothering you, foreign workers?

Foreign students and everyone like them?

Your life without them would be lighthearted movie

With an awesome beginning, middle, and end

And you yourself would be the best dancer to everyone

If your balls didn’t rub up against each other

Also, in short, about national dances:

Russians have always been a friendly nation

We only beat those who throw the first punch

Xenophobia is a thing of Neanderthals

Let’s leave racism for the apes and the Australopithecus

Tell everyone “hi” from the 19" century

Great, your progress is impressive

There’s only one thing that A. S. Pushkin can’t understand

[Chorus]
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Example 3: Vasya Oblomov, “Eay B Maragan” (I’m going to Magadan) (2010)

Verse 1:

Moé mecto paboTsl HaszbiBaeTcs kade "Y bobpa"

Kaxnpiit nens B 20 Beuepa 3a CUHTE3aTOPOM HOSBJIISIOCH 5

HUrpato MHOTO CTapoil COBETCKOH (HUTHU

JKeHImuHBI TPOCAT PO TPAaHUTHBIN KaMyIIeK B IPyId

My>xuku 3aka3siBaroT ""Bragumupckuii nenTpan”

Opnax el oquH MHE €€ 10 pa3 moaps 3akazai

Kak 65l 51 He cMoTpen, paboTta He hOHTaH

Tonu aeno y Moero Apyra-nyaHucTa, HadajabHUK - ['apaHsH

Boo0re, s ¢ BBICIIHM My3bIKQJIEHBIM 00pa3oBaHUEM

PonuTenu xopoIio 3aHMMaIUCh MOUM BOCITUTaHUEM

Ho nyuie pa®oTsl 5 Tak ¥ HE CMOT HAlTH

Tyt unu n1abyxoM OBITH WIIN IBOP MECTH

[Iporpamma THNMYHAS - HU AaTh HU B3STh

W xaxxaplii 1eHb KTO-HUOY b HAXKUPACTCS M HAYMHACT KO
MHE IIpHCTaBaTh

U YtoOs! kak-HHOY b pa3HOOOPa3UTh COOCTBEHHBIH TPEKIIUCT

51 penu 3areTb CBOM MECHHU BEb 5 TOJIOCUCT

CounHUI MECHIO, MO0 €€ MHOT/Ia [T MECTHBIX apMSH
IlecHs npo TO, Kak BOpa 3aKpbUIH

Cre3nuBasi Takasi HICTOPUS C IPOCTHIM IPUIIEBOM

Eny B Maranan

Chorus:

Eny B Maranan

B Maranan

[Cue] Cnymraii, 6paran, a ko e€ moér, a?

Eny B Maranan

[Cue] Ye, B HaType, TBOs ecHA? He muzauus?
B Maranaun

[Cue] Ciymuai, Hy, kpacaBa, BooOIIE

Eny B Maranan

Verse 2:

[ecHst tepbMO, KOHEYHO, HO MECTHBIM HPAaBUTCS
T'oBOpAT, y MEHS TaJIAHT U 51 IOJIKEH MPOCIABUTHCSI
Yxe Tommsl Ha Bxoje B kade "V bobpa"

Bce xayT Moo iepcoHy Bce MeHS BCTpedaroT Ha “ypa’”
Xo3sun "Bobpa" n0BoJIeH, 0a0KU TEKYT peKoii

YBOJIUII CECCHOHHYIO MEBUILY, TOBBICHII MHE CTaBKY
Ts1 roBopwm, TosbKO, Bacs, noii! Bacs, noii!

Moto necHI0 MBI Ha4aJIM NIPO/IaBaTh B PUHITOHAX
Ha KoHIepTHI IPUXOAAT JIIOAN B TOTOHAX

Hap yeprOMopckoM nobepeskbe 3ByunT "Maragan"
51 peanbHO TOAHSIICS, 5 peabHBIN MaraH

[Chorus]

Verse 3:
BOT s HAa 3aKAa3HUKE I1I0K0 OTOT TpeK
HOTaHI/IH JJOBOJICH, BBIITMCHIBACT MHC YCK

Verse 1:

The café where I work is called “The Beaver’s Den”

Every day at 8pm | appear at the keyboard

I play a lot of old Soviet crap

The women ask for “Granitnyi kamushchek v grudi”

The men request “Vladimirskii tsentral”

Once some guy asked me to play it ten times in a row

However | look at it, the work is nothing to write home about

It’s not like my friend the pianist, his boss is Georgii Garanian

Basically, I’ve got a music degree

My parents raised me well

But I could not find better work

So | could either be a lounge lizard or a street sweeper

It’s a typical program, don’t give and don’t take

And every day someone gets wasted and starts coming on to
me

And in order to somehow vary my tracklist

I decided to sing some of my own songs after all, 'm a
vocalist

I wrote a song, and sometimes sing it for the local Armenians

It’s a song about how they sent a thief away

A tearful story with a simple Chorus

I’'m going to Magadan

Chorus:

I’'m going to Magadan

To Magadan

[Cue] Listen, brother, who is that singing, uh?

I’'m going to Magadan

[Cue] Is that actually your song? You’re not f***ing with me?
To Magadan

[Cue] Listen, that’s awesome man

I’'m going to Magadan

Verse 2:

The song’s a piece of shit, obviously, but the locals like it

They say I've got talent and say I should be famous

There are already crowds at the entrance of the “Beaver’s
Den” café

Everyone waits for me and they greet me with a “hurray”

The owner of the Beaver’s Den is happy, and he’s making lots
of money

He laid off the session singer and gave me a raise

You say, just...Vasya, sing! Vasya, sing!

We started selling my song as a ringtone

People are coming to concerts in uniforms

On the Black Sea coast, Magadan is playing

I’'m really moving up, I’'m a real playa

[Chorus]
Verse 3:

So | play this track at the nature reserve
Potanin is happy and he writes me a check
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PexomeHIyeT MeHs BCEM CBOUM JPY3bIM-OJIHrapXam

Ber cibimanu? OH peKOMEHIYeT MEHS BCEM CBOUM JIPY3bsM-
oJMrapxam

VY mens "[lecus roga", y mens "3onotoit rpammodon"

S1! 51 He Bepro rinazaM, HO 3TO HE COH
W BOT MMHUCTD KyJbTYpPBI IOIHUMAET CTAKAH
U BoI He moBepuTte, U3 ero iphone 3G mobex0HOCHO 3ByUYHUT

[Chorus]

Outro:

Ho, k coxalieHuI0, s1 TaK U OCTAJICSI aBTOPOM OJTHOTO XUTa

OnHOro, HO 3aTO TAKOTO, KOTOPHIi 3HACT BCS HAIIA
HEOOBSITHAs CTpaHa

JlaBaiite Bce BMecTe!

[Cue] O, mauansl. A ye BbI?

[Cue] Ma ue cchl.

B Maranas.

[Cue] Oxyennas necHst

B Maranas.

[Cue] “I am,” a manblire Kax?

Eny B Maranau

[Cue] Bist Gyy, BOT eCTh K€ HOPMAJIbHBIE IECHU

[Cue] U Bcé aTo

[Cue] He To, uTO BCst 9T mupapacHs "xyé-moe"

[Cue] Bast Mos1, oxyeHHas iecHst, Marajan

[Cue] MaranaH, 6715116

He recommends me to all his oligarch friends

Did you hear that? He recommends me to all his oligarch
friends

I’ve got the “Song of the Year,” I've got a “Gold
Grammaphone”

Me! Idon’t believe my eyes, but this isn’t a dream

The Minister of Culture raises his glass

And you won’t believe it, from his iPhone 3G triumphantly
rings

[Chorus]

Outro:
But, unfortunately, | remained the author of a single hit
Just one, but one that our entire vast country knows

C’mon, everyone together!

[Cue] Oh, dudes, what are you doing?

[Cue] Don’t be scared

To Magadan

[Cue] F***ing awesome tune

To Magadan

[Cue] “I am,” and then what?

I’'m going to Magadan

[Cue] I’'m not lying, there are still good tunes out there
[Cue] And everything

[Cue] Is not like that gay “f***ing shit”
[Cue] My bitch, f***ing great tune, Magadan
[Cue] Magadan, f***ing hell

Example 4: Vasya Oblomov, Ksenia Sobchak, Evgeny Parfyonov, “Pan mosie6en” (Rap prayer)

(2012)

Hy BoT 1 MBI, 2012 roa. Beé He 3akanunBaercs. Ot
BCEl TymIu.

310 par MosieOeH B OJIEPIKKY BEPHI,

CoxpaHsisi CTaOMIBHOCTD ¥ YYBCTBO MEPHI.

Oo6nomos, [Tapheno u Kcenns Cobuak

[pecssToit 6oropoauniie NOCHUIAIOT 3HAK.

Hoporas boropoauna, odpature BHIMaHuE,
Kakne y Hac mpoucxosr cTpagaHusl.

Bcto 3umy cTpaHa 60ponack ¢ BHEITHUM BParoMm.
Bb1110 HECKOTIBKO MUTHHIOB IIPOTECTA U ITOTOM,

I'pynma ocobo omacHbIX JIEBYIIEK B Xpame
Yro-TO KpHyania v Tonajga Horamu,
TpeboBana cpouHO KOTO-TO MPOTHATH.
Ham BceM 3T0 HY)XHO, CBATast MaTh?

A Kax OIOJYMIIKCH JIFOTU Ha aTpuapxa?
N3-3a yacos! 13-3a kakoro-to nojapka!
Ero careiiirecTBO 4YacoB He HAOIIOAACT
EcTh OHM WM HET OH TOJIKOM HE 3HACT.

Here we are, the year 2012. Nothing has ended. Honest to god.

This is a rap prayer in support of religion,
Preserving stability and a sense of moderation.
Oblomov, Parfenov, and Ksenia Sobchak

Are sending a sign to the Holy Mother.

Dear Mother, pay attention,

To what kind of sufferings we’re enduring.

All winter our country fought with a foreign enemy.
There were several protest meetings and then,

A group of particularly dangerous girls in a church
Shouted something and stomped their feet,
Demanding immediately to drive someone out.

Do we all really need this, Holy Mother?

Why did the people gang up on the patriarch?

Because of the watch! Because of some gift!

His holiness doesn’t look at clocks

He doesn’t even really know whether they’re there or not.
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31bIe ONIOTTEPHI MPHU3BIBAIOT TOMHTD JIOJKY,
Bwmecre ¢ marpuapxom, TabakoM U BOJKOU
BmecTe ¢ HaHOIBUIBIO U €r0 KBAPTHPO

C mpoxwuBatomieit Tam To i JIenoi, To mu Upoid,

C Bogurensmu ['enenaBarena u BMW —
Cnyxurensmu nepksu — BuHoBHuKamu J{TTI,
Bwmecre ¢ mpe3uIeHTOM U IPEMbEP MUHUCTPOM
PackaunBaroT MEIJICHHO YTOO OTOMUTH OBICTPO,

BwmecTe ¢ monmpeiom ¢ ypai BaroH 3aBojia
He noxunasces 2018-ro rona.

Boroponuna, mumnas, moxkanyiicra pa3pyi,
Cuera y CIIOHCOPOB TIPOTECTA 320HO OOHYITH.

OckopOieHbI YyBCTBA BEPYIOMINX OXPAHHUKOB
Baiikeps! ¢ himaramu 30T BOKPYT TAMSITHUKOB
ITaTpuapx Myapo U JONTO XpaHHUI MOTYaHHE
Ho TPCIIHUKHN HE JOAYMAIOTCA 10 MOKasIHUA.

Benp He nipuaet UM B roJ0BY, YTO POCCUUCKUMN CY L
CyauT Hac 3a rpexH Hallli, U IaXe TeX KTO MIIyTI,
OO0s13aTeNbHO HACTABUT HA IyTh UCIIPABICHHS
[TyreM npaBOCIaBHOTO TIOPEMHOTO 3aKIIOYECHUSL.

EnuHBIM 1IeTBIM TS HAC SIBIISICTCS IPABOCIIABUC
Yekn3M, HAPOJHOCTH U CaMOJIepPIKaBHUE.
3aHnMaeTcs KOITyHCTBOM X0 MOCKBHI

Ceer pa3ian B ymMax TpakKIaaH CTPaHbI.

Ho cBsimenHOe cTOSHIE 32 TPaBOCIABHYIO BEPY
VYKpenuio Iyx HapoJa U CyJeOHYI0 CUCTEMY

U ocBetmiio yromoBHoe aeno 6 mMast

Pa3rons! CTYAEHTOB C OKKyIai abas

U nopoaniio B nemyTarax 100pbie MOTHBBI
IIpunars 3akoH nMeHU SkoneBa J(uMbl

U momorio K KOHILy To/ia OTePATh MECTa
Bcem TeM KTO IpOTHB U OCTaBUTh TE€X KTO 3a.

[The following stanza was deleted and replaced with the

previous stanza at some point]

U He no3Bonuiio cieacTBuio BepHyTh Kcroxe ee
MUAJIJIIMOHBI

Uto06 He moryTal ee IbSBOJI CIOHCHPOBATh IIOTPOMBI

U orBenu paby Kcenmro ot cBsatoro My3 TB, ot
OPT, THT

U Beskoro aypHoro TB.

U opapeH ObUT )KUIITUIONIAIbI0 MOCKOBCKUI OMOH.
BacTpbiknH U3BUHUIICS 1 OBLIT MPOILEH.

biaropapum 3a anrensckoe Bauie Tepnenue,

He obparmaiite BHIMaHus Ha 00IIECTBEHHOE MHEHHE.

Evil bloggers are urging us to sink the boat,

Along with the patriarch, with his tobacco and vodka
Along with the nano-dust in his apartment

Along with that girl living there, either Lena or Ira,

With the drivers of the Gelandewagen and BMW,

With the clergy who cause traffic accidents,

With the president and prime minister

They are shaking the boat slowly so that it sank quickly,

Along with the envoy from the Ural wagon factory

Not waiting for 2018.

Dear Holy Mother, please guide us,

And at the same time wipe out the accounts of the protests’
sponsors.

The religious gatekeepers’ feelings are offended
Bikers with flags are cruising around memorials
The patriarch wisely kept silent for a long time
But the sinners won’t repent.

After all, doesn’t it enter their minds that Russian justice
Tries us for our sins, even if we are stupid,

And will certainly put us on the right path

By means of an Orthodox Christian prison sentence.

Orthodox Christianity is the only unity for us
Chekism, nationalism, and sovereignty.
Echo-Moskva engages in sacrilege

And sows discord in the minds of our citizens.

But the sacred support for our Orthodox faith
Strengthened the people’s spirit and our judicial system
And blessed the criminal case of May 6

And drove off the students from “occupy Abai”

And fostered good intentions with the deputies

So they passed the law in honor of Dima Yakovlev
And, at the end of the year, punished those who were
Against the law, while helping those who agreed with it.

[The following stanza was deleted and replaced with the previous

stanza at some point]

And didn’t allow the investigation to return those millions to
Ksenia

So that the devil didn’t confuse her for sponsoring the violence

And god-servant Ksenia was rejected from the saintly Mus TV,
from ORT and TNT

And all kinds of evil TV.

And the Moscow OMON were given apartments.
Bastrykin apologized and was forgiven.

We thank You for Your angelic patience,

Don’t pay any attention to public opinion.
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BbI e TO4HO 3HaeTe, 4To Hy’>KHO HaIlIeH CTpaHe,
Kro nomxen ObITh B IyMe, a KTO B KpEMIIE.

JKuger 1o cripaBeAJIMBOCTH CBsITast MaTyka Pyce.
Cynpl 6ecripuctpactHo pemar cyas0y [Tyccs.

Brnaromapum 3a moanepxKKy, ¥ ¢ HAMU BCE POCCHUSHE.
Boroposuiia, He nporousi Hukoro! Ocrapaiicsi ¢ Hamu!

You definitely know what is necessary for our country,
Who should be in the Duma and who in the Kremlin.
Holy Mother Russia lives justly.

The courts will decide the fate of Pussy Riot impartially.

Thank You for your support, all Russians are with us.
Holy Mother, don’t kick anyone out. Stay with us!

Example 5: Vasya Oblomov and Andrey Makarevich, “Kusub ciaoxnasn” (Life’s hard) (2019)

Verse 1:

IMocnymaii, Bacst, Tel ckaTuics.

I'ne nosole necuu? I e Beck KpeaTus?

Tl pa3moOper 1 TOXO/Ty CITHIICS.
Kaxoii-To crionrHoi noJIuTHIeCKuil CauB!
A ceituac, Bacs, HaM HaJI0 CINIOTUTHCS.

VY Hac, 04eBHIHO, €CTh OOIIHIA Bpar.
ITocmoTpu Ha YKpauHy, BCMOTPUCH B UX JIMLIA.
XoteTh B EDC MOXKET TOIBKO Iypak.

A b1, Bacs, o MaiigaHe MedTaciib.
Xouelb OnsTh pa3Baja cTpaHbl?
VYcnoxolics, Bacs, Tbl ke He IapULlb.
CaHKIMHU [10XUE HO OHU HE BPEIIHBI.

TyT neno npuHIMNa U NOIX0/a.

Poccust cebst B 00uIy HE OacT.

C 2014 rona

KpeiM cran mHammM, moxssuics JJorbacce.
A THI, KaK cTapas Tymnas 6adka,

HE 3aMevacIlb OYCBHIHBIX BEIICH.

BrITh IpemaTenem — 3To TaIKo.

Bor otets Mue, Bacsi, — Kpeim, on ueit?
U neceHkr TBOM COBCEM OTYIEIH.

Hwu yma HE aHTa3mu - 0JTHA TOJBKO IPA3b.
E3xaii B Maragan. Banu tam enm.
Benukoit Poccun Thl HE HyKeH, Mpa3b.

Chorus (Andrey Makarevich):
Kuznb crnoxHas, cloXKHasl, CI0KHAs.
W nopoil mouTH HEBO3MOXKHAsL.

To npasauBa, To OyATO OBI JIOKHAS.
JK¥3HB croXHAas, CIIOKHAS, CIOKHASL.

Verse 2:

Ms1 oOparmaeMcs K BaM Kak K IpaBIopyoy,

BCEIIEJI0 U TIOJTHOCTHIO paccuuThIBaeM Ha Bac.

MeHTEHI B HamIel 00J1aCTH CKIOHHBI K CAMOCY/IY,

a Mdp — TaK BOOOIIE KUPHBIN THapac.

Mp1 cobupaeM “Naiiku’ IS TOTUT3AKITIOUEHHBIX,

ciaywmaeMm Bawuy necHu u rpynmy JT.

MBI — 00111€CTBO HE3aBUCHMBIX TTOIUTHYECKHU-
00peuEHHBIX

rpaxxaad Poccun u Bcero CHI'.

MBI cTpOUM OAlTHIO U3 CHHUX BEJEPOK,

apT OPOEKT MOJ] Ha3BaHUEM «3acTpoiika J{Hay.

[Ipunuinte HaM J€HET HEMHOTO, THII COPOK,

Verse 1:

Listen, Vasya, you’ve degenerated.

Where are your new songs? Your creativity?
You’ve put on weight and it seems you’ve started drinking.
All this total political dirt!

But now, Vasya, we need to band together.
We have, apparently, a common enemy.

Look at Ukraine, look at their faces.

Only a fool would want to join the E.U.

But you, Vasya, dream about Maidan.

Do you want the country to fall apart again?
Calm down, Vasya, you don’t know the ropes.
The sanctions are bad, but they’re not harmful.
It’s a matter of principle and method.

Russia will not give offense.

Since 2014

Crimea became ours and Donbass rose up.
Yet you, like an old stupid grandma,

Don’t notice obvious things.

To be a traitor is awful.

Tell me Vasya, to whom does Crimea rightly belong?
And your songs have become so stupid.

No thinking, no fantasy, only dirt.

Go to Magadan, go all the way there.

Great Russia doesn’t need you, scumbag.

Chorus (Andrey Makarevich):

Life’s complicated, complicated, complicated.
And at times almost impossible.

And the truth, it almost seems false.

Life’s complicated, complicated, complicated.

Verse 2:

We’re appealing to you like a straight shooter,
Wholly and completely we’re relying on you.

The cops in our region are prone to rule like a mob,
And the mayor is basically a fat h***,

We’re collecting “likes” for political prisoners,
Listening to your songs and the group DDT.

We’re a society of failed politicians,

Citizens of Russia and the whole C.1.S.

We’re building a tower out of blue buckets,

An art project called “Building of the Bottom.”

Send us some money, not much, around 40,000 Rubles,
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a TO HaM Ha Hero He XBaTaeT Oadua.

MBI 32 HBOJIOLMIO, TPOTHUB KOPPYIIIHNH,
MIBITAEMCSI MUPHO BJIMSATH HA BIACTh;

U B 9Ty KOHCTPYKLHUIO HE BXOJHUT PEBOIIIOLNS,
MBI BEPHM UYTO BJIACTh NIEPECTAHET KPACTh.
MBI XOTUM HIepesl M3pUeH BbIIOKUTS Siila,
HaMeKasl Ha TO, YTO Mbl XOTUM IIEPEMEH.

He xoTuM UHTEpHETHI KaK y KUTAHULIEB,
HazoBém mpoekt «Mup XpyIKUX Mpooiem».
U emé mMbl XOTeIH KyIMUTh MaKapOHBI

u Bo3sie OCTaHKMHO pa3jaBaTh Jarmly.

Ha xacTpromiro NpukiIeuTs MyCOPCKUE MOTOHEI,
HO HaM HY>KHBI I€HBbI'H, O YEM U IUIIY.

Emé Mb1 Morin OBl pacKaThIBaTh Bary,
00EpHYTHCS B HEE U MapIIIeM MTPOHUTH.
Haszpamu 651 akmmto «Bata menOpaTy»

HO Ha BaTy HETY JIEHET — €CIH MOYKEIIb IPHUIILIH.
MBI ycKaayu CaMOJIETUKH 3a TEJIETrPaMMBbl,

MBI FepaHb OTIpaBisu HeMIoBy Ha MOCT.

B unTepHeTe mucaiikanu CosioBbeBa MPOrPaMMBI
U 32 YECTHBIE BEIOOPHI PEMOCTHIIH MOCT.

[Chorus]

Verse 3:

YecTHO TOBOPS 51 HE OYCHD B TEME.

O 4ueM TaM MUTHHIYIOT U B 4YeM 3amec?

51 paboTaro Hag co00¥ IO HOBOM CHICTEME.
Tenmuk HE CMOTPIO, C aJTKAIIIKH CIIE3.
[MomuTHKOoit 0C000 HE HHTEPECYIOCH,

MHe 710 (hoHAps BCA 3Ta (HUTHS.

[To BBIXOIHBIM 5T HOPMAIIEHO TYCYIOCh,
KuBy uncro B xaiid. KuBy s ceos.

W 51 HEe TOHUMAI0, YEeTO BBI BCE HOCTE,

He npaBurcs 4to-T10 — ¢ ce0s HaAYHM.

O kakoii-To purue 6ECKOHEYHO CHIOPUTE
Kak 0aba y KOTOPOW KPUTHUCCKUC [THH.

51 3a cosumanue u kaitd ot naiida,
caMOpa3BUTHE 1 JIMYHBIH POCT.
HcnpIThIBast HEBEPOSTHOE YyBCTBO JIpaiiBa
B Instagram nenaro KpacuBeIid IOCT.

51 3a HaTypOIATHIO, 5T TIPOTUB aIlaTHH,

sI IBF0 BUTAMUHBI, ST MSICO HE M.

51 X IpUBHUBKAM UCTIBITHIBAIO AaHTUTIATHIO,
OTKa3aThCs OT HUX PEKOMEH/TIYIO BCEM.

41 cuutaro HaM HY>KHO TIO3UTHBHO MBICIUTH,
TOT/a BCE MPOOJIEMBI CAaMH YHIYT.

OT MONUTHKY B )KU3HNA HAYETO HE 3aBUCHT.
Ecnu Th1 cebst iroOumib To Bce OyAeT THYTh.

[Chorus]

Since we don’t have enough money to finish it.
We’re for evolution, against corruption,

We’re trying to peacefully influence the authorities;
And in this construction revolution doesn’t work,

We believe that the government is going to stop stealing.
We want to decorate eggs in front of city hall,
Suggesting that we want change.

We don’t internet like they have in China,

We’ll call the project “The world of big problems.
And we still want to buy pasta,

And near Ostankino hand out spaghetti.

On the frying pan we’ll stick police patches,

But we need money, which is what I’m writing about.
Or we could roll out the cotton,

Wrap ourselves in it and march away.

We’d call the act “the nurse’s cotton,”

But there’s no money for cotton — if you could, send us some.
We sent paper airplanes as telegrams,

We sent a cranesbill to Nemtsov on the bridge.

On the internet we “disliked” Solovev’s program,
And in favor of fair elections we reposted the post.

[Chorus]

Verse 3:

Honestly, I don’t really get it.

What are they meeting there about, and what’s this shit storm?
I work on myself according to a new system.

I don’t watch TV, don’t hang out with alcoholics.
I’'m not particularly interested in politics,

I don’t give a damn about all that crap.

On the weekends | hang out and party,

My life is awesome, | live for myself.

And I don’t understand what you’re all whining about,
You don’t like something? Start with yourself.
You’re endlessly arguing about some crap

Like an old grandma in her twilight years.

I’m for creativity, and I get bliss out of life,
Self-development and personal growth.

| experience an unbelievable feeling of drive

On Instagram | make beautiful posts.

I’'m for naturopathy, I’'m against apathy,

I take vitamins, I don’t eat meat.

I have an aversion to vaccines—

I tell everyone not to get them.

I think that we should think positively,

Then all problems will go away.

Nothing depends on politics in life.

If you love yourself, everything will be alright.

[Chorus]
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Example 6: Timati and Sasha Chest, “JIyummii apyr” (Best friend) (2015) (lyrictranslate.com)

Chorus:

Moii myumuii apyr — 3to npe3ujeHt Ilytun
Moit myummii qpyr — 3to npe3uneHT Ilytun
Moit myummii qpyr — 3710 npe3uneHT [lytun
Moit myummii qpyr — 310 npe3useHT Ilytun

Verse 1 (Cama Yecr):

Moii 6emblit BagpIka!

Kto "neBpIii", TOT Ha BBIXO/I.

OTH 1EBOYKH MPOCHIIUCH —

Bo3bmu 1m00y0 U3 HUX Ha BBIOOD.
Cunraem OIOJKET, CHS Ha CTOJIE,
IMupamuna mymumm, BCIIecK, KPackuBo,
Poccus, BcTpeuaii chHa.

T'opona roBopst 00 ogHOM —

MBI TIOCTABHJIM HOBBII PEKOP/I.

Han rosioBoit Moit Tpukoop.
X0JI0THOKPOBHBIX HH OJTHOTO.

BEITh IIepBBIME 3TO HAII POK.

3T0 MOM KpyT, 3TO MOI1 1OM.

Bce s Hero u cBo0oa peKoi,

Hawm nox cuiy,

TrI 3HAaCIIB, TIPO JIFOOOBH K T€OE OTHOM.
MpbI ¢ BamH 3a HETro BCeM cTpaHoil.
Br1 3Ha11, OH KpyTO# cyneprepoi.
CeropHs st UITPOK, MOM JPYT CO MHOIA.
OH T71aBHBIH, 3HAUUT OyAET BCE T10 TUIaHy,
Twl 3Hae1b, KTO TBOH (harMaH.
Ecnu npe3unieHT ¢ HaMu HapaBHe,
Te, kO B 3a11€ 37€Ch

[Chorus]

Verse 2 (TumaTn):

Pycckuit npoayKkT cHOBa B LIEHE,
Jlama-cenan, camoT ABTOBa3.

Moii myummii Jpyr CHOBa B UIPeE,

Moii nyuiuii ApyT OJUH U3 HAC.

Ecnu crpana 1o xiy0,

To Ha TaHIIONE CEroHSI MHOTO JIFOICH.
Her ¢eiic-xoHTposs, 3/1€Ch BCE paBHBI,
U Bce ocTanmbHOE pemaeT JuHKeH.
Moii nydmmuit Apyr BCTaeT 3a MyJIbT,
Peiitunr pacrer, kauaeT cTpaHa.
JIeBOYKH IIPOCTO OT Hero 0e3 yma,
Mot mydmmuii Apyr MoKa He JKEHar.
Paboraem 6e3 mepepriBa

OT moHeneTPHAUKA U 10 CYyOOOTHI.
Ckaxxu, KTO TBO¥ JyYIIUi APYT,

W s cpasy ckaxy, KTO Tbl.

Te1 3HACTIB, IPO JTFO00BH K TEOE OHOIA.
MpbI ¢ BamH 3a HETO BCEU CTpaHOiA.

Br1 3Ha11, OH KpyTOM Ccymneprepoil.
CerofHs st ITPOK, MOM JPYT CO MHOIA.

Chorus:

My best friend is President Putin
My best friend is President Putin
My best friend is President Putin
My best friend is President Putin

Verse 1 (Sasha Chest):

My white master!

Those lefties can beat it

These girls asked for it —

Pick up any one of them

We count the budget sitting on the table
The pyramid of the soul, splash, beautiful,
Russia, meet your son,

The cities rant about one thing —

we've broken another record

The three-colored banner is over my head
No one is left untouched

To be the first is our doom

This is my circle, this is my home
Everything's for him and freedom's flowing
We can make it

You know about the love only to yourself, girl
We stand by him all as one country

We knew he's a die-hard superhero

I'm game today, my friend's by my side
He's the boss, so everything will be as agreed
You know who your flag-officer is

If the president is one of us,

Those who are present in the hall

[Chorus]

Verse 2 (Timati):

The Russian product is the hit of the market again
Lada-sedan, hello, Avtovaz.

My best friend is game again

My best friend is one of us

If the country is a club

Then there are lots of people on the dance floor
No face-control, we all are equal here

And all the rest is up to DJ

My best friend is at the DJ console

The rating is soaring, the country's rocking
The girls are crazy about him

My best friend is single yet

We're working round the clock

From Monday thru Saturday

Tell me who your best friend is

And I'll tell you what you are

You know about the love only to yourself, girl
We stand by him all as one country

We knew he's a die-hard superhero

I'm game today, my friend’s by my side
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Example 7: Timati and Guf, “MockBa” (Moscow) (2019)

[Chorus] Chorus:
Mocksa, B J1060€ BpeMs JHS U HOYH Moscow, at any time, day and night
MockBa, 371ech ThI HalJIeIb BCE YTO 3aX0UeIllb Moscow, here you’ll find everything you want
MockBa, cHSeT SPKUMH OTHSIMU Moscow, shines with bright flames
Mocksa, MockBa, MockBa Moscow, Moscow, Moscow
Verse 1 (Tumarn): Verse 1 (Timati):
DTO KECTKHIA TOPOI, CBOS IITKAIa KOHTPACTOB It’s a tough city, with a range of contrasts
Kymneueckast Mekka, rocy1apcTBO B TOCYIapCTBE A commercial Mecca, a state within a state
TOT caMblif TOPOJI, UTO HE TIPOBOIUT Tei-TIapaInt A city where there are no gay-pride parades
TOT camblif TOPOT MPOMHUIIAT KOTOPOTO SIPIBI A city with a surplus of yards
Iutka ceimercs ¢ Hebec, Tebe HpaBUTCsI Street pavers falling from the skies, you like it
Ot mwtpadsl ¥ OT HAX HE U30ABUTHCS These fines that you can never avoid
IMatpuapiive mpy/apl, IIEHTP BAPHTCSI Patriarch Ponds, downtown lives and breathes
Peiinpt Ha CaoBOM HOUYB — CHOBA IISITHHUIIA Raids on the Garden Ring, it’s Friday again
B nsitoM nokoneHur KOpeHHOH MOCKBUY I’m a fifth generation Muscovite
He X0y Ha MUTHHTH 1 HE BTUPAIO IUYb I don’t go to protest meetings, don’t engage in that nonsense
[ToMHIO ATOT TOPO/ MATHAALATH JIET HA3a]1 I remember this city 15 years ago
Ortgeuaro, LIAO niac MupoBO# cTaHIapT I answer, this central admin district is at a worldwide standard
KBHHTACCEHIINS MHTEIUTUTEHTOB U [PKAMIITYTOB The quintessence of intellects and Jumpshoots [i.e., Tajiks]
31ech KOMMepChl BEIXOAAT B OKHA 0e3 mapariora Here merchants jump out of windows without parachutes
IMemkom ¢ Apbata u 1o rwioniaau [arapuna Walking from Arbat to Gagarin Square
Tawm xmomHy Oyprep 3a 3m0poBbe CoOsHIHA There I’ll chow down a burger to Sobyanin’s health
[Chorus] [Chorus]
Verse 2 (GUF): Verse 2 (Guf):
Ye TaMm CIbIIHO, Our Ma, Kak Tl cama? What are you hearing, Big Ma [i.e., Moscow], how are you?
TwI 10 ceit AeHb MY APAEIIBCS CBOANTE C yMa Up to today you are managing to drive me crazy
Thl y MEHsI OJJHa TaKasi Ha CEMH X0JIMax You’re the only one for me, on seven hills
51 1106110 TEGS 0CEHBIO, TEPILTIO, KOT/a 3UuMa I love you in the fall, | endure you in the winter
Yto ObI TaM HU OBLTO, YTO OBI HU MPOMCXO IO Whatever was there, whatever happened there
ITon MockoBckuM HEOOM MaMa MeHs poanIia Under a Moscow sky my mother gave birth to me
U Hac Takux HEMaJo TYT THIA MEHS U TUMBI And there are a lot of us like me and Timati here
MBI TyT Kak 3armacHasi KpeMJIeBCKas CTeHa We’re like an emergency Kremlin wall
A1 3acran [lonosa, yacto Bciomunato JlyxkoBa I met Popov, often recall Luzhkov
Ceituac s HaOmronaro 3a CoOOSIHUHBIM Now | observe Sobyanin
Kasxp1ii crapaeTcst ¢ienath 4To-TO I0-HOBOMY Everyone tries to do something new
Ho rmaBHOE 9T0GHI y Bac OBIIO B3aWMOTTOHUMAHHE But it’s most important that you had mutual understanding
51 o3 ApaBIIAIO TEOS C THEM POXKICHUS, TOPOTast Happy birthday, dear
Bcero camoro Terioro ot Beei Lymn All the best from all my heart
S mpencTaBisiio, Kak OHU BCe TeOS HANPATAIOT I imagine how they’re stressing you out
Ho s yBepeH, 4TO ThI CITPaBHUIILCSA, TAK YTO ACPKUCH But I’'m sure you’ll manage, so hang in there
[Chorus] [Chorus]
“Friends or Enemies: Politics & Poetry in Contemporary Russian Rap” 9

Philip Ewell, Hunter College CUNY




Example 8: Husky, “IToama o poaune” (Poem about the motherland) (2018) (lyrictranslate.com)

Verse 1:

Bapakn-He1opoCTKH TONOPIIATCS KOe-KaK
HenpuseTiinBble, CIIOBHO NPOIIOKIIBI Ha TOJISIKAX
Wnn kak u3 kpagyuieiicst kapetst [ITIC

JIBe mapsl a3 Giectsmux, 9to KoHPeTsl M&M's
He6o0 moammpatoT HOBOCTPOUKH-KOCTBIITH

Bcé ta xe uépHast IeBATKA pa3pe3acT MyCThIPU

U paboTsra Tammr rop0, 9TO TapaHTY KOKOH

W genoBeunst Tpedyxa B poTopamMkax OKOH

S npoiiny, kak o ManxarTeny, 1o yiuuam Boctounoro
OT COJTHEYHOIO CBETA HE MpsYa JIUIA OTEYHOTO
Jletu comsiT B KOJISICKaX, yKauaHHbIE PeccCopamMu
Bce MoM 0IHOKIIACCHHIIBI PSABIIIKOM HAPHUCOBAHEI
Mo ynuuam nosyaeHHbIM, OyaTo 10 MOHNapHacy
51 mo3BOITI0 OOMaHYTH CeOS KaXKIOMy 00OpPBaHILY
Jlo oxypu B moaBopoTHe 51 Oyay Oyxarth U 1yTh

U 60MO0F0 BOIOPOTHOO PYXHY TeOe Ha Tpyb

Chorus:

Mos Poguna — Most 11000Bb, BH M3 OKHA:

MOHOTOPOIOK B TIAThE CEPOTO CYKHA

Mos Poguna — Most 1:000Bb, U B Ka)KIOM OKHE

Conmatsl TpyIo0 yasI0ar0TCsl MHE

Mos Poguna — Most 11000Bb, BH U3 OKHA:

MOHOTOPOJIOK B IJIAThE CEPOTO CYKHA

Most Ponuna — Most 11000Bb, T/€ 51 HeBHONa| (YUTal0 CTHXH)
Ywuraro CTUXU B aBTOMAT

Verse 2:

Hamu nroau Ha BolHE U HAIIM JTIOAU Ha TIOPbME
51 MOMHIO OMHHYTHO TIOHE/IETIBHUK B OKTSIOpe
Kak 51 cobupain Ha B3STKy pO30BOMY MEHTY

Bosich, 9TO BIapuT AECATKY, KaK KCHTY

Hpyroii 6paTaH cka3ai, 4To eMy HeXyi BEIOMpaTh
VYexaB Ha BOMHY, OH yexajl yMUpaTh

A s ocrtancs 31ech NTULEH-TOBOPYHOM
HcnyranHpIM peOEHKOM 3a TUTACTUKOBBIM OKHOM
MBI BBITTIAMM, KAK POBECHHKH, B BATOHE-PECTOPAHE
3a coceTHUMH CTOJIAMH HeUasHHBIC COTPANe3HUKH
IToMHMIIB, THI yMEpIIA, U MBI TBOE MACO €11

Yro naxiio kak MymMmusi, 3a0bitasi B Mas3oJee
ITotepstHHOTO Xamnaes 1UTI0, Ky/la OH IPUBBIK
INoTes u xonones, OCKIAOUICS IPOBOIHUK

U st B m00OBHU pacchinaroch, IPOMKO U 0€3 CThlIa
TeOe B Barone-pecropase 1moe3za B HUKy/a

[Chorus]

Outro:
ABa-a-aBa-3Ba-aBa-aBa-3Ba
ABa-a-aBa-3Ba-aBa-aBa-3Ba
ABa-a-aBa-d>Ba-aBa-aBa-dBa
ABa-a-aBa-dBa-aBa-aBa
Vnau-Yin

Verse 1:

We, the children of barracks, are somehow clumsy

Impolite, as if drunk on nothing

Or something from the prowling carriages of a PPS

Two shining pairs of eyes, like a couple of M&M's

The construction sites are like crutches propping up the sky
All of them a Devyatka 9 cutting through the wastelands

And workers slaving over hard work, like a tarantula cocoon
And human offal in in the picture windows

I will pass through like | was in Manhattan or in the Eastern streets
With swollen faces from the unblocked sunlight

Children wheezing in strollers, having pointed with springs
All my classmates pictured nearby

Through the noon-time streets, as if through Montparnasse

I let myself be deceived every time | pass a hobo

Till I'm lying drunk in a back street I'll be huffing and puffing
And with a hydrogen bomb crashing into your chest

Chorus:

My motherland, my love: | see through the window
Little monotowns in dreary grey cloth

My motherland, my love, and through every window
Slumtown soldiers smiling at me

My motherland, my love: | see through the window
Little monotowns in dreary grey cloth

My homeland, my love, where I ironically (read poetry)
Read poetry to my gun

Verse 2:

Our people at war, our people in jail

I'm constantly remembering that Monday in October
How I collected a bribe from a pink cop

Afraid that he'd push a tenner, like Kent

Another bro said "don't f***ing choose" [to go to war]
Having left for war, he left to die

And | remained here, like Talking Govorun

With a scared child towards plastic windows

We look like peers in a train dining car

At the adjacent tables are unexpected eating-mates
Remember, you died and we ate your flesh

Which smelled like a mummy, forgotten in a Mausoleum
A lost Chaldean I send, where it’s accustomed to
Sweating and cold, the guide grinned

And | disintegrate in love, loudly without shame

You in the dining-car train to nowhere

[Chorus]

QOutro:
Ava-a-ava-eva-ava-ava-eva
Ava-a-ava-eva-ava-ava-eva
Ava-a-ava-eva-ava-ava-eva
Ava-a-ava-eva-ava-ava
Ulan Ude
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