The Evening Song

The city on the free Neva River,
The city of our labor fame,
Listen to me, Leningrad,
I will sing you my gentle song.
Listen to me, Leningrad,
I will sing you my gentle song.

Dear friends, this is a place
Where my Komsomol youth passed.
Singing youth’s songs,
We fought for the native land.
Singing youth’s songs,
We fought for the native land.

Since that battle time,
Wherever I meet you, my old friends,
You have reminded me of my restless youth.
My old friends,
You have reminded me of my restless youth.

The song is flying over the Neva,
My dear city is falling asleep.
Lindens are rustling in parks and gardens.
Good night, my native city.
Lindens are rustling in parks and gardens.
Good night, my native city.
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