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“Newtepa Mouvoika Peopata”

ﬁrg d or type unknown

/ Mepntovoia

AkoOoTe a0plo otlc 11:00 otnv ekmnoun “Newtepa Movolkd PeOpata” To TpoyoloL
«Hiding, hiding - KpOBopat, kpOBouat» touv Klaus Kenneth, mov ek@pdlel TNV
MPOCWTILKA TOL aywvia oTtnv avaliTtnon TNG aydnng Kat TnG aAfBeLaC.

Hiding, hiding - KpOBopuai, kpoopat

KpOBopat, kpOBopal o€ pla Babeld tpuma pwped Lov
AvoBatw, avaBatw oto pLuBUd TNS (WG HWES HovL.

Ayanwvtag mpénel va dlvelg niow 6,tL nopEAaBeg
KovdouviCovtag, kovdbouvviCovtag - ouvexiCovtag To TpayolddL TNG aydnnc.
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Kot pe amokaAsic iAo

VW e{poL adeppdc oov

Kot oov Tpayovdw amd aydnn
OTWC KATOTE N UNTEPQA OOU.

Zebwplalovtag, EeOwpLdlovtac o€ £€vav VEO KOOUO HWPO oL
FALOTPWVTOC, YALOTPWYTAC 0€ OAN QLTH TNV VTPOTH HWES Hov.

MPOXWPWVTAC, MPOXWPWVTAC £EW amd ALTOV TOV TOVO PwPES Pov
duowWVTACG, PLOWVTOC OTIWE 0 «MeyAAoG AveEOC» TMPOOTALEL
va o€ 0dnyrjow miow oto omniTL.

210 omitt émov n Kapdld oov avikel, kel mov dev eloat E€vog
210 onitt 6mov 6An n Ayamnn nmPoépxETAL Kol eV LTIAPXEL KAVEVAC K(VOLVOC.

AlaTPAYHOTEVOUEVOC, OLOMPAYUATEVOUEVOG ME TOV TOVO Kol T ouvoalobAuaTa
HWPEO Hov
KAéBovTag, kKAéBovTag 6An hov TNv aydmnn Hwped Hov.

MpoomabwvTag, MPOooTIABWYTAC VA TNV ayopdow Tiow PwPed hov
KAailyovtag, kKAalyovtag dev €xw emnttuxio pwpd pov.

Zelg, dev £xelc neiva
‘HpBe n wpa va otabeic 6pOLOC TWpPA
eneldn 6ev eloat E€vog MAEoV.

Hiding, Hiding

Hiding, Hiding - in a deep hole - Baby;
Riding, Riding - on the rythm of life, Babe.

Loving ,Loving - gotta give back, give back, what you received.
Ringing, Ringing - keep on singing of love.

And you call me friend
though I’'m your brother
And | sing you of love
like once your mother.

Fading, Fading - in a new world, Baby.
Sliding, Sliding - in all this shame, Babe.

Going, Going - out of this pain, Babe.



Blowing, Blowing - like the ‘Big Wind’ cries,
to take you back home.

Home, to where your heart belongs,
where you’'re no stranger.

Home, to where all Love comes from,
where there’'s no danger.

Dealing, Dealing - with pain and feelings, Baby.
Stealing, Stealing - all of my love, Babe.

Trying, Trying - buying it back, Babe;
Crying, Crying - ain’t got no success, Babe.

You ‘re living ‘down and out
you have no manger

It time to stand up now

‘cos you're no stranger anymore.



