Текст.
It was cold winter. It was snowing. The snow was lying down on trees and bushes. On a beautiful open place  there stood a wooden hut. 
There  lived three bears: Michailo Potapych, Nastasya Potapovna and Mishutka. 
Michailo Potapych  was  checking  his  favourite  stool  on  its  proofness  and  steadiness. 
Nastasya  Petrovna  was  looking  at  her  favourite  bowl  as  into  a  mirror. 
Mishutka  was  playing  with  his  best  pillow;  he  threw  it  up  and  caught.
Meanwhile  it was  cold winter.  It was  snowing. 
 The  snow was  lying  on  the trees and bushes. The wooden hut could not bear  the weight of  the snow and cracked. 
Michailo Potapych, Mishutka  and Nastasya Petrovna  got out of  the wooden hut.  
It was  cold winter. Here Santa Claus  came. 
Everybody  jumped with joy. 
Michailo Potapych offered Santa Claus his favourite chair, Santa sat 
on  the chair with pleasure, 
Nastasya Petrovna gave Santa her favourite bowl, 
Mishutka brought him his pillow. 
Meanwhile it was cold winter. 
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 VERSE 1
LIFE IS LIKE A TV SHOW, YOU WATCH ME
ANYTHING YOU LIKE TO           ABOUT ME
COME ON OVER,              HELLO, I NEED A RIDE
EVERYBODY’S LOOKING FOR ATTRACTION
NOT AFRAID TO              THE PRICE FOR ACTION
NEVER MIND, JUST ROLL THE DICE.               YOUR PRIDE
ANYTHING TO                IT, YOU WANNA BE
NOT TOO PROUD TO FAKE IT, SUCH A WANNABE
TRYING HARD TO                  IT, NEVER GONNA BE...LIEVE

CHORUS
TV OR RADIO
              THE VIDEO
TV OR RADIO
TV OR RADIO
              THE VIDEO
TV OR RADIO
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