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Vladimir Kozlov was born in Mogilev, in what was once the Belorussian S.S.R. and is now
Belarus. After his childhood and adolescence in industrial Mogilev experiencing all the chaos,
upheaval, crime and freedom of the perestroika years, he moved to Minsk and then Moscow.

He has written more than a dozen works of fiction, including “Hoods” (2002); “USSR”
(2009); “1986” (2012) and “Lithium” (2018). Many of his works have been translated into
other languages, and his novel “Diary of a Perestroika Kid” and “1987 and Other Stories”
have been translated into English.

Kozlov’s books have been honored with many nominations and awards, and he was the
winner of the Made in Russia award for literature in 2013.

Kozlov also works as a journalist, with work published in Billboard, VICE, and other Western
and Russian publications. In recent years he has written and directed films, including “Traces
in the Snow,” a documentary about the Siberian punk rock movement of the 1980s.



The Moscow Times asked him to introduce his work in general and the short story
“Tangerines” in particular to readers who are not familiar with his writing. The Russian text
follows the translation.

Although this story takes place in Russia, it’s about universal themes. Perhaps a reader won’t
understand all the details, but the emotions and sensibilities should be understandable: at a
certain age a person feels caged in and tries to escape however he can.

It’s a crisis in part connected with age and in part connected with aspects of capitalist reality,
and although the details are different Moscow or London or New York, but the essence is the
same. I identify with and understand my characters absolutely. They are people I could have
become and could be in these circumstances. Maybe their actions are not the most moral, but I
understand why they are doing what they are doing.

There is also a generational aspect. For people my age — about 40-50 years old — our youth
took place during perestroika and reforms when there was a lot of hope for the future: the
USSR would collapse, the system would change radically and life would become entirely
different. Of course, we were disappointed that life didn’t change as much as we wanted, and
that’s reflected in how my heroes act.

When you read one of my stories, try not to have any expectations. There are a lot of
stereotypes and expectations about Russian literature and writers. But I think that the line of
Russian literature that appeared in the late 19th and early 20th centuries — and then
continued later with writers like Platonov — that line has exhausted itself. That manner of
writing is very anachronistic. There are people who like to chew over the same ideas and
styles, but not me.

By Vladimir Kozlov
Translated from the Russian by Andrea Gregovich

I ducked my head and made my way to the empty seats in the rear of the taxibus, then sat in
the corner. The layout was idiotic—three seats on each side in the back were facing each
other.

It seemed like things used to be different. It had been a long time since I'd taken a taxibus.
Maybe three or four years.

A few people were still getting on, filling up all the seats. The taxibus started up and rolled
along through the dismal bedroom suburb. A girl about eighteen years old was sitting right
across from me. I looked at her knees in their flesh-colored nylons. She took a tangerine out
of a plastic bag, poked it with a fingernail, and peeled off the skin, throwing the pieces in the
bag.

I had, of course done something stupid, and it was fair for Olya to get all bent out of shape
about it. Still, she didn't have to make a face like that. Like I got in an accident and it was my
own fault or something. But even so, I guess didn't have to leave the car in a spot where it
could get towed. As a result Olya and Natasha had to take the metro home, and I had to make
my way out to goddamn Pechatniki to pay the fine and reclaim the car.



"'Stop at the end of the fence,” said the girl with the tangerines. The driver, who didn't look
Russian, nodded. The girl stood up and picked up her purse and the bag with the tangerines
and peels. The taxibus stopped. She got off. I got off behind her, pushing the door closed. The
taxibus drove off. The girl walked past a temporary garage to a typical old nine-story. I caught
up with her. She noticed me, then turned and looked at me.

“Do you have any money?” she asked. “There's nothing to drink at my place.”

I nodded. She turned in to the store on the side of the building. A black sheepdog was tied to
the railing on the stairs. Three teenagers were leaning against the wall drinking beer. She
nodded to them. One guy said hi.

We went down into the semi-basement store.
“What do you drink?” she asked.
I shrugged. “I drink everything.”

“Then let's get two bottles of wine. Any kind, but semi-sweet. I've got some munchies at
home.”

We got out of the elevator. She took out a key and unlocked the iron door, which was
upholstered in brown leatherette—the cheap kind, like a lot of people had. I took a hesitant
step behind her through the doorway. She turned on the light. A standard small two-bedroom,
all the room doors open. I set the bag with the bottles of wine on the floor and shut the
apartment door. She took off her jacket and hung it on a hook, which left her in a brown skirt a
little higher than her knees and a blue blouse with a low-cut neckline. Her white bra was
visible in the depth of the cut. She took a half step backward, leaned against the wall and
looked at me. I realized who her face reminded me of —an actress, popular in the nineties. She
acted in a few films then disappeared. Juliette Lewis.

“You just gonna stand there?” she asked. “Let's drink the wine.”

k

She was smoking, standing by the kitchen window. There was another nine-story out the
window. Its windows were lit up. Figures were passing in and out of view in some of them. I
pulled the sim-card out of my cell phone, broke it in half, drank the wine in my glass, and
went over to her. She put out her cigarette in a glass ashtray on the window sill. We started
kissing. It had been many years since I'd tasted cigarette in a girl's mouth. Olya never
smoked—she pretty much never did anything “unhealthy.” I unbuttoned this girl’s blouse
and squeezed her breasts over her bra with both my hands. She leaned back on the window
sill, grabbing it with both her hands. I shoved my hand under her skirt and pulled down her
panties and her nylons in the process.

*

I was lying on the double bed, covering myself with blanket. I didn't give a damn who else had



slept on the sheets, which weren't very fresh. She sat beside me, leaning against the rug on
the wall and smoking. The light was off in her room, which was instead lit up by the
streetlight outside. She threw her cigarette in a glass and got up from the bed.

“Bring me what's left in the bottle,” I said.

She nodded and left the room. The latch clicked. The door to the toilet opened and shut. I
thought about the fact that Olya was prettier—more slender, and she had a better figure, even
though she was thirty-two and had given birth. Water murmured in the toilet as it flowed
from the tank. She came back with the bottle—it was still half full. I picked it up and took a
long swig.

She crawled under the blanket beside me. I said:

“It's all just so strange. You go through life like there's a template, a formula. School, then the
institute, then work ... So you can have some kind of career, for the money. Then marriage, a
family ... Friction's inevitable, what with a father-in-law and mother-in-law. You don't love
them, they don't love you ... But somehow you get used to it, or you do at least if you have a
baby. Then there's the apartment and a mortgage, a new car, going somewhere on holiday.
And you don't even fucking notice how much time has flown by ... Two years, maybe even
three ...”

“Why are you telling me all this?”
“Idon't know ... I guess, well, I mean...”

“It's better if you don't say anything, alright? You didn't say anything when you got off the
taxibus. I don't like it when there's all this silly claptrap— ‘Hey baby, what's your name?’ You
know what I mean.”

“Isn’t there anything you want to tell me about yourself?”

“There's isn’t really anything to tell. I finished school last year. I didn't want to enroll
anywhere. I got a job as a store clerk, didn't like it.”

“You only do things you like doing?”

“I try to. Of course, it doesn't always work out that way. Even so, it's possible not to do things
you don't like.”

“You live with your parents?”

“Yeah, but they're staying at the dacha right now until winter. It's easier for them to go to
work from there. But I stay here because I feel like it.”

“Do they leave you money?”

“They do, but not much. Just for the basics, groceries ...” She smiled. I picked up the half
bottle, took a swig, and passed it to her. She took a drink, then set the bottle on the floor. I
moved closer. We started kissing.



I opened my eyes. It was light out. The clock on the wall said twenty past ten. I couldn't
remember the last time I got up so late on a weekday—not counting holidays, of course. She
was still asleep. I got up from the bed, went over to the window, looked down on the courtyard
covered with darkening leaves, then at the neighboring nine-story, at the yard maintenance
crew in their orange vests. The bed creaked. I turned. She looked at me and smiled.

“If there's any money left, maybe we could go to the store and get some beer and shrimp,”
she said.

“You mean, like for breakfast?”

“I don't keep them separate like that—this is breakfast, this is lunch. If you feel like eating,
then eat. Aren't you like that?”

I shrugged and grinned.

It was dark out the window in the kitchen. I looked at the clock—half past one. In the nine-
story opposite only two or three windows were lit. There were about a dozen empty beer
bottles on the floor—we’d been drinking them all day. I picked up a bottle from the floor, took
a swig, stood back and looked at her.

She said, “I usually don't like to drink a whole lot. I like to take it to the point where I'm
having a good time and then level off there.”

“Does that work?”

“Not always,” she smiled, letting out smoke. “Sometimes I drink, like, more than I
should.” I took another swig of beer. She threw her butt in the empty bottle. I went over
to her and shoved my hands under her robe. We kissed. A car drove past below, and
somebody’s car alarm went off.

She was standing by the window in her robe, smoking. I straightened the pillow and pulled the
blanket over my legs, which were sticking out.

“You have to go,” she said, looking out the window.
“Are your parents coming home or something?”
“What's the difference?”

I got up from the bed, wrapped myself in the blanket, and plodded to the bathroom in my bare
feet. I picked my underwear and socks up off the radiator.

k



The building's front door shut behind me. I turned back toward the bus stop, took out my
wallet on the way, and counted the money I had left. Probably not enough to pick up the car. I
did have my bank card, but what if there wasn't an ATM nearby?

A dirty van was parked by the store along the side of the building. A man was delivering boxes
of beer out of it.

A taxibus rolled up. I opened the door and climbed on. The driver was again not Russian. It
may have even been the same one. The taxibus started up again.

From "'1987 and Other Stories, " published by the Fiction Advocate
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MaHjapHHBI

[IpUTHYBIIIKCH, 51 IIPOIIIEN K CBOOOIHBIM 3aJTHUM CUE€HbSIM MApPIIIPYTKH, CEJI B YIJIY.
WanoTcKas INIaHMPOBKA — C3aU 10 TPU CUIEHbSI APYT HAIIPOTUB Aipyra. PaHbIle Bpofie
ObLI0 IO-pyromy. I JTaBHO yrKe He e3[IM/I Ha MapIIpyTKax. ['ofla Tpu WK UyeThIpe.

3a1uiu elje HeCKOJIbKO UeJIOBeK, 3aHSJIM BCe MecTa. «I'a3eb» TPOHYJIACh, TOKATUIACh 110
VHBUIOMY CIIAJIBHOMY MUKPOpalioHy. HanmpoTyB MeHs cUjiefia IeBYIIIKa JIeT BOCeMHAIIaTHU.
51 MOCMOTpeJT Ha ee KOJIEHU B KOJITOTKaX TeJIeCHOTO IiBeTa. OHa B3s1a U3 ITaKeTa MaHapUH,
MTOKOBBIPHY/IAa HOI'TEM M CHSIJTa KOKYPY, OpOCHUB ee KyCKU B ITaKeT.

A1, KOHEUYHO, CaM CJeJIasl TIYIOoCTh, ¥ OIS Ha MeHS pa303/IMIach I10 Jiely. X0Ts, HaBepHoe,
morJIa 661 1 He JIeJlaTh TaKoe JTuIl0. Kak 6yaTo 1 B aBapuIo I0ITas 110 COOCTBEHHOW BUHE WU
yTO-HMOYAb B 9TOM pojie. Ho, Bce paBHO, He Haf[o ObIJI0 OCTaBJISTh MAIIMHY TaM, I7ie ee
MOTYT 3BaKyMpoBaTh. B pe3ynbTaTe One ¢ HaTalKoM IPUIILIOCh Ha METPO €XaTh JOMOH, a s
roriepcst B [le4aTHUKHU, 1t 0OPMIEHUSI JOKYMEHTOB Ha «3abpaTh MallIMHY».

— V KoHIIa 3a00pa OCTaHOBUTE, — CKa3aja JIeBYIIIKa C MaHJapUHAMU. BoguTeslb HEPYCCKOTO
BH/la KUBHYIIL [IeBYIIIKa BCTaJIa, B3sIJIa CBOI0 CYMOYKY U IMaKeT ¢ MaHJapUHAMM U KOKYPOMU.
MaIllrHa ocTaHOBMWJIach. OHa BhIILIA. fI BBIIIEN 3a HeM, 3aJBUHYJI IBEPb MapIIIPYTKU.
«I'azenb» oThEXAla.

JeByIITKa ITJ/Ia MUMO «PaKyIIeK» K CTapon TUIIOBOU JeBSITUITAKKe.
A moruain ee. OHa 3aMeTwIa MeHS, [I0BEPHYIAaCh, [IOCMOTpeIa.
— V Tebst eCTh IEHbTU? — CIIPOCHIA OHA. — [JOMa HUYEro HeT BhIITUTh...

1 kuBHY. OHa CBEPHYJIA K Mara3uHY B Toplie foma. K mepuiam ytecTHULBI ObUTa TpUBsI3aHa
yepHasi OBUYapKa. [[pMCIOHUBIIIUCE K CTeHe, ITWIV ITUBO IBa TUHA3MIKepa. OHA KUBHYJIA UM,
TTapHU CKA3aJIu:

— [IpusBer.



MBI CITIYCTUINCH B IIONIYIIOABa/I Mara3duHa.
— TBI UTO IbeIIhL? — CIIPOCKUIIA OHA.

A r1o>Kai mieyamu.

— Bce nibro.

— Torpga Ky iBe 6y ThUIKYU BUHA. JIF0O0T0, HO ITONTYC/IaIKOT0. XaBKa y MeHSsI IOMa eCTh.

% % 3k

Mb! BIIITY U3 TG Ta. OHA BBIHY/IA KITI0Y, 0OTOMKHY/JIA JKeJIe3HYI0 IBEPh, 00UTYIO
KOPUYHEBBIM JIEPMATUHOM — JIeIIeBYIO, TAKKeE CTOSIT Y MHOTUX. Sl HeyBepeHHO CiesTaJl Iiar
3a Hel yepe3 nopor. OHa BKITOUMiIa cBeT. O0bIYHasi MajleHbKasl «ABYIIIKa», IBEPU BO BCE
KOMHATBI OTKPBITHI. f TOCTaBWII Ha IT0JT ITAaKeT ¢ OYThIJIKAMU BUHA, 3aXJIOTTHYJI BXOTHYIO
IoBepb. OHA CHSIJIa KYPTKY, OBECH/Ta Ha KPIOUOK, OCTAJIaCh B KOPUYHEBOM I00Ke UyTh HIKE
KOJIeHA 1 CMHEeM Ko ToUKe ¢ INTybOKUM BbIpe30M. B riyorHe Bbipe3a ObLT BUEeH OesTbIi
nuduuk. OHA cesana MoJilara Ha3ajl, IPUCIOHUIACH K CTeHe, [ISTHY/Ia Ha MeHs. §1
BCIIOMHMJI, Ha KOT'O OHa [T0XO0>Ka JIMIIOM — Ha aKTPHUCY, IONY/ISPHYIO B IIeBSIHOCTHIE TO/IBL.
OHa CHSUTach B HECKOJIBKUX (PUIbMax, IOTOM KyZa-To Iporaia. [>KyabeTT JIbIouC.

— Tak u 6yfeM CTOSATh? — CIIPOCHIA OHA. — [10MIeM MUTH BUHO.

% ok %

OHa KypwIa, CTOS Y OKHA KYXHU. 32 OKHOM ObI/Ia TaKasl Ke JIeBITUITA’KKa. CBEeTUINCh
OKHa. B HEKOTOPBIX U3 HUX MeJIbKalIu (QUTYPHI Tofel. I BBIHYI M3 MOOMIBHNKA CUM-
KapTy, pa3/ioMal ee I10I10JIaM, JOIIWI BUHO B CTaKaHe, BCTaJl, IOJIOIIeN K Hell. OHa
MOTYIINJIA CUTApPeTy B CTeKISTHHOM IeleIbHUIIEe Ha MOJJOKOHHUKE. MBI I1011e710BaIUCh. §1
MHOTO0 JIET He YYBCTBOBAJI CUTAPeTHOI'0 BKyCa BO PTY YV eBYIIKU. O/t HUKOT/]A He KypUIIa,
BOOOIIE He fiejTajla HUYEero « He3mopoBOro».

fI paccTernyn ee KOPTOURY, IBYMS pyKaMU C>KaJl Ipyab mof nrudurkoM. OHa IPUCITOHWUIACh
3aI0M K IIOJTOKOHHUKY, B3S1JTaCh 3a HEro ABYMsI pyKaMu. I POCYHYJT PYKU e o7 100Ky,
MOTAIIW BHU3 TPYCHI C KOJITOTKaAMU.

k ok ok

S1 1e>Kar Ha JBYCIIAIBHOM KPOBATH, VKPBIBIIINCH Offesi/IoM. MHe ObI10 HaryieBaTh, KTO
paHblIle CIIAJI HAa 9TOM He 04YeHb CBesKel rmocTenu. OHa cujiesia psifioM, ITPUCIOHUBIIUCH K
KOBpY Ha CTeHe, Kypuia. CBeT B KOMHaTe He ropeJl, ee ocBellan oHaphb ¢ yaulibl. OHa
Opocuiia curapeTy B CTaKaH, BCTala C KPOBATH. S CKa3ait:

— [IpuHecH, YTO OCTANIOCh B OYTHIIKE.

OHa KMBHYJIA, BBIIUIa U3 KOMHATHI. [[leTKHY/I BBIK/TIOYaTeb. OTKPbIIACh U 3aXJIOMHYIACh
IBepb B TyaneT. I mogyMmai, uTo OJist KpacuBee — CTPOMHee, C JIydIlier (GUrypomu, XoTh en
y>Ke TPUJILIATh ABa ¥ OHA po’Kajia. B TyaseTe 3asKypyasia Bojja, BBUIMBasICh 13 6auka. OHa
BepHYIAch ¢ OYTHIIIKOM — TaM ObLyIa ellle OJTI0BUHA. §I B35171 OYTHUIKY, CIeTast JOIT N



r1oToK. OHa 3aJ1e3/1a o OfiesiyIo PSIAOM CO MHOM. §I cKa3ait:

— CTpaHHO Bce KaK-To... JKUBeIIlb, Kak OyATo 110 1m1absioHy, 1o ¢opmaty. IlIKoa, MoTOM
WHCTUTYT, IOTOM — paboTa... YUToObI KaKasi-TO Kapbepa, IeHbI'M TaM... [[0TOM — SRKeHUJICS,
ceMbsl... TpeHUsI HeN30e>KHbIE — TECTh, Tellla. Thl He TI00UIITb UX, OHU He JTF00ST Tebsl...
[ToTOM KaK-TO IIPUBBIKHEIIb, JIU He JI0 3TOT0 — eC/Iv pebeHOoK... KBapTHpa — UMOTeKa,
MalllMHa HOBasl, Che3UTH Ky/la-TO TaM B OTHYCK... I HM Xepa He 3aMeyYaelllb, Kak BpeMs
neTurt...I'on, IBa, TpHU...

— 3aueMm ThI MHE BCE 3TO FOBOPHIIIb?
— Tak, He 3HaM... Hy, Kaxk OFL...

— JIyuliie HUYEro He TOBOPH, JIafHO0? ThI 3Ke HUUYEro He FOBOPHJI, KOT/ia BBIIIIEN U3
MapIIpyTKHU... {1 He 1106110, KOT/Ia BCSI 3Ta XPEHOTEeHb: «JIeBYIIIKa, a KaK Bac 30BYT?» Hy, ThI
TIOHSII...

— Y r1po cebst HUUero He paCcCKasKellhb?

— A MHe Heyero 0co60 paccKa3aThb... [[IKoJTy 3aKOHYMIIA B TOM rofy. [IocTynaTh HUKy/Ia He
xoTesna. [Tonuia mopaboTana MpofaBIOM — He IOHPaBUJIOCh...

— T'bI Jemaenis TOJIBKO TO, YTO HpaBI/ITCH?

— Craparock... HeT, Tak He O6bIBaeT, KOHeUHO. HO MO>KHO XOTsI OB He JIeJIaTh TO, UTO He
HPaBUTCS...

— TbI >KUBEIIIb C POSATEISIMU?

— Jla, HO OHM CcelYac Ha iaue — 40 3UMbI. IM OTTYy/Ia JIy4Iile e3AUTh Ha paboTy... A s1 3[mech —
KaK X0uy...

— JleHbI'Y OCTABIISIFOT?
— OcTaBIgI0T, HO HEMHOr'0. B OCHOBHOM, IPOAYKTAMHM...

Owna 3aysbi0anacsk. S B3sI ¢ Ioyia OYTHUIKY, CHelal IMI0OTOK, repeaant eit. OHa TO>Ke OTIINIIA,
IoCTaBWIa OYTHUIKY Ha MOJI. Sl IPUABUHYJICS MOOIMKe, MBI CTAIX 11€JT0BAThHCS.

* %k %

S oTKpbUI I71a3a. beuto cBeTno. Ha yacax Ha cTeHe — [BafllaTh MUHYT OGUHHAALIATOrO. I He
ITOMHWJI, KOTJJa IOCJIEIHUHN pa3 TaK ITO3IHO IIPOCHINacs B OyAHUN IeHb — He CUUTas,
KOHEYHO, OTIIYCKOB. OHa elrje cIana. fI BcTaa ¢ KpoBaTH, IIOAOILENI K OKHY, IIOCMOTpPeI Ha
IIBOD, 3aChIITaHHbIM TOYePHEBIINMU JIMCThSIMU, Ha COCEJIHIOIO0 IeBTUITAKKY, Ha
IBOPHHMKOB B OPaH>KeBbIX JKUJIETaX. 3aCKpHUIIeIa KpoBaTh. S 06epHysicsi. OHa cMOTpesia Ha
MeHS, Y/IbI0aIack.

— Ecnu geHbru eie OCTa/INCh, MO>KHO CXOOWUTH B Malra3rMH — KVIIUTb I[TMBa, KPDEBETOK, —
CKa3dJla OHa.



— 9T0 6yeT Halll 3aBTPaK?
— A g He yMaro 0co60 — 3aBTpaK Tam, obef. EC/iv XoueTcss eCcTh, TO eM... V Tebst uTo, He TaK?
A TosKaJt IIeYaMu, YCMEXHYIICS.

% %k 3k

3a OKHOM KyXHU ObLJI0 TeMHO. f [JISTHYJT Ha Yachkl — MIOJIBTOPOTO HOYU. B IeBATUITA)KKE
HAIIPOTUB CBETUIVCH IBA WIN TPU OKHA. Ha MOy CTOSUIM [OITOPa JlecsiTKa Oy THUIOK M1Ba
— MBI €r'0 BBIITWIIN 3a CErONHSIIHUM JieHb. I B3sUI OYTHUIKY CO CTOJIA, CAiesal ITTOTOK,
IIOCTaBWII 00paTHO, TOCMOTPeIT Ha Hee. OHa CKa3asa:

— Boobr1ie, s1 He JTI06/110 TUTHh MHOTO... I 11001110, YT06 HAaCTYMWII, KaK ObI, Kaiid, — ¥ TOTOM
€ro MoAgep>KUBaTh...

— Uypmaercsa?
— He Bcerfa... — OHa y/IbIOHY/IaCh, BBIYCTHIIA ABIM. — VIHOTIa, 3TO caMoe, Iepebrparo...

S cpienan elrfe MIOTOK nuBa. OHa 6pocuita 6bIYOK B MYCTYIO OYTHUIKY. f ITOZOIIIeN K Hel,
IIPOCYHYJ PYKU MOJ] XajaT. Mbl I01e/I0BaIMCh. BHM3Y ITpoexaia MallrHa, «3aBejlach»
CUTHATU3alysl.

OHa cTos1a Y OKHaA B XaJIaTe, Kypuiia. A IIOIIPpAaBUIJI IIOAVIIKY, HATAHVYII O€dJI0 Ha TOpYaIliue
HOT'H.

— Tebe Ha/I0 YXOIUTh, — CKa3asia OHa, VISl B OKHO.
— YT0, POAUTENH PUE3KA0T?
— Kakasi pasuuiia?

51 BCTaJI ¢ KPOBATHU, 3aBEPHYJICS B OfIESITO, MPOIIUIenan 60ChbIMY HOTaMU B BaHHY0. CHSIIT C
6aTapeu CBOU TPYChI ¥ HOCKH.

* %k %

3a CIIMHOMM XJIOMTHYJIA ABEPD MOABe3/a. SI CBEpHY K OCTaHOBKe, Ha X0y BBIHYJI KOIITENIEK,
MepeCcYUTasT OCTABIIIMECS IeHbI'M. HaBepHOe, He XBaTUT, UT00bI 3a0paTh MamuHy. ECTh erile
KpequTKa, HO BAPYT MOOIU30CTY HET OaHKOMATa?

YV MarasuHa B TOpIIe ToMa CTOsII GYProH ¢ rpsI3HBIMU 60KaMu. My>KUK [JOCTaBaJl U3 HETO
SIIIVK TIUBaA.

[Tombexaa MapuIpyTKa. Sl OTKPBLUT MIEPeIHIO0 IBEPD, 3aJie3. BoguTens onsTh ObLT
HEPYCCKUU. MO>KeT OBbITh, Ta’Ke TOT CaMbIi. MallrHa TPOHYJIaCh.
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