Hayxkoeuit waconuc HI1Y imeni M. I1. /lpazomanosa

11.  Green SJ. Building Hypertext Links by Computing Semantic Similarity Stephen J. Green // IEEE Transactions on
Knowledge and Data Engineering. — 1999. — Vol. 11.—Ne 5. — P. 713-780.

Deoomosa 0. C.
Pazanckuii cocyoapcmeennslil yHigepcumem
umenu C. A. Ecenuna

UHTPOCIEKIUA KAK ®YHKIUS ®UKCAIIUUA BIIEYATJIEHUI
INEPCOHAXA
AHIJIOA3BIYHOM XYJTIOKECTBEHHOM ITPO3bI

WuTpocnekuus — 3TO BHYTPEHHEE MEHTaJbHOE, 3MOLMOHAIbHOE U (hU3MUECKoe
COCTOSIHUE MEepCOoHaka, (UKCHUPYEeMOe MM CaMHUM. AKTYyaJIbHOCTh HCCIEIOBAHMS
UHTPOCIIEKLIMU OmpeenseTcss TeM (akToM, 4YTo Oiarogaps M3Y4YEHHIO WHTPOCIEKIINU
YeNoBeKa, OTPAKEHHOW B TEKCTE, MOXKHO Oosiee TiyOOKO MPOHUKHYTh B €r0 BHYTPEHHHM
MUD, B €r0 B3aUMOOTHOILIEHUS C APYTUMH JIFOJIbMU, ITOHATh €r0 OTHOLLIEHUE K OKpY Karollen
NEeUCTBUTEIHHOCTH.

Ilenvio nanHOW cmamobu sBISETCS onucaHue QYHKIUU (UKCANUKA TEPCOHAKEM
BIIEYATIICHUN OT OKpY>KaIoIIel IEHCTBUTEIBHOCTH, KOTOPas MOXET ObITh Ipe/CTaBiIeHA
HECKOJIbKUMHU 00Jiee YaCTHBIMH CIIy4asiMd B 3aBHCHUMOCTH OT TOTO, KaKH€ HWMEHHO
BIIEYATJICHUS (PUKCUPYET MEPCOHAK.

[TepcoHaxam Xya0KECTBEHHOI'O IPOU3BEACHUS U YEJIOBEKY BOOOIE CBONCTBEHHO
OLIEHOYHOE BOCIPHUATHE OKPYKAMIUX JIOAEH U OKPYXKAOUIEH JIEUCTBUTEIBHOCTH. Y
KaXJ0ro reposi XyJ0’KECTBEHHOIO MPOM3BEICHUS CYILECTBYET CBOW B3IJIAJ HAa MHp, CBOE
BHJICHUE JICUCTBUTEIHLHOCTU. IMEHHO 3TO HajemsieT KaKI0T0 MePCOHaKka HEMOBTOPUMOCTHIO
U WHIUBUAYaTbHOCTHIO. COBOKYMHOCTh IEHHOCTEW, KOTOPBIX MPUACPKUBAIOTCI TEPOH,
BIIUSIIOT HA UX MOCTYIIKH, 00pa3 *U3HU, B3AUMOOTHOIICHHS C JPYTUMH JIFOIbMHU.

I'epon Xyn0>KeCTBEHHBIX MPOW3BEACHUN XPAHAT B MaMATH 0o0pa3bl JPYTrUX JIIOJAEH, a
MMEHHO OIpee¢HHbIE MOMEHTBI, KOTOPhIE OCOOEHHO 3allOMHHAIOTCS, MOTYT IOCIIYXHUTb
ypokoM Juist Tepost B Oyayumiem. Uurarento ObIBa€T MHTEPECHO MPOCIEANTH, KaK BIUSIOT
no/lo0Hble O0pa3bl Ha ONIYUIEHHS M BOCIHPUSATUS NEPCOHAXKEH, Kak OTpakaroTcs HX
KOHTaKThl B MPOIIJIOM B 5KM3HH reposi B HacToseM. OueHp yacTo o0pa3 Ipyroro 4esioBeka
MOXET B KOpPHE W3MEHUTh MHUPOBOCIPHUATHS IEPCOHaXXa, YTO MBI MOXXEM HaOIroAaTh B
CJIeTyIOIIeM BHYTPEHHEM MOHOJIOTE:

(1) ...What incredible power of identification the girl had, she was like the eager
watcher of a marionette show, anticipating each flicker of an eyelid, each gesture of his hand,
each flick of a finger, the moment before it began. How long had they walked together?
Three minutes? Five? Yet how large that time seemed now. How immense a figure she was
on the stage before him; what a shadow she threw on the wall with her slender body! He felt
that if his eyes itched, she might blink. And if the muscles of his jaws stretched
imperceptibly, she would yawn long before he would [3, 8].

B xonrekcre (1)aBTop oOpamraercss K OOpa3HOCTH MJsl PACKPBITUS YHHUKAIbHOM
HaTypel neBymku: she was like the eager watcher of a marionette show. ITomoGHoe
CpPaBHEHHE CO 3PHUTEIIEM IOy MAapHOHETOK PUCYET JIETKO NEKOANPYyEMYI0 KapTuHy. Ha Hamm
B3TJISiZl, ABTOpP TMBITACTCS MOAYEPKHYTh, YTO TEPOMHS HACTOJBKO TOHKO UYBCTBYET
OKpyXarommx e€ JoJed, YTO Y4YacTBYeT B KaXKIOM HX JIBIXKEHUH, NPEIyTajbIBacT
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maneiie u3MeHenus: anticipating each flicker of an eyelid, each gesture of his hand, each
flick of a finger, the moment before it began. I'unep6oia Three minutes? Five? Yet how large
that time seemed now. How immense a figure she was on the stage before him; what a
shadow she threw on the wall with her slender body! orpaxkaet, HackoJIbkO BaxkHOI ObLIIa MX
BCTpeUa JIsl IEpPCOHaXKa. 3a HECKOJIBKO MUHYT OHA NIEPEBEPHYJIA BECh €T0 BHYTPEHHUN MHUD,
3acTaBujia IO-HOBOMY OTHOCHUTBCA K OKpPY KAlolleW NEeWCTBUTENBHOCTH W K JoAsM. OH
IIOHAJI, YTO €CThb 4Y€JIOBCK, KOTOpBIfI BHUJIUT €T0 HACKBO3b U YYBCTBYCT MaJIeHIIne U3MEHEHUS
B ero co3nanuu (He felt that if his eyes itched, she might blink. And if the muscles of his jaws
stretched imperceptibly, she would yawn long before he would).

B xontekcre (2) mepcoHax crapaercs MOHSTb, YTO CTOUT 3a OKpPYXalOUIMMH €ro
JIMKaMU CBSTBIX:

(2) The faces of those enameled creatures meant nothing to him, though he talked to
them and stood in that church for a long time, trying to be of that religion, trying to know
what that religion was, trying to get enough of the raw incense and special dust of the place
into his lungs and thus into his blood to feel touched and concerned by the meaning of the
colourful men and women with the porcelain eyes and the blood-ruby lips. But there was
nothing, nothing; it was a stroll through another store, and his currency strange and
unusable there, and his passion cold, even when he touched the wood and plaster and clay
(3, 72].

MoHTar cpaBHUBAET JMIA CTOALIUMX OKOJO HET0 KEHIIWH C MOKPBITBIMU 3Majblo
JMIAMH CBSITBIX B LIEPKBU, KOTOPBIE OCTABJISUIM €T0 IMOJTHOCTHIO paBHOAYIIHBIM. OH IbITAIC
MOHSTHh PEJNTUI0, TOCTHYh €€ CMBICH, HO BCE Oe3pe3yibTaTHO. MHOXECTBO SIUTETOB
MOKA3bIBAIOT, YTO YMOM T'e€POH TOJBKO (PMKCHPYET BHEITHUE XaPAKTEPUCTHKU OKPYIKAIOIIUX
ero o0BeKTOB: trying to get enough of the raw incense and special dust of the place into his
lungs and thus into his blood to feel touched and concerned by the meaning of the colourful
men and women with the porcelain eyes and the blood-ruby lips. Oxcromopon his passion
cold momuépkuBaer abCOMIOTHOE paBHOMYIINE repos. bmaromapsi ¢ukcanuu BrieHaTICHHIA
HEepCOHaKa YUTATEIIO JIETKO MOHATH, YTO JJIs IEPCOHAaXKa MUP PETUTHO3HBIX 00pa3oB — 3TO
MUDP HEOAYLIEBIECHHBIX NPEAMETOB, MUP KYKOJI, KOTOPbIE HE OKA3bIBAIOT HA HETO HUKAKOIO
BJIMSIHUA.

B kontekcre (3) BcTpewa ¢ 3araJlo4HOM JIE€BYIIKOM, HAIIPOTHB, OKAa3bIBACT CHIIHLHOE
BO3/ICHICTBUE HA MEPCOHAXKA!

(3) He saw himself in her eyes, suspended in two shining drops of bright water, himself
dark and tiny, in fine detail, the lines about his mouth, everything there, as if her eyes were
two miraculous bits of violet amber that might capture and hold him intact. Her face, turned
to him now, was fragile milk crystal with a soft and constant light in it [3, 6].

[Tpu BcTpeue ¢ neBYNIKOI B Aylle repos YTo-TO IepeBepHynock. OH yBuzaen ceds ee
rjla3aMM, 4TO Iepelajgo €My OUIYLIEHHE, YTO 3Ta JEBYIIKa ILEJIUKOM M IIOJHOCTBHIO
MOHMMAET, YTO MPOUCXOANT B ero aymie. Kome Toro, oHa cnocoOHa MOTHOCTHIO MTPUKOBATH
ero k cede. E€ xpymkoe, cBeTsmieecs MU0 BHymaeT MoHTary 4yBCcTBO KoMdopTa.

BHyTpeHHHII aHanM3 OKpYXKarolled JeMCTBUTEIBHOCTH, B KOTOPOM OKa3bIBAaeTCA
NEPCOHAXK, IOMOTAET €My OTKOPPEKTUPOBATH CBOM JIEHCTBUS, IOBEICHNUE, COCTOSHUSI.

B koHTekcTe (4) mepcoHaxx ctapaeTrcs 0CO3HaTh, YTO MPOUCXOTUT BOKPYT HETO:

(4) He looked at his wrist watch and felt his heart beat slowly, saw the second hand of
the watch moving with no speed at all, saw the calendar frozen there with its one day
seeming for ever, the sun nailed to the sky with no motion towards sunset whatever [2, 179].

Hcxons wu3 xoHTekcta (4)MoxHO ObUTIO OBl MOAyMaTh, YTO 37€Chb aBTOP-
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NIOBECTBOBATENb  OMHCHIBACT  JCHCTBUS  MEPCOHAXKa, OJIHAKO, TpU  Omrkaiiimem
pPaccMOTPEHUH, MOKHO 3aMETUTh, YTO 3TO UMEHHO MEPCOHAX (UKCUPYET Ui ceds To, Kak
IPOHUCXOIAT COOBITUA B OKpY’Karomiel ero aeicTBuTenbHOCTH. CTpenka 4acoB 3aCTHIBACT,
Bpemsi 3amep3aeT (Meradopa), JAEHb pacTITUBAaeTCA OO0 OECKOHEYHOCTH, a COJHIIC
MeTahOpUIECKH BOCIIPUHUMACTCS KaK OOBEKT, MPUOUTHIN TBO3IAMH K HEQY.

B koutekcre (5)packajeHHBId JIETHUM COJIHIIEM TOPOJ ONHUCHIBACTCA 4epes
BOCTIPUSITHE TE€POHHU:

(5) Lavinia heard the old women’s door bang and lock, and she drifted on, feeling the
warm breath of summer night shimmering off the oven-baked sidewalks. It was like walking
on a hard crust of freshly warmed bread. The heat pulsed under your dress, along your legs,
with a stealthy and not unpleasant sense of invasion [2, 185].

Omymienue xapbl mepenaeTcsi B KOHTEKCTe (5) mpu moMomy o0pasa medu, KoTopas
packaiuia TpoTyapsl. Y T€POMHH BO3HHKAET OIIyIIEHHE, KaK OyTO OHa WAET HE 1O JOpore,
a MO KOPKE TOJBKO 4YTO BBIHYTOrO W3 Ieud xJjeba. JKapa TIpOHHMKAeT TMOJ OJSKIY,
OXBATBIBAET HOTH, M BBI3bIBACT HESICHBIC, HO MPHUSTHHIC YyBCTBA.

OdeHb 4acTo OOBEKTOM BHYTPEHHETO aHaln3a MEPCOHa)Ka CTAHOBSTCS HE TEKYIHE
cOOBITHS, a ompefeneHHble (DAaKThI, OTHOCAIIMECS K TMPOLUIOMY, a TaKKe CHBl U Hrpa
BOOOpaXeHHUsI, TO €CTh TO, YTO B JIUTEPATyPOBEACHUU OMHMCHIBACTCS KaK BHUPTyalbHas
peanbHOCTh [1].

B kouTekcte (6) MBI MOXEM MpOCIENUTh, KaK HENPHUSITHbIE BOCIHOMUHAHUS
3axXBaTHIBAIOT T€POMHIO TIPU BUJIE ONIPEIEIEHHOTO YEIIOBEKa!

(6) Jennifer was unable to enjoy the show. The sight of Michael Moretti had brought
back a flood of fiercely humiliating memories. Jennifer asked Ken to take her home after the
first act [7, 150].

Meradopa a flood of fiercely humiliating memories mMmoka3bpIBaeT, YTO TE€POUHSA
NEPEHOCUTCS B HMHOE, BHUPTyaldbHOE MPOCTPAHCTBO BOCIMOMHHAHUWI. B mpomnmom y
JlxenHnudep ObuTa HE camas MPHUATHAS BCTpeYa C STHM YEIOBEKOM, MPHU BHIE KOTOPOTO €€
OXBaTBIBAET YyBCTBO 'HEBA U YHIDKEHUS] OJHOBpeMeHHO. [IpebbiBaHNe B OHOM OMEIICHUN
C HUM CTAHOBUTCS i1 HE€ HEBBIHOCHMBIM, U OHA BBIHYX/I€HA MOKHHYTH CIIEKTAKIb Cpasy
MOCJIe OKOHYAHUS TIEPBOTO aKTa.

B konTekcTe (7) reponHIO OXBAaTHIBAIOT JIETCKUE BOCTIOMUHAHHS:

(7) She looked out the window and saw that the sun was getting ready to go down. A
superstitious dread settled into her at the thought. She remembered the childhood games of
hide-and-seek that had always ended when the shadows joined each other and grew into
purple lagoons, that mystic call drifting through the suburban streets of her childhood,
talismanic and distant, the high voice of a child announcing suppers that were ready, doors
ready to be shut against the night... [5, 162]

[Tpu BuAe 3aXOAsAIIETO COJHIIA TEPOHMHIO OXBATHJI CYyeBEpHBIH cTpax: A superstitious
dread settled into her at the thought. Ho oHa TyT ke morpy»xaercst B IeTCKHE BOCTIOMUHAHHS,
MBITASACh TAKHUM 00pa3oM OTTOPOJUTHCS OT TIOJKPAIBIBAIOMIETOCS K HEW 4YyBCTBa
miuckoMpopra. ['epornst BHymIaeT cebe, 4To 3aKaT Ka3aJcs 4YeM-TO TEIUIBIM M 3araJI0YHBIM.
DnuTeTHl MPUAAIOT KPAaCOYHOCTH CO3/aBaeMbIM €0 obOpasam: purple lagoons, that mystic
call, talismanic and distant.

B konTekcTe (8) K reporo HEOXKUJAHHO MPUXOAUT OCO3HAHUE, B KAKOW HEBBIHOCHMOU H
OTacHO! 0OCTaHOBKE OH JI0JIT0€ BPEMs HaXOTUIICS:

(8) I cried because I suddenly realized that I had been walking a white line ever since
Jo died, walking straight down the middle of the road. By some miracle, I had been carried

266



Bunyck 4°2009 Cepia 9. Cyuacni menoenyii po3eumky moe

out of harm’s way. I had no idea who had done the carrying, but that was all right — it was a
question that could wait for another day [4, 237].

[lepconaxk cpaBHUBAET CBOIO KHM3Hb C JBM)KEHHEM IOCPEIU JOpOr Mo Oennoil monoce,
YTO MPEACTABISET OMPEICICHHYIO OO0 PUCKA, TaK KaK YEIIOBEK MOXET B JIIOOOH MOMEHT
OBITh COWTBIM JICTSIIMM Ha OOJBIIOW CKOpPOCTH aBTOMOOWIIeM. lcmosb3oBaHue 37€Ch
abCcTpakTHOTO o0pa3a MOMOraeT HauboJee TOYHO MepeiaTh OIIYIICHHUs MepcoHa)ka. Mauki
JIOJITO€ BpPEeMsI HaXOJIHJICS B IUICHY CBOMX IEPEKUBAHUI M HUKAK HE MOT OTTYJa BBIOPATHCSL.
Tocka mo moruOmiei >xeHe JHIINIA €ro BJOXHOBEHUS W BO3MOXKHOCTH MHUCATh. ITO
NPUHOCUJIO €My OTPOMHBIE CTpaJaHMsi, OH HE MOT HalTH cebe mecta. Ho Bapyr mpouzonuio
qy70, ¥ KaKas-TO HEBUMMAs CHJIa YHECIa €ro C OIacHOTO IMyTH, U B €ro AyIlie BCE BCTAJIO HA
CBOM MECTA, €T0 KU3Hb HAJIQAUIIacCh.

B xonrtekcre (9) Mbl Habm0aeM HPOTHBOCTOSHHE MEXAY 3ApPaBbIM CMBICIOM H
HETPUSATHBIMU BOCIIOMUHAHVSIMH, PEATHbHBIM H BUPTYAIBHBIM ITPOCTPAHCTBOM:

(9) It was this fear that had kept him silent. A year older, he was quite sure that his
daddy and mommy wouldn’t let him be taken away for thinking a fire hose was a snake, his
rational mind was sure of that, but still, when he thought of telling them, that old memory
rose up like a stone filling his mouth and blocking words [6, 196].

[Tepconaxx GopeTcst ¢ 0/10JIEBAIONIMMHE €TO CTPAIIHBIMU BUJCHUSIMU U HUKAK HE MOXET
PELIUTh, pacCKa3aTh O HUX POAUTENAM WU HeT. Ilpu momouy CTUIUCTHYECKUX MPUEMOB, a
umenHo osuiersopenus (his rational mind was sure of that) u metadopuueckoro cpaBHeHuUs
(that old memory rose up like a stone filling his mouth and blocking words) coznaércs oopa3
CaMOCTOSITENBHO (YHKIIMOHUPYIOMIETO CO3HaHUs. B mepBom ciydae uaét pedsb o mpolecce,
UMEIOIIEM MECTO B HACTOSIIIMIA MOMEHT BPEMEHH, a BO BTOPOM BOCTIOMHHAHUS U3 TPOIILIOTO
HE JIal0T HU OJTHOMY CJIOBY BBIPBAThCSI HA CBOOOTY.

B konrekcre (10) coznaércst o0pa3 co3HaHUs, HAIOJITO 3aleUaTiIeBIIEro ONpeeIéHHOe
coObITHE:

(10) (little Jacky now he was little Jacky now dozing and mumbling on a cobwebby
camp chair while the furnace roared into hollow life behind him)

...knew exactly how many blows it had been because each soft whump against his
mother’s body had been engraved on his memory like the irrational swipe of a chisel on
stone [6, 224].

O ToM, HaCKOJIBKO CHJIBHO MOpa3uia reposi ceMeiHasi ccopa, TOBOPUT UCIOIb30BaHUE
metadopuueckoro cpasHenus had been engraved on his memory like the irrational swipe of
a chisel on stone. YroObl mom4YepKHYTh MIyOMHY M MPOYHOCTH pyOIla B cepiile, ero
CPaBHHUBAIOT C TITyOOKUM CIIeZIOM, OCTaBJICHHBIM Ha KaMHE yaapoM 3yomia. Takum obpazom,
NOTYEPKUBACTCS HEU3JICUMMOCTh MOJYUYEHHOH JyIIEBHOW paHbl, KOTOpas Ha MPOTSKCHUU
BCeil )Ku3HU OyAeT BCIUIBIBATh B CO3HAHUU T€POS.

B kontekcre (11) co3naércst 06pa3 BOCIOMUHAHUS KaK MPUHAIICKHOCTH MIEPCOHAXKA!

(11) It was mid-September, most of the summer people were gone, and the crying of
the loons on the lake sounded inexpressibly lovely. The sun was going down, and the lake
itself had become a still and heatless plate of fire. This is one of the most vivid memories I
have, so clear I sometimes feel I could step right into it and live it all again. What things, if
any would I do differently? I sometimes wonder about that [4, 21].

Paznuunple CTHIMCTHYECKHE MPUEMBI TOTPYKAIOT YUTATENs BO BHYTPEHHHHA MUD
IepCoHaXka, a MMEHHO B MHp €ro BocmoMuHaHui. Metadopsl, Hampumep: inexpressibly
lovely, a still and heatless plate of fire onuceiBarOT cocTOsHUE CUACTBS M TOKOS, KOTOPBIC
apwid BOKPYr. JTO camble spKHe BOCIIOMHHAaHUS TNepcoHaxa. He ciywaitHo 3xaech
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UCIIONIB3YETCs AMUTET B MPEBOCX0AHOM ctenenu: one of the most vivid memories. Meradopa
| could step right into it and live it all again nmpuoTkpbIBaeT TaiiHOE, HHUKOMY HE
BBICKa3aHHOE JKEJIaHHE OMATh MOYYBCTBOBAThH CE€0S 4aCThIO TOW OE3MATEKHONW OOCTAaHOBKH,
MIPOXKUTH €€ 3aHOBO.

B xonTekcre (12) mepcoHak BHOBb MMPOKPYYHBAET B CBOEM CO3HAHWUU COOBITHE, CUIHLHO
MOpa3MBIIEE €ro B JETCTBE:

(12) One time, when he was a child, in a power-failure, his mother had found and lit a
last candle and there had been a brief hour of rediscovery, of such illumination that space lost
its vast dimensions and drew comfortably around them, and they, mother and son, alone,
transformed, hoping that the power might not come on again too soon... [3, 6]

Korna-to gaBHO B ropoje OTKIIIOYHMIN CBET, U MaMa 3a)KIjia MOCJEIHIOI CBEYy, 4Yei
CBET BBI3BaJl y MOHTara He HCHBITAaHHBIE 0 3TOTO YyBCTBA M ONIYIICHUS, KaKk OyaTO
MPOCTPAHCTBO MOMEHSIO CBOM TPAHUIBI U KOM(POPTHO CKOHIICHTPUPOBAJIOCH BOKPYT HUX
(space lost its vast dimensions and drew comfortably around them).

B xonrekcre (13) nepconaxk Takxke MOrpy», aeTcsi B MUP BOCTIOMUHAHU:

(13) And looking at one single label on a jar, he felt himself gone round the calendar to
that private day this summer when he had looked at the circling world and found himself at
its centre [2, 263].

Haanuce Ha sipapike OyTBUIKM 3aCTaBiIe€T MEPCOHAKa BEPHYTHCS MBICIIEHHO B TOT
caMblil IeHb, KOT/1a OBIJIO CAETaHO BUHO, U BHOBb UCIIBITATh TO, YTO OH TOTJa YyBCTBOBAL. Y
HEro Torja ObLJIO OIIyIIEHHE, YTO OH YYBCTBYET JIBKEHHE MUpPA U, KPOME TOT0, HAXOAUTCS
B CaMOM ero IieHTpe. Mtak, Mbl MOXKeM BHJIETh, YTO MIEPCOHAXK (PUKCHPYET BIECUATICHHUS OT
OKPYIKAIOIIUX €r0 JIFOJIEH, OT OKPYKAIOIIEH JIEMCTBUTEIIBHOCTH, & TAKKE OT BOCIOMHUHAHUH,
CHOB M JPYTUX COOBITHI BUPTyaJIbHON peaIbHOCTH.

MoxHo caenatb OOHIMI BBIBOA O TOM, SBJICHHE HWHTPOCHEKIMU MOXKET OBITh
UCTIOJIB30BAHO TpU OOYYEHHUH AHTIUICKOMY S3BIKYy CTYACHTOB KakK SI3bIKOBBIX, TaK W
HESI3BIKOBBIX  BY30B. MH(opmanus 00 HMHTPOCHEKIMH TEPCOHAXa aHTJIOSI3BIYHON
XYZI0KECTBEHHOM MPO3bI CIIOCOOCTBYET Oojiee riiyOoKoMy MOHMMaHHUIO TekcTa. [lo Hamemy
MHEHHIO, OHa BO3POXKJAET MHTEPEC CTYACHTOB K UTCHHIO XYIO0KECTBEHHOW JTUTEpaTyphl U
MO3BOJISIET UM JIy4Ille TOHSATH MOTHBAIMIO MOCTYIIKOB MEPCOHAXKEH, CIECAUTh 32 CMEHOU MX
HACTPOEHHUS.
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