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Chapter I/ I'naBa 1

B roHomeckue rozpl, when a person ocodeHHO BociipuumuuB, my father gave me some advice,
HAJI0JITO 3aMaBUIMK MHE B IAMSATb.

— Whenever you feel like criticizing anyone, — he told me, — just remember that all the people
in this world haven't had the advantages that you've had.

He didn't say any more, but we have always been communicative, u MHe ObLJ10 clear, 4To qyma
OH ropasfio OoJblile, 4eM ckazai. BoT oTkyna B3siiachk y MeHs habit k ciepxanHoctu B all judgements
— a habit that has opened up many curious natures to me ¥ elle yaiie Jesajna MeHs victim mMaTepbix
Hazoen. Hezpoposeiii mind is quick to detech Bcerga cpasy uyer sty cnepxaHHOCTb, when it appears
in a normal person, ¥ CIIELINT 32 Hee YLEMUThCS; elle B KOJUIEKEe MEHsI He3aclyKeHHO OOBUHSIIN B
NOJIMTUKAHCTBE, because camble HETIOMMBbIE M 3aMKHYThIE students MOBEpsIM MHE CBOM TaliHbIE TOpe
cra. 51 BoBce He UCKaJl MOJOOHOIO trust — CKOJIbKO pa3, 3aMETUB HEKOTOpble symptoms, MpeBeria-
IOLI1Me OYepeJHOe MHTUMHOE MTPU3HAaHUE, s1 IPUHUMAJICS] COHHO 3€BaTh, CIIEIIMJI YTKHYTbcs B book
WK HaIycKasl Ha ceOsl 3aI0pHO-JIETKOMbBICTIeHHBIN TOH; the intimate revelations of young men, no
KpaiiHeil Mepe Ta ciioBecHas (hopMa, B KOTOPYIO OHU OOJIEYEHBI, IPE/ICTABIISAIOT COOOH, Kak MpaBuiIo,
are usually plagiaristic 1 K TOMy ke CTpaJlaloT SBHBIMU HeloMosIBKaMu. CliepkaHHOCTb B judgements
is a matter of infinite hope. I am still a little afraid of missing something if I forget, uro (as my father
snobbishly suggested) 4yTbe K OCHOBHBIM HPAaBCTBEHHBIM LIEHHOCTSIM OTITYILIEHO IPUPOION HE BCEM
B O/IMHAKOBOH Mepe.

A Tenepb, MOXBAJIMBIINCH CBOEW my tolerance, S JOJKEH CO3HATHCA, YTO 3T TEPIUMOCTD
umeet npezaensl. When I came back from the East last autumn I felt that I wanted the world b1t
MOPAJIBHO 3aTSHYT B MYH/IUP U JEpKaJics IO CTOMKE «CMUPHO». 1 GoJibliie He CTPEMUIICS K YBJIEKa-
TEJIbHBIM BbUIA3KaM C IIPUBUJIETHEN 3alIAIbIBaTh B yenoBeueckue qymu. Only Gatsby, the man who
gives his name to this book, was the exemption, — Gatsby, ka3anoch, BOIUIOIIABILET0 COOOH Bce, UTO
s1 ICKpeHHe Tpe3upai 1 npe3upao. Ecim meputs personality ee ymenuem ceOsi posiBisTh, there
was something gorgeous about him, kakasd-To NOBBILIEHHAA s€nsitivity KO BCEM NOCYJIaM KHU3HU. ITa
CIIOCOOHOCTh K MTHOBEHHOMY OTKJIMKY HE MMeJla HUYero oOIIero ¢ Apsioyoil BIeYaTIUTEIbHOCTHIO,
MBIITHO UMEHYEMOM “creative temperament”, — it was a gift for hope, pomantuyeckuit 3anai, which
it is not likely I will ever find again. No — Gatsby turned out all right at the end; He on, a T0, 4TO Han
HUM TArOTEJIO, Ta AA0BUTAS MbUIb, YTO B3JbIMAIACh BOKPYT €r0 MEUThI, — BOT YTO 3aCTaBUJIO MEHS
Ha BpeMsl yTPATUTh BCAKUIA MHTEPEC K JIOJCKMM CKOPOTEUHBIM SOITOWS M paJlOCTsIM BIOIMbIXaX.

My family have been prominent, well-to-do people in this Middle Western city for three
generations. The Carraways are something of a clan, 1, no cemeliHoMy npeJaHuio, OH BeJET CBOIO
ponocioBHywo 0T the Dukes of Buccleuch, but the actual founder of my line was my grandfather's
brother, who came here in fifty-one, sent a substitute to the Civil War, and started the wholesale
hardware business that my father carries on today.

I never saw this great-uncle, but I'm supposed to look like him. I graduated from New Haven
in 1915, just a quarter of a century after my father, and a little later I participated in the Great
War. I enjoyed the konTpHactymuienue that I came back restless. The Middle West now seemed like
oOTpernaHHBIM T0/10J7I0M BeelieHHOH; so I decided to go East and learn kpeauThoe neno. Everybody [
knew was in the bond business, so I supposed it could support one more single man. All my aunts
and uncles talked it over as if they were choosing a prep school for me, and finally said:

— Why — ye-es.

Father agreed to finance me for a year, y, u BOT, nocie goirux npososiouek, I came East,
forever, I thought, in the spring of twenty-two.

The practical thing was to find rooms in the city, HO geJo IO K summer, a 5 ene He ycresn
OTBBIKHYTb OT a country of wide lawns u j1ackoBoil TeHH trees, 1 OTOMy, when a young man at the
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office suggested that we take a house together rae-uuOyns B npuropore, it sounded like a great idea.
He found the house — kpbiTyI0 ToeM xuOapky at eighty a month, but at the last minute the firm
ordered him to Washington, u mue npuruiocs ycrpauBatbes alone. I had a dog — at least I had him
for a few days until he ran away — and an old Dodge and a Finnish woman, who made my bed and
cooked breakfast and muttered Finnish wisdom to herself over the electric stove.

It was lonely for a day or so until one morning some man, stopped me on the road.

— How do you get to West Egg village? — he asked.

I told him. And as I walked on I was lonely no longer. I was a guide, a pathfinder, an original
settler!.

CorHIle ¢ KaIbIM IHEM IPUTPEBAJIO CHJIbHEW, U BO MHE YK€ Kperula 3HaKoMasi, TPUXOAUBIIIAs]
KakJ0e summer YBepeHHOCTh, uTo life was beginning over again with the summer.

It was a matter of chance that I had to rent a house in one of the strangest communities in
North America. Twenty miles from the city, Ha 3agBopkax Long Island Sound, camoro oGxutoro
KyCKa BOJIHOTO MPOCTPAHCTBA BO BCeM 3amagHOM MOJYIIApHU, BAAIOTCS B BOIY /IBa COBEPIIECHHO
OJIMHAKOBBIX MBICA, PA3/IEIEHHBIX JIUIIIb HEIMPOKON OYXTOUKOM.

I lived at West Egg, the well, the less fashionable of the two. My house was at the very tip of
the egg, only fifty yards from the Sound, and cxatblii between two huge places that rented for twelve
or fifteen thousand a season. OcoGeHHO BeTMKOJIeTHA ObUIa BUJLIA CIipaBa — it was a factual imitation
of some Hotel de Ville in Normandy with a tower on one side, and a MmpamopHblii swimming pool,
and more than forty acres of lawn and garden. It was Gatsby's ocooHsik. My house was so tiny that
nobody noticed it, so I had a view of the water, a partial view of my neighbour's lawn u npusiTHeIM
CO3HaHMEM HEINOCPeCTBEHHOro coce/icTBa MULTMoHepoB — B all for eighty dollars a month.

Across the courtesy bay the white palaces of fashionable East Egg glittered along the water,
and the history of the summer really begins on the evening I drove over there to have dinner with the
Tom Buchanans. Daisy was my second cousin once removed, and I knew Tom in college. And just
after the war I spent two days with them in Chicago.

Her husband was one of those men who reach success at twenty-one. His family were
enormously wealthy but now he left Chicago and come East in a fashion that rather took your breath
away: for instance, he'd brought nenyto kontomrtio of polo ponies from Lake Forest.

Why they came East I don't know. Ternepb oHU pemvM MPOYHO OCECTh Ha OTHOM MecTe, said
Daisy over the telephone, but I didn't believe it — I had no sight into Daisy's heart. I had no sight into
Daisy's heart, but Tom would drift on forever seeking for the dramatic turbulence.

And so it happened that on a warm windy evening I drove over to East Egg to see two old friends
whom I scarcely knew at all. Their house was even more BbiuypHbiii than I expected. Psa Bbicokux
French windows nipope3sai cpaca 1o Bceli JyIMHe; ceiiuac OHU ObLTM paCIiaxHYyThl HABCTPEUY TEIJIOMY
BEUEpHEMY BETpY, U CTEKJIa TUIAMEHeN OTOJeCKaMK 30J10Ta, a B IBEPsIX, IIMPOKO PaCcCTaBUB HOTH,
and Tom Buchanan in riding clothes was standing on the front porch.

He changed since his New Haven years. Now he was a man of thirty ¢ TBepao ouepueHHbIM
PTOM U JIOBOJIHO HaJIMEHHBIMM MaHepamu. Ho B Jiuile m1aBHBIM ObUIM IJ1a3a: OT MX OJECTAIIero
JEP3KOro B3MIIsIa BCerja Kazanoch, OyATO OH C yrpo30H moaaeTcs Brepen. DTo ObUIO TeJo, MOTHOe
COKPYLIMTEJILHOM cHIIbl, — a cruel body.

His speaking voice had xpuruisiii tenor. M1 naxe B pa3roBope ¢ NpUSTHBIMU €My JIIOJbMU B
roJIoce y Hero Bcerja CIbIIagach HOTKA MPEe3pUTENIbHON OTEUECKOM CHUCXOIUTENbHOCTH, and there
were men at New Haven who hated his Hpas.

—I've got a nice place here, — he said. — It belonged to Demaine, the oil man. We'll go inside.

We walked through a high hallway into a bright rosy-coloured space, eqBa 3akperjieHHOE B
CTeHax JoMa BbIcOKMMU okHamu at either end. The windows were open.

! S Obin CTapOXKWJIOM, IIEPBOIIOCEJIEHIIEM, YKa3bIBATEJIEM JOPOT.
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The only completely nenoasuxHbIM object in the room was an enormous couch on which there
were two young women.

The younger of the two was a stranger to me. She was extended full length at her end of the
divan, completely motionless. The other girl, Daisy, made an attempt to rise, then she laughed, an
absurd, charming little laugh, and I laughed too and came forward into the room.

— I'm p-paralysed with happiness, — she said.

She laughed again and held my hand for a moment. She murmured that the surname of the
balancing girl was Baker.

At any rate, Miss Baker nodded at me and then quickly tipped her head back again.

I looked back at my cousin, who began to ask me questions. I told her how I stopped off in
Chicago for a day on my way East, and how a dozen people sent their love through me.

— Do they miss me? — she cried.

— The city Ge3yTerteH.

— How gorgeous! Let's go back, Tom. Tomorrow! You ought to see the baby.

—I'd like to.

— She's asleep. She's three years old. Haven't you ever seen her?

— Never.

— Well, you ought to see her. She's —

Tom Buchanan, 6ecriokoiiHO OpOIUBIIHIA U3 YIJia B YIOJl, OCTAHOBHUIICS M TIOJIOKHJI MHE PYKY
Ha TU1eYO0.

— What are you doing, Nick?

—I'm a bond man.

— Who with?

I told him.

— Never heard of them, — BBICOKOMEpPHO YPOHUJI OH.

Mens 3azeno.

— You will, — kopotko Bo3pasui s1. — You will if you stay in the East.

— Oh, I'll stay in the East, don't you worry, — cka3zaJyi oH, DisiHy1 at Daisy 1 ToT4ac e cCHOBa
riepeBert 1ia3a Ha MeHs1, OyaTo roToBsch k otnopy. — I'd be a God damned fool to live anywhere else.

At this point Miss Baker said:

— Absolutely!

— 4 Bca kak gepessiika, — she complained. — HeBO3MOXHO CTOJIBKO BpeMEHM BaJISAThCS Ha
JIVBaHe.

— Don't look at me, — Daisy said. — I've been trying to get you to New York all afternoon.

— No, thanks, — said Miss Baker to the four cocktails. — Hukorna He mnbio HakaHyHe.

Her host looked at her c Hegosepuem.

- You are!

I looked at Miss Baker, wondering, 4to Takoe el «ynaercsi». I enjoyed looking at her. She was
a Xyjas, ¢ MaJIbIMU rpyasmu girl ¢ ouens npsimoit crimHoi. It occurred to me now that I saw her, or
a picture of her, somewhere before.

— You live in West Egg, — she remarked. — I know somebody there.

— I don't know a single.

— You must know Gatsby.

— Gatsby? — Daisy said. — What Gatsby?

I wanted to say that he was my neighbour but dinner was announced.

— We ought to plan something, — 3eBHys1a Miss Baker, ycaxuBasich 3a CTOJ C TaKUM BUAOM,
CJIOBHO OHa YKJIaJJbIBAJIACh B TIOCTETb.

— All right, — said Daisy. — What will we plan? — she turned to me. — What do people plan?

He noxunasice answer, oHa BAPYT C y’KacOM YCTaBHJIaCh HAa CBOW MU3HHEII.
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— Look! — she complained. — I hurt it.

— You did it, Tom, — she said o6mxkenHo. — I know you didn't mean to?, but you did do it.
That's what I get for marrying Takyio rpoMaauHy.

— I hate that word rpomaauny, — cepauto niepedun Tom. — Even in kidding.

— I'pomaguna, — insisted Daisy.

— I hate that word «rpomaanna», — Tom said.

— I'pomaauna! — ynpsimo nosropuia Daisy.

Sometimes she and Miss Baker talked at once, HO B MX HacMelUIMBOM, OeccofepKaTeTbHON
6ontoBHe He ObUTO JlerkocTtu. They were here, and they accepted Tom and me, JuIb U3 CBETCKOM
MOOe3HOCTH, CTapasiCh HAC 3aHMMATh WM TIoMorasi Ham 3aHuMath ux. They knew that dinner would
be over and a little later the evening too would be over. Bce 3to 6puto different from the West, rie
BCer/ia C BOJTHEHHMEM TOPOIUIIL BeUuep, Yac 3a YacoM IMOATOHSISI €ro K KOHILY, KOTOPOTrO U KIellb,
1 OOMIIIBCS.

— You make me feel uncivilized, Daisy. Can't you talk about crops or something?

Sl ckazan 31O He Tymasi, MPOCTO Tak, but my words npousBend HeOKUIAHHBIN (P GEKT.

— Civilization's going to pieces’, — Tom said angrily. — Have you read The Rise of the
Coloured Empires by this man Goddard?

— No, — I answered.

— It's a fine book, and everybody ought to read it. Tam npoBoauTcs Takas uaesi, €Civ Mbl He
OyzeM HacToposke, white race. .. Hy, CJIOBOM, €€ MOIJIOTAT IIBETHHIE.

— Tom's getting meiciiutenieM, — Daisy said. — He reads deep books with long words in them.

— Well, these books are all scientific, — Bo3pazun pazapaxkenHo Tom. — This fellow has worked
out the whole thing. It's up to us, OT I71aBeHCTBYIOLIEH packl, 3aBUCUT He AOMYCTUTh, Will have control

of things.
— We've got to beat them down. — whispered Daisy.
— You ought to live in California... — began Miss Baker, but Tom interrupted her.

— This idea is that we're Nordics. I am, and you are, and you are, and...

[Mocie MrHOBEHHOTO KOJIeOaHUsI OH KMBKOM T'OJIOBHI BKJTIOUIIT U Daisy, 1 OHa ToT4ac e CHOBa
MOIMUTHYJIa MHE.

— U Bce 1O, YTO COCTaBJIsET LIMBUIN3ALMIO, CO34aHO HaMmu — oh, science and art, and all that.
Do you see?

The telephone rang inside and the butler left the kpbuibLIO, Daisy HakJIOHMIACh KO MHE.

— I'll tell you a family secret, — she whispered. — It's about the butler's nose. Do you want to
hear about the butler's nose?

— That's why I came over tonight.

— Well, he wasn't always a butler, on ciyxun B ogHom ome in New York, riae umenocs a silver
service for two hundred people, — Tak BOT, OH 3aBefoBai 3THM cepeOpom. C yTpa JIo Beuepa OH ero
YUCTUI U1 YUCTUJI, 1 B KOHIIEC KOHIOB Yy HEI'O OT 9TOro CACajiCAd HACMOPK. ..

— Things went from bad to worse, — suggested Miss Baker.

— Yes. Things went from bad to worse, until finally he had to give up his position.

The butler came back and murmured something close to Tom's ear. Tom HaxmypuJcs, OTo-
JBUHYJI CBOU CTYJI U, HE TPOM3Hecs HU cjioBa, and without a word went inside. Daisy said then:

—TIlove to see you at my table, Nick. You remind me of a — of a rose, an absolute rose. Doesn't
he? — oOparunack oHa k Miss Baker 3a monTBepxaeHueM.

— An absolute rose?

This was untrue. Suddenly she threw her candertky on the table and went into the house.

2
! 3Hal0, Tbl HE HAPOYHO.

3 HuBnmisarms uger HacMapKy.
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Miss Baker and I exchanged a short glance. I was about to speak, HO oHa Bcst momoOpaiach Ha
CTyJIe ¥ MpeAocTeperaonie pIKHYJIa B MO0 CTOPOHY. V3-3a ABepH IITyXx0 TOHOCHJICS Yel-TO B3BOJ-
HOBaHHBIN royioc, Miss Baker 6e33aCcTeHUMBO BCITYIIMBAIACh.

— This Mr. Gatsby you spoke of is my neighbour, — I began.

— Don't talk. I want to hear what happens.

— Is something happening? — I asked.

—You mean to say you don't know? — said Miss Baker, honestly surprised. — I thought everybody
knew.

— I don't.

— Why? Tom's got some woman in New York.

— Got some woman?

Miss Baker nodded.

— She might have the decency* not to telephone him at dinner time. Don't you think?

Tom and Daisy came back.

— HeomoxHoe aeno! — Daisy exclaimed.

Then she kept on talking kak Hu B 4eM He ObiBasio. But the phone rang again. Daisy shook her
head, and all subjects, disappeared into air.

Tom and Miss Baker strolled back into the library, a 51, npUTBOpPsSICH CBETCKM OKHBJIEHHBIM
1 crierka TyruMm Ha yxo, I followed Daisy 1ienpio cooOmanmmxcst OaJIKOHOB BOKPYT JIOMa, TIOKa 3Ta
MIPOTYJIKA He MpUBeJIa HaC K LIEHTPAJIbHOUM BepaHe, riae OblIo yxe coBceM TeMHO. We sat down there
side by side Ha TuleTeHOM iMBaHYMKe. | saw her BoiHeHMe, ¢ KOTOpHIM OHA He B CHJIaX ObLlIa COBJIAIATh,
U TIOTIBITAJICS OTBJIEYDb ee paccrpocamu about her little girl.

— We don't know each other very well, Nick, — she said. — Even if we are cousins. You didn't
come to my wedding.

— I wasn't back from the war.

— That's true, — she hesitated. — Well, I've had a very bad time, Nick, u s Tenepb Kak-To HU
BO UTO HE BEpIO.

Cynsa no Bcemy, she had reasons for this. I waited but she didn't say any more, u Torma s
JOBOJIBHO OECIIOMOIITHO YXBaTHJICS OIATH 3a CIIACUTENbHYI0 Temy about her daughter.

— I suppose she talks, and... eats, and everything.

— Of course. Listen, Nick; let me tell you what I said when she was born. Would you like to hear?

— Very much.

— It'll show you a lot. Erie 1 yacy He rponuio, Kak oHa rosiBusack Ha cBeT, Tom was God knows
where. I woke up rmocsie Hapko3a, YyBCTBYs ceOs1 BceMu OpOIIIEHHOU ¥ 3a0bITOM, ¥ cpa3y ke CIpocua
akymepky: “A boy or a girl?” U xorga ycneiiana, 4ro a girl, orBepHynachk u 3aruiakana. Then I said:

— All right, — I said. — I'm glad it's a girl. And I hope she'll be a fool — that's the best thing a
girl can be in this world, a beautiful little fool.

— You see I think everything's terrible, — mponomkana ona yoexaenHo. — Everybody thinks so
— JIaXke camble yMHbIe, camble riepenioBbie Jiioau. And I know. Benb 51 Be3ae moObiBasa, Bce BUjena, Bce
nonpoOoBaa, — OHa BHI3BIBAIOIIE CBEPKHYJIA I7Ia3aMU, COBCEM Kak ToMm, U paccMmesiiach 3BEHSIIIIM,
MPe3pUTENHHBIM CMEXOM. — Pa3ouapoBaHHas1, BOT 5 Kakasl.

Tom and Miss Baker sat at either end of the long couch. She uurana emy Bciyx «Carepneit
UBHUHI ITIOCT».

When we came, she npepocreperatorie nogHsiia pyky.

— To be continued, — gounTasa OHA.

Then she got up.

— Ten o'clock. Time for this good girl to go to bed.

4 Morna 6LI, MEXAYy NpO4YUM, UMETH KaIlJII0O COBECTU.
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— Jordan's going to play in the TypHupe tomorrow, — nosicauia [eiisu. — Eil Hy:)xHO exaTb Tyna
C CaMoro yTpa.

— Oh - you're Jordan Baker!

I knew now why her face was familiar. Her kanpusnasi rpuMacka JOCTaTOYHO 4aCTO MeJIbKajia
Ha (poTorpadusix, WUTIOCTPUPYIOLIMX CIOPTUBHYI0 XpoHUKY Asheville, Hot Springs and Palm Beach.

— Good night, — she said softly. — Wake me at eight, won't you.

— If you'll get up.

— I will. Good night, Mr. Carraway. See you.

— Of course you will, — Daisy said. — In fact, I think I'll arrange a marriage.

— Good night, — called Miss Baker from the stairs. — I haven't heard a word.

— She's a nice girl, — said Tom after a moment. — HanipacHo TosbKoO €ii pa3pelaioT BECTH TaKylo
oponsuyio life.

— Who oughtn't to? — Daisy asked coldly.

— Her family.

— Her family is one aunt about a thousand years old. Besides, Nick's going to look after her,
aren't you, Nick? She's going to spend lots of weekends out here this summer. I think the home
influence will be very good for her.

Daisy and Tom looked at each other for a moment in silence.

— Is she from New York? — I asked quickly.

— From Louisville.

— To1 utO, Benta ¢ Hukom Ha Bepanje 3aayiieBHble pa3roBopsi? — asked Tom suddenly.

— Did I? — she looked at me. — I can't remember, but I think we talked about the Nordic race.

— Don't believe everything you hear, Nick, — he advised me.

A few minutes later I got up to go home. As I started my motor Daisy called:

— Wait!

— 41 3a6bL1a CIPOCUTH OHY BaKHYIO Belllb. MBI CIIBIITIAH, UTO Y TeOs Tam, oma, ecTh bride.

— Kuesera. I crmimkom poor, YToOBI JKEHUTHCS.

— But we heard, — HacrauBana Jleii3u; K MOEMY YIUBJIEHHUIO, OHA OMSThH CJIOBHO BCS paciiBesa. —
MBpl criblliaiv OT TPeX pa3HbIX JIOJEH, SO it must be true.

S otmmuno knew, 0 4eM uzIeT peusb, HO JIENIO B TOM, YTO Y MEHsI B CAMOM JieJie He ObLJIO HUKAKOM
bride.

41 61 TpOHYT pagymHbM MpuemMoM Daisy and Tom, maxe ux GoraTcTBO Temeph Kak OyaTo
MEHbIIIe OTAAJISIIO UX OT MeHsl, — nevertheless, o nopore nomoit I was confused.

When I reached my estate at West Egg, s1 moctaBu car oji HaBec ¥ Ipucest Ha 3ap:KaBJIeHHYIO
ra30HOKOCUJIKY, BJISIBIIYIOCS 32 JIOMOM. MMMO YepHBIM CHIIyTOM B rOJyOM3HE MpOKpasiach cat, s
noBepHy1 rosioBy eit Besen and I saw that I was not alone — fifty feet away a figure was standing and
CMOTpeJ Ha cepeOpsiHbIe MepUMHKY 3Be3]]. HenprHykIeHHOe CIOKOWCTBHUE €ro MO3bl, yBEPEHHOCTB, C
KOTOPOH €ro HOr'M MPUMHHAIIM TPaBY Ha ra3oHe, oJcKa3aiu MHe, yto Mr. Gatsby Bblies npuKuHyTh,
Kakasl 4acTb HaIlIero y3CT-3ITCKOro Heba 110 MpaBy MPUYUTAETCS eMYy.
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KoHen 03HakoMuUTEJIbHOT0 (pparmMeHra.

Texkcr npenocrasinen OO0 «JIutpec».

IIpounTaiiTe 3Ty KHUTY LIEJIMKOM, KYIMB II0OJHYIO JIETaJIbHYIO Bepcuio Ha JluTpec.

BesomnacHo onnatuTh KHUTY MOKHO OaHKOBCKOM Kaprtoit Visa, MasterCard, Maestro, co cuera
MOOWIIBHOTO TenepoHa, C TUIaTeKHOro tepMuHana, B catone MTC wm Cesi3Hoii, yepes PayPal,
WebMoney, fAunekc.densru, QIWI Komesnek, 60HyCHbIME KapTaMu WX APYTUM YIOOHBIM Bam crio-
coOom.
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