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Áîðèñ Êàãàðëèöêèé
Êîíåö ÕÕ âåêà êàçàëñÿ ïîëíûì îòðèöàíèåì âñåãî òîãî, ÷òî ñîñòàâëÿëî ñìûñë è

ñîäåðæàíèå óõîäÿùåãî ñòîëåòèÿ. Íå ñëó÷àéíî ìîäíûé ôèëîñîô Ôðåíñèñ Ôóêàÿìà

ïðèíÿëñÿ ïèñàòü î êîíöå èñòîðèè. Âñå èäåàëû, ðàäè êîòîðûõ ëþäè áîðîëèñü è

óìèðàëè, âñå ëîçóíãè, ïîä êîòîðûìè ïðîøëà ýïîõà, áûëè îòâåðãíóòû, îñìåÿíû è

îáúÿâëåíû ëèøåííûìè âñÿêîãî ñìûñëà. Êàçàëîñü, êàêîé-òî ïî âîëøåáñòâó ïåðåâåë

ñòðåëêè íà ÷àñàõ èñòîðèè íà ñòî ëåò íàçàä, íî íå îñòàíîâèë ýòè ÷àñû, à ñëîìàë èõ,

÷òîáû îíè íèêîãäà óæå íå ñìîãëè ïîéòè.

Òåõíîëîãè÷åñêèå çíàíèÿ, íàêîïëåííûå çà ñòî ëåò, îñòàëèñü ñ íàìè, íî íå

îáùåñòâåííûé îïûò.

ÕÕ âåê áûë âåêîì áîðüáû çà ñîöèàëèçì. Áîðüáû òðàãè÷íîé, êðîâàâîé, ïî áîëüøåé

÷àñòè íåóäà÷íîé. Èòîãîì ñòîëåòèÿ áûëà “âñåîáùàÿ óâåðåííîñòü”, ÷òî êàïèòàëèçì

ïðåäñòàâëÿåò ñîáîé åäèíñòâåííî âîçìîæíóþ, åñòåñòâåííóþ è âå÷íóþ ôîðìó

÷åëîâå÷åñêîãî îáùåæèòèÿ.

ÕÕ âåê íà÷àëñÿ ñ ðåâîëþöèè â Ðîññèè, à çàêàí÷èâàëñÿ ðåñòàâðàöèåé. Íàä ñòðàíîé

âíîâü âçìûëè âèçàíòèéñêèå äâóãëàâûå îðëû. Èäåè Àäàìà Ñìèòà, ñ÷èòàâøèåñÿ

óñòàðåâøèìè ê êîíöó XIX ñòîëåòèÿ, áûëè îáúÿâëåíû àáñîëþòíîé èñòèíîé, íà

êîòîðîé äîëæíà îñòàíîâèòüñÿ âñÿêàÿ ýêîíîìè÷åñêàÿ òåîðèÿ. Íî ñàìîå ãëàâíîå –

ïîëèòèêè, èäåîëîãè è èíòåëëåêòóàëû, ñäåëàâøèå êàðüåðó íà ïðîïàãàíäå

ñîöèàëèñòè÷åñêèõ èäåé, òåïåðü ïðîäîëæàëè ñâîþ êàðüåðó â êà÷åñòâå èõ

ðàçîáëà÷èòåëåé.

Ðàçóìååòñÿ, òàêîå ïðîèñõîäèò íå ñëó÷àéíî. Èòîãîì “ýïîõè âîéí è ðåâîëþöèé”

îêàçàëàñü ðåñòàâðàöèÿ è ðåàêöèÿ. Òóò íåò íè÷åãî óäèâèòåëüíîãî. Âñÿêîå

ïåðåíàïðÿæåíèå îáùåñòâåííîãî îðãàíèçìà ïðèâîäèò ê ïîäîáíîìó âîçâðàòó íàçàä.

Åñëè ïî÷òè çà öåëûé âåê, íåñìîòðÿ íà îãðîìíûå æåðòâû è óñèëèÿ, ìû íå äîñòèãëè

òîé öåëè, ðàäè êîòîðîé áûëà íà÷àòà âåëèêàÿ èñòîðè÷åñêàÿ áîðüáà, ñîâåðøåííî

åñòåñòâåííî, ÷òî âåðà áûëà ïîêîëåáëåíà, à ñèëû ïîäîðâàíû.

Èäåÿ ïîòðåáëåíèÿ è ñòðåìëåíèå ê èíäèâèäóàëüíîìó óñïåõó ñìåíèëè âåëèêèå öåëè,

èáî îñòàëèñü åäèíñòâåííûìè óáåäèòåëüíûìè ñòèìóëàìè, åäèíñòâåííûìè

ïðèíöèïàìè, ïîíÿòíûìè è ñàìîî÷åâèäíûìè äëÿ ðàçî÷àðîâàííîãî îáùåñòâà.

Îòâåðãíóâ êîììóíèñòè÷åñêèå ðåæèìû, íàðîäû Âîñòî÷íîé Åâðîïû ðàäîñòíî

áðîñèëèñü â ïëàâàíèå ê áåðåãàì áóðæóàçíîãî ïðîöâåòàíèÿ. Èõ çàïàäíûå ñîñåäè

òðîíóëèñü â ïóòü îäíîâðåìåííî ñ íèìè. Âåäü ïîáåäà íàä êîììóíèçìîì îçíà÷àëà

êîíåö ñòàðîãî ñîöèàëüíîãî êîìïðîìèññà, çàêëþ÷åííîãî áóðæóàçíîé ýëèòîé ñ

íèçøèìè êëàññàìè. Ýòîò êîìïðîìèññ áûë íå áîëåå, ÷åì ïîáî÷íûì ïðîäóêòîì

âåëèêîé ðåâîëþöèîííîé áîðüáû. Ïîðàæåíèå ðåâîëþöèè çíàìåíîâàëî çàêàò

ðåôîðìèçìà. Ïðàâÿùèå ýëèòû ïîëó÷èëè âîçìîæíîñòü, íàêîíåö, ðåàëèçîâàòü

ñîáñòâåííóþ ïîâåñòêó äíÿ, âîññòàíàâëèâàÿ â ìàêñèìàëüíî âîçìîæíîì îáúåìå

“ñòàðûé ïîðÿäîê”, ïîêîëåáëåííûé êàòàêëèçìàìè ÕÕ âåêà.

Íàñòóïèâøàÿ ðåàêöèÿ, êîíå÷íî, íå îçíà÷àåò ìåõàíè÷åñêîãî âîçâðàòà íàçàä. Òåì

áîëåå, íå îçíà÷àåò îíà îòêàçà îò òåõíè÷åñêèõ äîñòèæåíèé ïðåäûäóùåé ýïîõè. Êàê

ðàç íàîáîðîò, íîâûå òåõíè÷åñêèå èäåè äîëæíû áûòü èñïîëüçîâàíû äëÿ òîãî, ÷òîáû

çàêðåïèòü èëè âåðíóòü ê æèçíè óñòàðåâøèå ñîöèàëüíûå è ýêîíîìè÷åñêèå

îòíîøåíèÿ. Òî÷íî òàê æå êàê æåëåçíûå äîðîãè è ïàðîõîäû â 1820-å ãîäû ïðèçâàíû

áûëè óêðåïèòü êîíñåðâàòèâíûé ïîðÿäîê “Ñâÿùåííîãî Ñîþçà” â Åâðîïå,

ïîòðÿñåííîé áóðåé Ôðàíöóçñêîé ðåâîëþöèè, òàê ñåãîäíÿ êîìïüþòåðû,

òåëåêîììóíèêàöèè è ïðî÷èå ðàäîñòè íîâîé òåõíîëîãèè áûëè èñïîëüçîâàíû äëÿ

òîãî, ÷òîáû óêðåïèòü êàïèòàëèçì â åãî ñàìîé ïðèìèòèâíîé ôîðìå.

Òîðæåñòâóþùèé ïðèíöèï ïðåäïîëàãàåò áåñêîíå÷íóþ è áåçæàëîñòíóþ ãîíêó çà

ïðèáûëüþ. Ïðèëè÷èÿ îòáðîøåíû, ñäåðæèâàþùèå ôàêòîðû îòìåíåíû. Óñòàðåâøèé

ñîöèàëüíûé êîíòðàêò âûáðîøåí íà ñâàëêó èñòîðèè, à âìåñòå ñ íèì òðàäèöèîííàÿ

(â òîì ÷èñëå – áóðæóàçíàÿ) êóëüòóðà, ìîðàëü. Ïîêà â Âîñòî÷íîé Åâðîïå æàëîâàëèñü

íà “äèêèé êàïèòàëèçì” è ìå÷òàëè î ñáëèæåíèè ñ “öèâèëèçîâàííûì Çàïàäîì”, íà

Çàïàäå êàïèòàëèçì äè÷àë.

Íà Âîñòîêå Åâðîïû, îäíàêî, èìåëè ìåñòî îñîáûå îáñòîÿòåëüñòâà. Êðóøåíèå

êîììóíèñòè÷åñêèõ ðåæèìîâ ñîïðîâîæäàëîñü õàîñîì “ïåðåõîäíîãî ïåðèîäà”.

Âïðî÷åì, èìåííî øîê, âûçâàííûé íà÷àâøèìñÿ õàîñîì, ïîìîã ëþäÿì ïåðåæèòü

ïðîèñõîäÿùåå. Âñå áûëè óâåðåíû, ÷òî ïåðåõîäíûé ïåðèîä äîëæåí çàêîí÷èòüñÿ, à

çà íèì íàñòóïèò “íîðìàëüíûé” êàïèòàëèçì ñ íåèçáåæíûì áëàãîñîñòîÿíèåì.

È âîò, íàñòóïèëà íîâàÿ ïîâñåäíåâíîñòü. Îíà çàêðåïèëà è óïîðÿäî÷èëà èìåííî òî,

÷òî êàçàëîñü ñàìûì îòâðàòèòåëüíûì è íåïðèåìëåìûì â ïåðèîä “ïåðåõîäà” – íîâóþ

ëîãèêó ÷åëîâå÷åñêèõ îòíîøåíèé. Äëÿ áîëüøèíñòâà âðåìåííûå ïðîáëåìû ñòàëè

ïîñòîÿííûìè. Íåêîòîðûì óäàëîñü ïðåóñïåòü. Íî ðàçâå äåíüãè â êàðìàíå ðåøàþò

âñå ïðîáëåìû? Æàëóþòñÿ âñå, äàæå òå, êòî äîáèëñÿ óñïåõà. Êîìôîðò ïîòðåáëåíèÿ

îêàçàëñÿ îñíîâàí íå òîëüêî íà ñîöèàëüíîì íåðàâåíñòâå, íî è íà îò÷óæäåíèè

ëè÷íîñòè. À ñâîáîäà ðûíî÷íûõ ñèë îêàçàëàñü äàëåêî íå ðàâíîçíà÷íà ëè÷íîé èëè

ïîëèòè÷åñêîé ñâîáîäå. Â îáùåñòâå, ãäå ãðàæäàíå ÷óâñòâóþò ñåáÿ íåóâåðåííî è

áîÿòñÿ íåîïðåäåëåííîñòè æèçíè, ãîñóäàðñòâî òîæå èìååò îñíîâàíèÿ áîÿòüñÿ

íåïðåäñêàçóåìîñòè ãðàæäàí. ×åì áîëüøå áåäíûõ, òåì áîëüøå íåäîâîëüíûõ. ×åì

áîëüøå íåäîâîëüíûõ, òåì áîëüøå ðàñõîäû íà ñîäåðæàíèå òàéíîé ïîëèöèè.

Êòî ñêàçàë, ÷òî ãðàæäàíå áîÿòñÿ ãîñóäàðñòâà, à íå íàîáîðîò? Ñòðàõ ãîñóäàðñòâà

ïåðåä ãðàæäàíàìè êóäà ñèëüíåå! Îí ïðåäîïðåäåëÿåò ïîëèòèêó. Îí äèêòóåò

ïðèíèìàåìûå ðåøåíèÿ. Îí ñòàíîâèòñÿ îñíîâîé ïîëèòè÷åñêèõ èíñòèòóòîâ. Ýòî

ãîñóäàðñòâåííûé ñòðàõ, âîçâåäåííûé â ïðèíöèï îòíîøåíèé ìåæäó âëàñòüþ è

îáùåñòâîì. Ãîññòðàõ.

Íà ïåðâûé âçãëÿä îñíîâíûå ïîòðÿñåíèÿ â Âîñòî÷íîé Åâðîïå óæå ïîçàäè. Êàïèòàëèçì

íîðìàëèçîâàëñÿ. Óâû, óæàñû ïåðåõîäíîãî ïåðèîäà îêàçàëèñü íå òàê ñòðàøíû, êàê

êîøìàð áóðæóàçíîé ïîâñåäíåâíîñòè.

Äåíüãè ñòàëè åäèíñòâåííûì ìåðèëîì óñïåõà, êðèòåðèåì è öåëüþ îäíîâðåìåííî, è

ìíîãèå íàó÷èëèñü èõ çàðàáàòûâàòü. Ñòàðûå çíàíèÿ, êâàëèôèêàöèÿ, îïûò

îáåñöåíèëèñü, íî ìíîãî÷èñëåííûå ãóðó ðûíî÷íîé ýêîíîìèêè ïðåäëàãàþò íàì íîâûå

ðåöåïòû ïðåóñïåÿíèÿ. Âîñòðåáîâàíû íîâûå çíàíèÿ, ïîÿâëÿåòñÿ ñïðîñ íà ëþäåé,

îáëàäàþùèõ íå ñëèøêîì âàæíûìè â ïðîøëîì êà÷åñòâàìè. À ñ äðóãîé ñòîðîíû,

ðàçâå ñïîñîáíîñòü ïðèñïîñàáëèâàòüñÿ ê íà÷àëüñòâó, óìåíèå óãîæäàòü âûøåñòîÿùèì,

ñîãëàøàòüñÿ ñ ãîñïîäñòâóþùèì ìíåíèåì, ñëóæèâøèå çàëîãîì óñïåøíîé êàðüåðû

â ñòàðîé ïàðòèéíîé áþðîêðàòèè, îêàçàëèñü íåâîñòðåáîâàííûìè â íîâîé,

êîðïîðàòèâíîé áþðîêðàòèè èëè â àäìèíèñòðàöèè ñîâðåìåííûõ ïîëèòèêîâ? Âñå ýòè

äîñòîéíûå êà÷åñòâà ïåðåäàþòñÿ èç ïîêîëåíèÿ â ïîêîëåíèÿ, îáåñïå÷èâàÿ òó ðåàëüíóþ

ïðååìñòâåííîñòü, áåç êîòîðîé íå ìîæåò óñïåøíî ñóùåñòâîâàòü íèêàêîå îáùåñòâî.

Ïðèñïîñîáëåíèå ê îáñòîÿòåëüñòâàì – ëîçóíã ëþáîãî êîíñåðâàòèâíîãî ïîðÿäêà,

îáùåñòâåííîãî è ÷àñòíîãî. Íî íå âñåì äàíî äîáèòüñÿ âñåãî. Êîíñåðâàòèâíîå

îáùåñòâî îáðå÷åíî íà ðåçêîå ñíèæåíèå ñîöèàëüíîé ìîáèëüíîñòè. Âñå îñòàþòñÿ íà

ñâîèõ ìåñòàõ. Êàæäîìó – ñâî¸. Ðàáî÷èé áóäåò ðàáî÷èì, ïðåäïðèíèìàòåëü îñòàíåòñÿ

ïðåäïðèíèìàòåëåì, à áþðîêðàò – áþðîêðàòîì.

Êàïèòàëèçì îáåùàë äèíàìèçì, ïåðåìåíû. À ýðà íîâûõ òåõíîëîãèé ìàíèëà

áåçãðàíè÷íûìè âîçìîæíîñòÿìè ñàìîðåàëèçàöèè. Îäíàêî âîçìîæíîñòè

èíäèâèäóàëüíîé ñàìîðåàëèçàöèè íà ôîíå îòñóòñòâèÿ ñîöèàëüíûõ ïåðåìåí

îêàçûâàþòñÿ èëëþçîðíûìè. Ìû íàïîìèíàåì Àëèñó èç ñêàçêè Ëüþèñà Êåðîëëà,

êîòîðîé ïðèõîäèëîñü î÷åíü áûñòðî áåæàòü, ÷òîáû îñòàòüñÿ íà ìåñòå. Ãîíêà çà ïðèçîì

îáîðà÷èâàåòñÿ áîðüáîé çà âûæèâàíèå.

Êðóïíûé êàïèòàë ïîãëîùàåò ìåëêèé, êîðïîðàöèè âûäàâëèâàþò ñ ðûíêà

íåçàâèñèìûõ áèçíåñìåíîâ. Ïîäíÿòüñÿ íàâåðõ âñ¸ òðóäíåå, ÷åì ñïóñòèòüñÿ âíèç. ×åì

ñòàáèëüíåå îáùåñòâî, òåì áîëåå æåñòêî äåéñòâóåò ýòî ïðàâèëî.

Ïî ìåðå òîãî, êàê íàäåæäà íà èíäèâèäóàëüíûé óñïåõ ñëàáååò, óñèëèâàåòñÿ ïîòðåáíîñòü

â êîëëåêòèâíîì ðåøåíèè. Íî òàêîå êîëëåêòèâíîå ðåøåíèå äàëåêî íå âñåãäà âîïëîùàåò

â ñåáå òîðæåñòâî êîëëåêòèâèçìà è ñîëèäàðíîñòè. Ãðóïïà ëþäåé, îáúåäèíÿþùåéñÿ äëÿ

òîãî, ÷òîáû óëó÷øèòü ñâî¸ ïîëîæåíèå, ìîæåò áûòü ïðîôñîþçîì, ãðàæäàíñêîé

îðãàíèçàöèåé, ïàðòèçàíñêèì îòðÿäîì èëè õóäîæåñòâåííîé ìàñòåðñêîé. Íî îíà ìîæåò

áûòü è îáûêíîâåííîé áàíäîé.

Â 1930-å ãîäû ÕÕ âåêà Ýðèõ Ôðîìì, íàáëþäàÿ ïîäúåì ôàøèçìà â Ãåðìàíèè,

êîíñòàòèðîâàë, ÷òî ìåëêàÿ áóðæóàçèÿ, ñòîëêíóâøèñü ñ æåñòêèìè ïðàâèëàìè

“ñâîáîäíîãî ðûíêà”, óòðàòèëà âåðó â ñâîáîäó. Åñëè ñâîáîäà îçíà÷àåò ïîòåðþ

áåçîïàñíîñòè, îò íå¸ íàäî ïðÿòàòüñÿ, íàäî áåæàòü. Íà÷àëî XXI ñòîëåòèÿ äåìîíñòðèðóåò

òó æå òåíäåíöèþ. Ìèëëèîíû ëþäåé ôàêòè÷åñêè äåêëàññèðîâàííû. Áðîñèâøèñü

(äîáðîâîëüíî, è íå î÷åíü) ó÷àñòâîâàòü â óâëåêàòåëüíîé ãîíêå, îíè óòðàòèëè ñâî¸

ïðåæíåå ìåñòî â ìèðå, íî íå îáðåëè íîâîãî. Óëüòðàïðàâûå èäåîëîãè ïðåäëàãàþò èì

ïðîñòîé è íåìåäëåííûé âûõîä: íàäî èçáàâèòüñÿ îò “÷óæèõ”, “äðóãèõ”, “ïðèøëûõ”.

Òîãäà ìåñòî ðàñ÷èñòèòñÿ, âàøè øàíñû ïîâûñÿòñÿ.

Íåîôàøèñòñêèå, ðàñèñòñêèå, êñåíîôîáñêèå äâèæåíèÿ, ðàñïëîäèâøèåñÿ ïî âñåé Åâðîïå

ê íà÷àëó XXI âåêà ïðåäñòàâëÿþò ñîáîé êðàéíåå âûðàæåíèå îáùåãî òîðæåñòâà ðåàêöèè.

Ýòî ïîñëåäíÿÿ, îò÷àÿííàÿ ïîïûòêà ïîâåðæåííîãî îáûâàòåëÿ ïðèñïîñîáèòüñÿ ê ñèñòåìå,

êîòîðàÿ âñ¸ ðàâíî èñïîëüçóåò åãî â êà÷åñòâå “÷åëîâå÷åñêîãî ìàòåðèàëà”, íå áîëåå.

Ñòðàõ ïåðåä ñèñòåìîé èððàöèîíàëåí äëÿ òåõ, êòî íå âîîðóæåí ðàöèîíàëüíûì

ìûøëåíèåì. ×åì ìåíåå ðàöèîíàëåí ñòðàõ, ÷åì ìåíåå ïîíÿòíû åãî ðåàëüíûå èñòî÷íèêè,

òåì ëåã÷å åãî ïåðåàäðåñîâàòü. Ìîæíî áðîñàòü âûçîâ îáùåñòâó, íå âñòóïàÿ â áîðüáó

ïðîòèâ îáùåñòâåííîãî ïîðÿäêà, ìîæíî ïî÷óâñòâîâàòü ñåáÿ áîðöîì è ðàäèêàëîì, íå

ðèñêóÿ ðàäèêàëüíî è ïîñëåäîâàòåëüíî ìûñëèòü.

Èìåííî ïîýòîìó âñÿêèé áóíò, íå îïèðàþùèéñÿ íà ðàöèîíàëüíîå ïîíèìàíèå

ïðîòèâîðå÷èé îáùåñòâà, ñàì ïî ñåáå ÿâëÿåòñÿ îäíîâðåìåííî è ïîðîæäåíèåì è

ôàêòîðîì ðåàêöèè. Ýòà ðåàêöèîííàÿ îïïîçèöèÿ óñóãóáëÿåò áåçâûõîäíîñòü îáùåãî

ñóùåñòâîâàíèÿ. Ïðàâÿùèé êëàññ îòâåðãàåò å¸ âî èìÿ ïîëèòè÷åñêîé êîððåêòíîñòè,

ïîñêîëüêó àëüòåðíàòèâîé ïîëèòêîððåêòíîñòè â ñåãîäíÿøíåì îáùåñòâå áûë áû íå

âîçâðàò ê ïàòðèàðõàëüíîé òðàäèöèè, à õàîñ, âîéíà âñåõ ïðîòèâ âñåõ. Ýòî íå âõîäèò â

ïëàíû ïðàâÿùåãî êëàññà, ñòðåìÿùåãîñÿ ê ñòàáèëüíîñòè. Íî ðåàêöèîííûé ëþìïåíñêèé

áóíò âñ¸ ðàâíî ïðåäïî÷òèòåëüíåå äëÿ ýëèò, íåæåëè êëàññîâàÿ áîðüáà. À ïîòîìó êàê

êîíñåðâàòèâíàÿ, òàê è ëèáåðàëüíàÿ ýëèòà, ëèöåìåðíî âîçìóùàÿñü ðàñòóùèìè

ïðîÿâëåíèÿìè íàöèçìà è ðàñèçìà, îäíîâðåìåííî ïîääåðæèâàåò èíòåðåñ ê ýòèì èäåÿì,

äàâàÿ âîçìîæíîñòü îãíþ ðàñîâîé íåíàâèñòè ïîòèõîíüêó òëåòü, íå äîâîäÿ, îäíàêî, äåëî

äî ñåðüåçíîãî ïîæàðà.

Îïûò èñòîðèè, âïðî÷åì, ïîêàçûâàåò, ÷òî óäåðæèâàòü òàêèå ïðîöåññû ïîä êîíòðîëåì

íå âñåãäà óäàåòñÿ. Ñèòóàöèÿ ìîæåò èçìåíèòüñÿ, äà è ñòðàòåãèÿ – òîæå. Ñåãîäíÿøíèå

ýêñòðåìèñòû è êëîóíû ïðè áëàãîïðèÿòíûõ îáñòîÿòåëüñòâàõ îáðàùàþòñÿ â ñòîëïîâ

ñèñòåìû (ê ÷åìó îíè, â ñóùíîñòè, è ñòðåìÿòñÿ).

È âñ¸ æå, ðàöèîíàëüíóþ ìûñëü óáèòü íå òàê ëåãêî. È íå òàê ïðîñòî çàìîðî÷èòü âñåì

ãîëîâó ðàññóæäåíèÿìè î íîâîé ýïîõå, âî èìÿ âñòðå÷è ñ êîòîðîé ìû äîëæíû îòáðîñèòü

âåñü íàêîïëåííûé âåêàìè îïûò êðèòè÷åñêîãî ìûøëåíèÿ.

Ññûëêè íà ïîäâèæíîñòü è ãèáêîñòü ðåàëüíîñòè, èçìåíèâøåéñÿ ïîä âëèÿíèåì íîâûõ

òåõíîëîãèé, ëåæàëè â îñíîâå áåñ÷èñëåííûõ ïîñòìîäåðíèñòñêèõ òåîðèé, îò îòêðîâåííî

îõðàíèòåëüíûõ, äî ïî÷òè ðåâîëþöèîííûõ, â äóõå “Èìïåðèè” Ì.Õàðäòà è Ò.Íåãðè.

Îäíàêî ïîä ïîêðîâîì “íîâîé ðåàëüíîñòè” âñ¸ áîëåå îáíàæàþòñÿ âñ¸ òå æå

òðàäèöèîííûå ïðîòèâîðå÷èÿ, êîòîðûå ëèøü ñìåíèëè îáëèê.

Â XIX âåêå æåëåçíûå äîðîãè è ïàðîõîäû, ñ ýíòóçèàçìîì âíåäðÿâøèåñÿ ëèäåðàìè

“Ñâÿùåííîãî Ñîþçà” íå ïðåäîòâðàòèëè íîâûõ ðåâîëþöèé. Òåõíè÷åñêè óêðåïèâ

“ñòàðûé ðåæèì” â êðàòêîñðî÷íîé ïåðñïåêòèâå, íîâàÿ òåõíèêà ñïîñîáñòâîâàëà ðàçâèòèþ

è îáîñòðåíèþ êîíôëèêòîâ, êîòîðûå â êîíå÷íîì èòîãå âçîðâàëè îáùåñòâî.

Òî æå ñàìîå îæèäàåò íàñ è â XXI âåêå. Íà ñìåíó ðåàêöèè íåèçáåæíî èäåò íîâàÿ

ðåâîëþöèîííàÿ âîëíà. Å¸ ïåðâûå ïðèçíàêè ìû óæå âèäèì – â ìàññîâûõ äåìîíñòðàöèÿõ

ïðîòåñòà, îõâàòûâàþùèõ Çàïàäíóþ Åâðîïó, â ñîöèàëüíûõ ôîðóìàõ, â ïîäíÿâøåé çíàìÿ

ñîöèàëèçìà Âåíåñóýëå, â êðåñòüÿíñêèõ äâèæåíèÿõ Áðàçèëèè è Áîëèâèè.

Íî íàäî íå ïðîñòî æäàòü íîâóþ âîëíó, à äåéñòâîâàòü ñåãîäíÿ. È ïîðîé, êîãäà,

ïåðåôðàçèðóÿ Ìàðêñà, “êðèòèêà îðóæèåì” íå ñòîèò â ïîâåñòêå äíÿ, ñàìûì ìîùíûì è

ýôôåêòèâíûì îêàçûâàåòñÿ “îðóæèå êðèòèêè”.

Äëÿ òîãî, ÷òîáû óñïåøíî ïðåîáðàçîâàòü îáùåñòâî, íàäî ïîíÿòü åãî. Îòáðîñèòü ìóñîð

ïðîïàãàíäû. Çàäàâàòü êîíêðåòíûå âîïðîñû, íàõîäèòü óáåäèòåëüíûå, íåäâóñìûñëåííûå

îòâåòû. Ïåðåñòàòü âåðèòü â èäåîëîãè÷åñêóþ ìèñòèêó, íàó÷èòüñÿ ÿçûêó ïîëèòè÷åñêîé

ýêîíîìèè. Íàó÷èòüñÿ, êàê ãîâîðèë Áðåõò, “íå ñìîòðåòü, à âèäåòü”.

Ðàáî÷åå äâèæåíèå, ñîöèàëèñòè÷åñêàÿ èäåîëîãèÿ ïðîèãðàëè â ÕÕ âåêå ïåðâûé àêò ñâîåé

áîðüáû. Íî ýòî áûë òîëüêî ïåðâûé àêò. Ìû îáÿçàíû ïðîäîëæèòü äåëî, íà÷àòîå íà

áàððèêàäàõ Ïàðèæñêîé Êîììóíû è ìîñêîâñêîé Ïðåñíè. Ìû ïðèíàäëåæèì ê òîé æå

èñòîðèè, êîòîðàÿ íèêîãäà íå ïðåêðàùàëàñü, è íå çàìåäëÿëà ñâîé áåã. Ïðîñòî îíà íå

ðàçâèâàåòñÿ ïî ïðÿìîé.

Èñòîðè÷åñêèé îïûò ÕÕ âåêà ñòàíîâèòñÿ îïîðîé, íà êîòîðîé ìû ñòðîèì ñâîþ

ñîáñòâåííóþ ïðàêòèêó – íîâàòîðñêóþ è òâîð÷åñêóþ, íî íåìûñëèìóþ áåç ïîíèìàíèÿ,

îñâîåíèÿ è îñìûñëåíèÿ ñâîåãî ïðîøëîãî, ñâîèõ òðàäèöèé. Ìíîãîãî ìîæíî ñòûäèòüñÿ,

íî íåëüçÿ îòêàçûâàòüñÿ.

Â ýïîõó ðåàêöèè ìàññîâîå ñîçíàíèå óòðà÷èâàåò âåðó â ñîöèàëüíûé ïðîãðåññ. Âåðó,

ÿâëÿâøóþñÿ ñàìîî÷åâèäíîé íà ïðîòÿæåíèè áîëüøåé ÷àñòè XIX è XX âåêà,

ïîäõëåñòûâàâøóþ âåëèêèå íàðîäíûå äâèæåíèÿ è ãåðîè÷åñêèå ëè÷íûå ïîñòóïêè ñîâñåì

åù¸ íåäàâíåãî ïðîøëîãî. Îäíàêî è ýòî íå íîâî – ïîðàæåíèå Ôðàíöóçñêîé ðåâîëþöèè

ðàçî÷àðîâàëî íàðîäû íè÷óòü íå ìåíüøå, ÷åì êðóøåíèå ñîâåòñêîãî ýêñïåðèìåíòà. Âñ¸

ðàâíî, äàæå óòðàòèâ âåðó â ïðîãðåññ, ëþäè íå óòðà÷èâàþò íàäåæäó. À ïîòîìó áîðüáà

ìàññ ïðîäîëæàåòñÿ ñòèõèéíî è ïîðîé íåîñîçíàííî äàæå òîãäà, êîãäà ãîñïîäñòâóþùàÿ

èäåîëîãèÿ êàæåòñÿ íåïîêîëåáèìîé.

Åñëè Âåëèêàÿ ôðàíöóçñêàÿ ðåâîëþöèÿ ñâåðãëà â Åâðîïå ñòàðûé ðåæèì è óòâåðäèëà

îñíîâû áóðæóàçíîé öèâèëèçàöèè, åñëè ïîëòîðà âåêà ñïóñòÿ ýòà öèâèëèçàöèÿ áûëà

îïðîêèíóòà êðàñíûìè ðåâîëþöèÿìè, åñëè ê êîíöó ÕÕ âåêà ðåæèìû, ïîðîæäåííûå

ýòèìè ðåâîëþöèÿìè, ñàìè ïàëè æåðòâàìè ëèáåðàëüíîé ðåñòàâðàöèè, ñ ÷åãî âû âçÿëè,

÷òî íà ýòîì èñòîðèÿ êîí÷àåòñÿ?

Íîâûé âåê ñòàíåò ýïîõîé ãèãàíòñêèõ ñîöèàëüíûõ ïðåîáðàçîâàíèé èëè îí

äåéñòâèòåëüíî ñòàíåò êîíöîì èñòîðèè. Â òîì ñìûñëå, ÷òî ïðèäåò êîíåö âñåé íàøåé

öèâèëèçàöèè. Ïèñàòü èñòîðèþ áóäåò íå äëÿ êîãî. Ìû âñòóïàåì â çîíó ðèñêà. Ïîèñê

ìåùàíñêîãî áëàãîïîëó÷èÿ (âïîëíå, êñòàòè, ïîíÿòíûé è åñòåñòâåííûé íà óðîâíå

èíäèâèäóàëüíîãî ñîçíàíèÿ) çàâåë íàñ â òóïèê íåîïðåäåëåííîñòè, â ñèòóàöèþ, êîãäà

áåçîïàñíîñòè áîëüøå íåò, à ïîêîé äàâíî óæå íèêîìó äàæå íå ñíèòñÿ.

Íó, ÷òî æ! Ïåðåìåíû, òàê ïåðåìåíû. Ðèñê, òàê ðèñê! Íàäî ïðèíÿòü âûçîâ èñòîðèè, íî

íå äëÿ òîãî, ÷òîáû, çàæìóðèâøèñü, áðîñèòüñÿ íàâñòðå÷ó íåèçâåñòíîìó áóäóùåìó, à

÷òîáû ñîçäàòü åãî.

Êàê áûëî ñêàçàíî â çàìå÷àòåëüíîé ïåñíè XIX âåêà: “ñâîåþ ñîáñòâåííîé ðóêîé”!

Áîðèñ Êàãàðëèöêèé (ð.1958) - ñîöèîëîã, æóðíàëèñò, Äèðåêòîð Èíñòèòóòà

ïðîáëåì ãëîáàëèçàöèè, æèâåò â Ìîñêâå
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The end of the 20th century brought on the complete negation of everything that

gave it content and meaning. It was no coincidence that the fashionable philosopher

Francis Fukuyama took to writing on the end of history. There was massive rejection

of the many ideals that people fought and died for. The slogans of the bygone epoch

were subjected to ridicule and declared meaningless. It seemed that some strange

magic had turned back the hands on the clock by one hundred years, not only stopping

the clockwork, but also breaking the clock entirely to prevent it from ever ticking

again.

Of course, the 20th century’s technologies were not lost. But its cumulative social

experience sank to oblivion.

The 20th century was a century of struggle for socialism, a struggle that proved

tragic, and bloody, largely leading to failure. In the final analysis, it produced a

“universal certainty” that capitalism was the only possible, natural, and eternal form

of human coexistence. The 20th century began with the Russian revolution and

ended with capitalism’s restoration. The Byzantine double-headed eagle once again

took wing. Adam Smith, though already outdated in the late 19th century, was elevated

to the throne of absolute truth in the realm of economic theory. But most importantly,

politicians, ideologues, and intellectuals who had made careers of propagating

socialism now became its chief denouncers.

Clearly, this was no coincidence. It is hardly surprising that an “epoch of wars and

revolutions” resulted in restoration and reaction. Overextension of society’s organisms

can easily lead to such regressions. For almost an entire century, despite huge

sacrifices and efforts, we failed to reach the great historical struggle’s goal. So it is

hardly surprising that our faith was shaken, and our forces spent.

The great goal of collective struggle was replaced by consumerism and the pursuit

of individual success as the only convincing principles comprehensible and self-

evident to a disappointed society.

Having rejected the communist regimes, the peoples of Eastern Europe joyously

threw themselves into the long swim to the shores of bourgeois prosperity.  Strangely

enough, their Western neighbors, whom the naïve inhabitants of the former “socialist

camp” wanted to join, were setting out on a journey of their own.  With capitalism’s

triumph over communism, the old social compact that the bourgeoisie had drawn up

with the lower classes became obsolete. This compromise was no more than a

byproduct of a great revolutionary struggle. The revolution’s defeat heralded the

demise of reformism. The ruling classes finally had a chance to realize their own

agenda, restoring a as much of the “old order” as possible, even if its foundations

had been shaken by the cataclysms of the 20th century.

Of course, the onset of reaction does not equal a mechanical return to the past, nor

does it entail the rejection of the previous epoch’s technical advances. Quite on the

contrary, technical innovations were meant to strengthen or revive social and

economic relations that had already seemed obsolete. Just as railways and

steamboats were meant to entrench the conservative order of the Holy Alliance in

Europe during the 1820s after it had been shaken by the storm of the French

Revolution, computers, telecommunications, and the other joys of new technology

were now used to reinforce capitalism in its most primitive form.

The bourgeois agenda assumes an endless and merciless race for profit.  All propriety

is thrown to the wind; all restraining factors are swept aside.  Not only the obsolete

social contract, but also traditional (bourgeois) culture and morality are consigned to

the scrapheap of history.  While people in Eastern Europe were busy complaining

about “wild capitalism” and dreaming of coming closer to the “civilized” West, Western

capitalism itself was only getting wilder.

However, there was a decisive difference between the societies of Eastern Europe

and their Western counterparts. The collapse of the communist regimes inevitably

drew the chaos of a “transitional period” in its wake.  Yet strangely, the shock of

impending chaos helped people survive. Everyone was sure that the transitional

period would eventually end, bringing “normal” capitalism with inevitable prosperity.

Now, a new quotidian has set in, reinforcing and streamlining what seemed most

revolting and unacceptable during the period of “transition,” namely, the new logic of

human relationships. For the majority, temporary problems have become permanent.

Some people have prospered.  But does cash really solve all problems? Everyone

complains, even those who have attained success. It turns out that consumer comforts

do not only upon social inequality, but they also involve personal alienation. The

liberation of market forces has not brought on personal or political freedoms. In a

society whose citizens feel unsure of themselves and fear life’s uncertainties, the

state has every reason to fear its unpredictable citizens. More poverty means more

dissatisfaction. And more dissatisfaction means more state spending on the secret

police.

Who said that citizens are afraid of the state? The state’s fear of its citizens is much

stronger. This fear predetermines policy and dictates all decisions, becoming the

basis for all political institutions. One could call it state fear (and not fear of the

state), elevated to the guiding principle of the relationship between power and society

at large. Or, to abbreviate into Soviet newspeak, Gosstrakh, which is still the

contracted name of Russia’s federal state insurance company.

Today it would seem that the shocks experienced by Eastern Europe during the

1990s are finally over.  Capitalism is normalizing. Yet somehow, the horrors of the

transitional period proved far less frightening than the nightmare of the bourgeois

quotidian.

Money has become the only measure of success, the only criterion, and the only

goal, and many people have learned how to earn it. Old knowledge, qualification,

and experiences might have lost their value. Market gurus offer us new recipes for

success. There is a demand for new knowledge, and for people with qualities that

weren’t too important in the past. Then again, one could ask whether the ability to

accommodate one’s superiors and to agree with the dominant opinions of the day –

prerequisites for success in the old party bureaucracy – are really so redundant in

the new corporate bureaucracies or the administrative apparatuses of contemporary

politics? All these respectable qualities are handed down from generation to

generation, providing for the real continuity that no society can do without.

Adaptation is the slogan of any conservative order, both public and private. This

does not mean that everyone has the gift of getting everything. Conservative societies

are doomed to a drastic decline of social mobility. Everything remains in place. To

each his own. Workers will be workers; entrepreneurs will be entrepreneurs;

bureaucrats will be bureaucrats.

Capitalism promised dynamism and change, and the era of new technologies

beckoned with unlimited possibilities for self-realization. However, these promises

turned out to be illusory against a backdrop lacking social change. We have become

a little like Lewis Carroll’s Alice, who had to run very fast to stay in the same place.

The race to reach first place has become a struggle for survival.

Big business eats small business; corporations push independent entrepreneurs

from the market.  It is much more difficult to rise to the top than to fall to the bottom.

The more stable a society, the more stringent the application of its rules.

As the hope for individual success fades, the demand for collective solutions grows

stronger.  Such collective solutions, however, do not always involve the triumph of

collectivism over individuals or the prevalence of solidarity over competition.  A

group of people that comes together to improve its conditions could be a trade

union, a civic organization, a partisan troop, or an artist’s studio, but it could also be

an ordinary gang.

When Erich Fromm observed the triumph of fascism in Germany in the 1930s, he

noted that the petit bourgeoisie had been confronted with the harsh realities of the

“free market” and had lost its belief in freedom. If freedom entails the loss of security,

one has to take cover and run. The beginning of the 21st century is demonstrating

a similar tendency. Millions of people have been Lumpenized. Ultra-right-wing

ideologists offer them a simple, immediate exit, which lies in getting rid of the

“foreigners,” the “others,” the “newcomers.” Once the market has been cleaned up,

your chances will improve.

The neo-fascist, racist, and xenophobic movements spreading throughout early

21st century Europe are no more than extreme expressions of a general reactionary

mailaise. They can be understood as the everyman’s last-ditch attempt at adapting

to a system that uses him as “human material” and no more.

Fear of the system is irrational for those who are not armed with rational thinking.

The less rational fear becomes, the less understandable its real sources, and the

easier it is to readdress. One can hurl invectives at society without ever joining any

struggle again the social order; one can feel like fighter and a radical without even

risking a single radical, consequential thought. This is precisely why any rebellion

that is not based on a rational understanding of society’s contradictions is not just

doomed to failure, but also becomes a reactionary factor of its own.  Reactionary

oppositions deepen a general sense of hopelessness. So far, the ruling class has

rejected this opposition in the name of political correctness. After all, the alternative

to political correctness in today’s society is obviously not a return to patriarchal

traditions but chaos and war of all against all. This is obviously not part of the plan

for the ruling class, as it tries to achieve stability. On the other hand, the elite still

prefers reactionary Lumpen rebellions to class struggle. This is why both

conservative and liberal elites hypocritically express their outrage at increasing

displays of Nazism and racism while simultaneously supporting popular interest in

these ideas, allowing racial hate to smolder quietly without allowing it to burst into

flame.

Actually, historical experience shows that it is not always possible to keep such

processes under control. Situations can change, as can strategies. Under favorable

conditions, today’s extremists, and clowns can become pillars of the system (which

is actually what they really want).

Nonetheless, it is not so easy to kill reason. We will not always allow our minds to

be addled by talk of the approaching new epoch that invites us to discard all the

experience of critical thinking accumulated throughout history.

Countless theories of postmodernity based themselves on a diagnosis of increased

mobility and flexibility, claiming that reality was changing drastically under the

influence of new technologies. Such thinking lay at the root of many a theoretical

model, ranging from those that were openly conservative to those that were almost

revolutionary in the spirit of Negri and Hardt’s “Empire.”  However, our “new reality”

reveals the same old contradictions, albeit in a new guise.

In the 19th century, the railways and steamboats introduced by the leaders of the

Holy Alliance could not prevent new revolutions from taking place. Technically

strengthening the “old world” in the short-term, these new technologies served to

develop and heighten conflicts that, ultimately, tore society asunder.

We can expect something very similar in the 21st century. Our reactionary time will

inevitably bring a new wave of revolutions in its wake. We can already see the first

indications today, in the mass protest demonstrations all over Western Europe, in

the Social Forum movement, in the socialist banner that has now been hoisted

over Venezuela, and in the peasant’s movements of Brazil and Bolivia.

Still, we cannot simply wait for the new wave to rise. We need to act today. To

paraphrase Marx, the most powerful and effective weapon is the arm of criticism,

until it is replaced through criticism by arms.

To transform society successfully, we need to understand it, discarding the dross of

propaganda. We need to ask concrete questions and find convincing, unambiguous

answers. We need to stop believing in the mysticism of ideology and learn the

language of political economy. We need to learn how to “not to look, but to see,” as

Brecht put it.

In the 20th century, the worker’s movements and their socialist ideologies lost the

first round of their battle. But this was only the first round.  We have the duty to

continue the fight that began on the barricades of the Paris Commune or Moscow’s

Presnya district. We belong to the same history; a history that has never ended or

slowed its course, though it may not have moved forward in a line.

The 20th century’s historical experience is a basis upon which we can build practices

of our own. Innovative and creative as they may be, they would be unthinkable

without an understanding, reclaiming, and interpretation of the past and its traditions.

There are plenty of things to be ashamed of, but none of them can be disavowed.

In reactionary times, mass consciousness loses faith in social progress, a faith that

required no proof for the better part of the 19th and 20th centuries, a faith that

underwrote many a great mass movements and many a heroic personal deed.

Again, this loss of faith in progress is nothing new: the defeat of the French Revolution

disappointed people no less than the collapse of the Soviet experiment. While people

might have lost faith in progress, they have not lost hope. This is why the struggle

of the masses continues spontaneously and unconsciously even when the dominant

ideology seems unshakeable.

The French Revolution toppled the ancien regime in Europe and laid the groundwork

of bourgeois modernity. One and a half centuries later, this civilization was overturned

by the red revolutions. In the late 20th century, the revolutionary regimes themselves

fell victim to liberal restoration. So why should this be the end of the story?

The 21st century will be an epoch of huge social transformations. Otherwise, it

may really be the end of history, in the sense that there will be no one left to read

the histories we write. We have entered a new danger zone. The search for petit

bourgeois prosperity (which, by the way, is quite understandable and organic on

the level of individual consciousness) has brought us into a dead end of uncertainty.

Security is a thing of the past. No one even dreams of peace and quiet.

Be this as it may. Change it is, and change it shall be! Let danger be danger! We

need to take up history’s challenge. This does not mean that we need to grit our

teeth and plunge ourselves into an uncertain future. Instead, it is the future we

need to create.

As that excellent 19th century song tells us: “our own right hand the chains must

sever.”

translated by David Riff
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Àëåêñåé Ïåíçèí (ðîä  1976) -  ôèëîñîô, ïîëèòè÷åñêèé
àíàëèòèê, ÷ëåí ðàáî÷åé ãðóïïû “×òî äåëàòü?”, æèâåò â
Ìîñêâå

Ïðèìå÷àíèÿ:
1. Èìååòñÿ â âèäó çàâîä Ford â ãîðîäå Âñåâîëæñêå
Ëåíèíãðàäñêîé îáëàñòè, ãäå ïîëòîðà ãîäà íàçàä âîçíèê
íåçàâèñèìûé ïðîôñîþç, êîòîðûé îðãàíèçîâàë íåñêîëüêî
êðóïíûõ çàáàñòîâîê.
2. Áûâøèé âèííûé çàâîä – ìåñòî ïðîâåäåíèÿ áîëüøîé
âûñòàâêè ñîâðåìåííîãî èñêóññòâà ïîä íàçâàíèåì «Âåðþ».

Ìîñêîâñêîå ìåòðî, ïîçäíèé âå÷åð. Íåñìîòðÿ íà ïîçäíèé ÷àñ,
ïàññàæèðîâ äîâîëüíî ìíîãî. Â âàãîíå åäóò Àêòèâèñò è
Òåîðåòèê. Íàïðîòèâ íèõ âèñèò êðàñî÷íàÿ ðåêëàìà ïàøòåòà,
ëåòÿùåãî â êîñìîñå, ñ íàäïèñüþ «È öåëîãî ìèðà ìàëî!». Òóò
æå – íàïèñàííîå êðóïíûìè áóêâàìè îáúÿâëåíèå ìèëèöèè î òîì,
÷òî âñå ïðèåõàâøèå â ãîðîä èììèãðàíòû îáÿçàòåëüíî äîëæíû
ïðîéòè ðåãèñòðàöèþ. Êîììèâîÿæåð ñ áîëüøîé ïëàñòèêîâîé
ñóìêîé äåìîíñòðèðóåò íîâåéøèé ñòåêëîðåç, íà ãëàçàõ ó
ïàññàæèðîâ ðàññåêàÿ îáðàçöû ñòåêëà: «Êòî çàèíòåðåñîâàëñÿ,
îáðàùàéòåñü!» Ðÿäîì ñèäèò êèòàåö, ïåðåëèñòûâàÿ êíèãó ñ
èåðîãëèôàìè íà îáëîæêå. Íàïðîòèâ – êîìïàíèÿ òèíåéäæåðîâ
ãðîìêî îáñóæäàåò íîâûå ìîäåëè ñìàðòôîíîâ. Ìóæ÷èíà ëåò
40 ñïèò, ïðèñëîíèâøèñü ê áîêîâîìó îãðàíè÷èòåëþ ñêàìåéêè.
Ïî ïîëó âàãîíà òóäà-ñþäà êàòàåòñÿ ïóñòàÿ áóòûëêà èç-ïîä
ïèâà.

Òåîðåòèê: È ñêîëüêî íîâûõ ÷ëåíîâ â ïîñëåäíåå âðåìÿ
ïîÿâèëèñü â âàøåé îðãàíèçàöèè?
Àêòèâèñò: Íåìíîãî, íåñêîëüêî ÷åëîâåê. Íî îíè âñå àêòèâíûå
è ñîçíàòåëüíûå!
Òåîðåòèê: Ïîìíèøü, ïÿòü-øåñòü ëåò íàçàä áûëî ìíîãî
ðàçãîâîðîâ î «ïîëåâåíèè». Êàçàëîñü, ÷òî «ïðîòåñòíûå
íàñòðîåíèÿ» áëóæäàþò â îáùåñòâå, è íóæíî ëèøü «îñåäëàòü»
èõ. Âçÿòü õîòÿ áû îò÷àÿííûå âûñòóïëåíèÿ ïðîòèâ ìîíåòèçàöèè
ëüãîò. Ëèáåðàëüíûå èíòåëëåêòóàëû ñòàðøåãî ïîêîëåíèÿ
óïðåêàëè íàñ, ÷òî ìû ïîïàëè â îáùèé òðåíä, «ìîäó». Ìû
âîçðàæàëè: ýòî íå ìîäà, íå î÷åðåäíîé «äèñêóðñ», à äåéñòâèå
ñàìîé ðåàëüíîñòè, êîòîðóþ îíè îòêàçûâàþòñÿ âèäåòü! Ìû
ðàññóæäàëè î «êîíòð-ãåãåìîíèè» ëåâûõ â ïîëèòèêå è êóëüòóðå.
Íî ãäå ýòî âñå ñåé÷àñ? Íà òîì æå ìåñòå.
Àêòèâèñò: Ìû ðàáîòàåì. Ïðîâîäèì îáðàçîâàòåëüíûå ñåìèíà-
ðû. Â ïîñëåäíåå âðåìÿ ó íàñ áûëî íåñêîëüêî óäà÷íûõ ïèêåòîâ
è àêöèé. Ïðîôñîþçíîå äâèæåíèå îæèâàåò. Ïîñìîòðè, ÷òî
ïðîèñõîäèò ñåé÷àñ íà “Ôîðäå” [1]. Íå íàäî âïàäàòü â
ìåëêîáóðæóàçíóþ ïàíèêó! Òû ïðèäàåøü ñëèøêîì áîëüøîå
çíà÷åíèå òîìó, ÷òî ïðåäñòàâëÿåòñÿ â êóëüòóðíîì ïîëå. Â ýòîì
ñìûñëå òû, è â ñàìîì äåäå, îðèåíòèðóåøüñÿ íà «ìîäó». À
ðåàëüíûå ïðîöåññû ïðîäîëæàþò ðàçâèâàòüñÿ.
Òåîðåòèê: Òî, î ÷åì ÿ ãîâîðþ, âïîëíå ñ íèìè ñîãëàñóåòñÿ. Äà,
ïîÿâëÿþòñÿ íîâûå ëþäè, îáðàçóþòñÿ íîâûå ñîþçû è ïðîôñîþ-
çû. Íî ïåðñïåêòèâû òîãî, ÷òî ýòîò ïîäúåì ìîæåò îõâàòèòü
øèðîêèå ìàññû, ïîêà íå âèäíî. Â ÑÌÈ ãðîìêî çàçâó÷àëè
ñòàðûå íàöèîíàëèñòè÷åñêèå «ïåñíè î ãëàâíîì». Ñïèðèòóàëè-
ñòè÷åñêèå è ðåëèãèîçíûå êàìëàíèÿ ïðîíèêàþò ïîâñþäó – äàæå
â ìåñòà, ñ íèìè íåñîâìåñòèìûå. Íà âèíçàâîäû, íàïðèìåð.2 À
áîëüøèíñòâî, êàê ñîîáùàþò íàì ó÷åíûå ìàñòåðà îïðîñîâ
íàñåëåíèÿ, âñå ãëóáæå ïîãðóæàåòñÿ â «ïîëèòè÷åñêóþ àïàòèþ»,
îòäàâàÿ âñå ñèëû «÷àñòíîé æèçíè». Ëþäè ñëîâíî ïîãðóæàþòñÿ
ñîí, â èçîëÿöèþ, óâîäÿùóþ îò óíèâåðñàëüíîãî è êîëëåêòèâíîãî
èçìåðåíèÿ ñîâðåìåííîñòè.
Àêòèâèñò: Ïîëó÷àåòñÿ, «àïàòèÿ – ìàòü ïîðÿäêà!». Íåêîòîðûå
óñëóæëèâûå ìóäðåöû äàæå äîäóìàëèñü äî òîãî, ÷òî àïàòèÿ –
ýòî äîñàäíàÿ, íî íóæíàÿ âåùü äëÿ «ñóâåðåííîé äåìîêðàòèè».
Âåäü èíà÷å âñÿêèå èäåàëèñòû-êîììóíèñòû ñðàçó ïðèäóò ê
âëàñòè. Èëè, òîãî õóæå, – ôþðåðû! Òàê ÷òî àïàòèÿ, ÿñíîå äåëî,
«ìåíüøåå çëî». Â íàøåì ëó÷øåì – èç õóäøèõ – ìèðîâ. Ïîýòîìó
äà çäðàâñòâóþò ìîíîòîííûå ðàäîñòè ïîòðåáëåíèÿ äëÿ îäíèõ
è çàáîòû êàæäîäíåâíîãî âûæèâàíèÿ – äëÿ äðóãèõ. Ýòî è åñòü
òî, ÷òî íàçûâàþò «ñòàáèëüíîñòüþ».
Òåîðåòèê: Íàø îïûò «ñòàáèëüíîñòè» íàñ÷èòûâàåò âñåãî-òî
ëåò 5-6. Ëþäè, æèçíü êîòîðûõ ïðèøëàñü íà ïèê áðåæíåâñêîãî

çàñòîÿ, ãîâîðÿò, ÷òî òîãäà êàçàëîñü – «ýòî íàâñåãäà». Òàêîå æå
íàñòðîåíèå èíîãäà îõâàòûâàåò è ñåé÷àñ. Ýòà ñòàáèëüíîñòü
èìååò è áîëåå øèðîêèé èñòîðè÷åñêèé êîíòåêñò. Â 1990-å ãîäû
ëèáåðàëû íàèâíî íàäåÿëèñü âîâëå÷ü â íåîêàïèòàëèñòè÷åñêîé
ïðîöåññ áîëüøèíñòâî íàñåëåíèÿ. Ñîãëàñíî ðàñïðîñòðàíåííîé
èäåîëîãèè, îíî äîëæíî áûëî çàíèìàòüñÿ ìåëêèì áèçíåñîì,
áûòü ïðåäïðèèì÷èâûì è àêòèâíûì. Â 2000-å ãîäû ïðàâÿùèé
êëàññ îòêàçàëñÿ îò ýòîé ìîáèëèçàöèîííîé ïîçèöèè è ïåðåøåë
ê ïîïóëèñòñêèì ìåòîäàì ïðàâëåíèÿ, êîòîðûå îòíûíå
ïðåäïîëàãàþò ìîë÷àëèâîå è àïàòè÷íîå îáùåñòâî.
Àêòèâèñò: Âñïîìíè Ãðàìøè ñ åãî çíàìåíèòîé êîíöåïöèåé
ãåãåìîíèè. Îí ïðîòèâîïîñòàâëÿë ãåãåìîíèþ äèêòàòóðå –
ïðÿìîìó, íåïîñðåäñòâåííîìó ãîñïîäñòâó. Êàê ýòî íè
ïàðàäîêñàëüíî, ñèòóàöèÿ 1990-õ ãîäîâ è áûëà äèêòàòóðîé,
òîëüêî íåîëèáåðàëüíîé. Âïîëíå äèêòàòîðñêîé áûëà «øîêî-
òåðàïèÿ» 1992 ãîäà, êîãäà öåíû ïîäñêî÷èëè â äåñÿòêè ðàç. ß
íå ãîâîðþ î ìíîãèõ äðóãèõ ïå÷àëüíûõ ñîáûòèÿõ. Ñåé÷àñ æå â
îôèöèàëüíîé ïîëèòèêå ìû íàáëþäàåì ïîïûòêó ïåðåõîäà ê
ãåãåìîíèè, äîâîëüíî ñòðàííîé. Ïîòîìó ÷òî èç-çà íàñòóïèâøåé
àïàòèè íåò òîãî «ãðàæäàíñêîãî îáùåñòâà», êîòîðîå âûïëåñíó-
ëîñü íà óëèöå â êîíöå 80-õ. Ïî Ãðàìøè, èìåííî ê íåìó
àïåëëèðóåò ãåãåìîíèàëüíàÿ âëàñòü â ñâîåé ãèáêîé ïîëèòèêå
ìàíåâðîâ è àëüÿíñîâ. Çíà÷èò, ãðàæäàíñêîå äâèæåíèå íàäî
èìèòèðîâàòü. Îòñþäà, íàïðèìåð, àáñóðäíàÿ àêòèâíîñòü
âñåâîçìîæíûõ âåðíîïîääàííè÷åñêèõ «ìîëîäåæíûõ îðãàíè-
çàöèé», êîòîðûå óñòðàèâàþò ìíîãîòûñÿ÷íûå øåñòâèÿ. È
ïîýòîìó òàê íóæíû âëàñòè íîâûå èäåîëîãè, âñå ýòè «êîíñåðâà-
òîðû», à òàêæå «ïîçèòèâíûå» êóëüòóðíûå ïðîåêòû, ïðîèçâîäÿ-
ùèå òåêñòóðó ñîãëàñèÿ.
Òåîðåòèê: Íî ïðè ýòîì èìåííî ñåé÷àñ ÷òî-òî î÷åíü ñèëüíî è
íåóìîëèìî èçìåíèëîñü. Ýòî êàê â ðîìàíàõ Ôèëèïïà Äèêà –
âñå òî æå ñàìîå, íî â ïà÷êå «Ìàëüáîðî», êóïëåííîé â
ñóïåðìàðêåòå, íå õâàòàåò ïàðû ñèãàðåò… Îùóùåíèå íåóþò-
íîãî, «æóòêîãî», das Unheimliche, êîòîðîå ïðåñëåäóåò â ìåòðî,
íà óëèöàõ, âåçäå. ×òî êàçàëîñü õîðîøî çíàêîìûì, âäðóã
ñòàíîâèòñÿ íåïðèâû÷íûì è ïóãàþùèì. Êàê Êðàñíàÿ ïëîùàäü
ïåðåä Íîâûì ãîäîì, êîòîðàÿ â ýòîò ðàç áûëà çàïîëíåíà îäíèìè
ãàñòàðáàéòåðàìè. Áåäíÿãàì ïðîñòî íåêóäà áûëî äåòüñÿ íà
ïðàçäíèê, ó÷èòûâàÿ èõ óñëîâèÿ æèçíè â Ìîñêâå. Èõ
ïðîïóñêàëè îòìå÷àòü «ñàìûé ëó÷øèé ïðàçäíèê» ÷åðåç
ìèëèöåéñêîå îöåïëåíèå. Òî, ÷òî äîëæíî áûëî îñòàâàòüñÿ
òàéíûì, ñêðûòûì, âäðóã âûõîäèò íàðóæó, êàê ñêàçàë â 19 âåêå
ôèëîñîô Øåëëèíã.
Àêòèâèñò: Âñå äåëî â òåõ ñàìûõ ðåàëüíûõ ïðîöåññàõ, êîòîðûå
âäðóã ïðîðûâàþòñÿ íà ïîâåðõíîñòü. Èäåò ôèíàëüíàÿ
ïðèâàòèçàöèÿ îñòàòêîâ ñîâåòñêîé ñèñòåìû – ÆÊÕ, îáðàçîâà-
òåëüíûõ è êóëüòóðíûõ èíñòèòóöèé. Âñå ïîïàäàåò â êðóãî-
îáîðîò êàïèòàëà, íè÷åãî íå îñòàåòñÿ âîâíå. È ïî÷òè íèêòî óæå
íå ïðîòåñòóåò, íå âîçìóùàåòñÿ, õîòÿ ìû è ñòàðàåìñÿ ïðèâëå÷ü
ê ýòîìó îáùåñòâåííîå âíèìàíèå. Â òàêîé «ñòàáèëüíîñòè»
äåéñòâèòåëüíî åñòü ÷òî-òî æóòêîå!
Òåîðåòèê: Ïîñëå ýòîé çàâåðøàþùåé ïðèâàòèçàöèè òåðìèí
«ïîñòñîâåòñêîå ïðîñòðàíñòâî», â êîòîðîì âûðàæàëîñü
ñâîåîáðàçèå íàøèõ îáùåñòâ, äèàëåêòèêà «ïåðåõîäà»,
îêîí÷àòåëüíî óñòàðååò. Ðàññóæäåíèÿ îá óïîðñòâå ñîâåòñêîãî
â áûòó, â îáùåñòâåííîì ïðîñòðàíñòâå, â àðõèòåêòóðå, â ñèñòåìå
âëàñòè, ëèøü ìàñêèðóþò çàêðûòèå ýòîãî ýòàïà íàøåé èñòîðèè.
Àêòèâèñò: Â ýòî æå âðåìÿ ïðèâàòèçàöèÿ ñûðüåâûõ ðåñóðñîâ
íà÷èíàåò ïðèíîñèòü ñâåðõïðèáûëè. In oil we trust! Èñòèííûé
èñòî÷íèê íîâûõ ðåëèãèîçíûõ è ìèñòè÷åñêèõ óïîâàíèé –
ìíîãîìèëëèîííûé «ñòàáèëèçàöèîííûé ôîíä». Î íåì ìû

çíàåì òîëüêî òî, ÷òî åãî íåëüçÿ èñïîëüçîâàòü íà áàíàëüíûå
íóæäû çåìíîé ñïðàâåäëèâîñòè. Âîò îí, òàéíûé ïëàí ñâåòëîãî
áóäóùåãî: íàäî êîïèòü ñòàáèëèçàöèîííûé ôîíä. ×åðåç òûñÿ÷ó
ëåò àêêóìóëÿöèè åãî, âèäèìî, õâàòèò íà ñòî ëåò êîììóíèçìà.
Õîòÿ íåò – ê òîìó âðåìåíè íåôòü óæå êîí÷èòñÿ.
Òåîðåòèê: Õà! Òóò åñòü è «ìåòàôèçè÷åñêèå» ñëåäñòâèÿ. Ýòîò
ôîíä íå èñïîëüçóåòñÿ, ò.å. íå àêòóàëèçèðóåòñÿ. ×åì íå
ìàòåðèàëüíîå âîïëîùåíèå ñîâðåìåííûõ òðàêòîâîê äðåâíèõ
êàòåãîðèé ïîòåíöèàëüíîãî è àêòóàëüíîãî, ïîä÷åðêèâàþùèõ èõ
àñèììåòðèþ? Ýòà ýêîíîìè÷åñêàÿ èíñòèòóöèÿ ñòàáèëüíîñòè
ïðåêðàñíî ïîääåðæèâàåò ñëîæèâøååñÿ ðàñïðåäåëåíèå
àêòóàëüíîãî è ïîòåíöèàëüíîãî. Ïîëèòè÷åñêàÿ ñôåðà îñíîâàíà
íà âñåîõâàòûâàþùåé àêòóàëüíîñòè «ìåíüøåãî çëà» – â
ïðîòèâîâåñ ïîòåíöèàëüíîñòÿì, êîòîðûìè êàæóòñÿ îïàñíûìè
èëè íåîñóùåñòâèìûìè. Ëþäè àêòóàëèçèðóþò ñâîþ ýíåðãèþ
÷àñòíûì îáðàçîì. Â îôèñå, ãèïåðìàðêåòå, êàôå – âîò ãäå òåïåðü
êèïåíèå ñòðàñòåé! À ñòàáèëèçàöèîííûé ôîíä – ýòî èäåî-
ëîãè÷åñêèé îáðàç áóäóùåãî êîëëåêòèâíîãî ñïàñåíèÿ îò ýòîãî
æóòêîãî ìèðà «ìåíüøåãî çëà», êîòîðûé ïîñòîÿííî ãðîçèò
ðàçâàëèòüñÿ íà èçîëèðîâàííûå ÷àñòè. Ñòàáôîíä êîìïåíñèðóåò
îñëàáëåíèå ïðî÷èõ ïîòåíöèàëüíîñòåé – ÷åðåç èõ, òàê ñêàçàòü,
ìîíåòàðèçàöèþ!
Àêòèâèñò: Ñëóøàé, ýòî èíòåðåñíûé ðàçãîâîð, íî ìíå
âûõîäèòü íà ñëåäóþùåé ñòàíöèè. È ê ÷åìó âñå ñâîäèòñÿ?
Òåîðåòèê: ß áû ñêàçàë – ê ïåðåõîäó îò ôîðìàëüíîãî
ïîä÷èíåíèÿ ê ðåàëüíîìó, î êîòîðîì ãîâîðèò Ìàðêñ â
«Êàïèòàëå». Ïðè ôîðìàëüíîì ïîä÷èíåíèè óçóðïèðóþòñÿ
òîëüêî ñðåäñòâà ïðîèçâîäñòâà. Â íàøåì ñëó÷àå ñîâåòñêîå
íàñëåäèå áûëî ðàñïðåäåëåíî ñðåäè íåáîëüøîãî ÷èñëà
êàïèòàëèñòîâ. Ýòà ðàííÿÿ ñòàäèÿ ñêîðåå ôîðìàëüíà, ïîñêîëüêó
êàïèòàë íå âëèÿåò íà òî, ÷òî òû äåëàåøü, êàê æèâåøü. Òû
ïðîñòî âûíóæäåí ïðîäàâàòü ñâîé òðóä, âõîäÿ â ýòó ñèñòåìó
èçâíå. Ïîñòñîâåòñêàÿ ñèñòåìà áûëà åùå ôîðìàëüíûì,
âíåøíèì ïîä÷èíåíèåì, íî ñåé÷àñ âîçíèêàåò ðåàëüíîå,
èììàíåíòíîå ïîä÷èíåíèå. Êàïèòàë ïûòàåòñÿ èçâëåêàòü
ïðèáûëü èç ñàìîé îðãàíèçàöèè, îáùåñòâåííîãî õàðàêòåðà
òðóäà, ïûòàÿñü óïðàâëÿòü èì, êàê è íàøèìè æèçíÿìè. Ýòîò
ìîìåíò ìû è ïåðåæèâàåì òàê îñòðî – êàê îïûò «æóòêîãî».
Àêòèâèñò: Ìäà. Îò àïàòèè – ê æóòè, îò ôîðìàëüíîãî
ïîä÷èíåíèÿ – ê ðåàëüíîìó… Î äèâíûé íîâûé ìèð! Ëàäíî,
óâèäèìñÿ.
Òåîðåòèê: Äî âñòðå÷è!

Ãîëîñ èç äèíàìèêà ïðîèçíîñèò: «Ñòàíöèÿ Òåêñòèëüùèêè!».
Àêòèâèñò âûõîäèò. Ïóñòàÿ áóòûëêà âûêàòûâàåòñÿ èç
âàãîíà è ðàçáèâàåòñÿ âäðåáåçãè.
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Êàëåéäîñêîï ñëåäóåò íåïðåìåííî

ðàçáèòü

Âàëüòåð Áåíüÿìèí

Ïîëèòè÷åñêîå ñâîéñòâî èñêóññòâà

ñîñòîèò íå â îïðåäåëåííîé àíãàæè-

ðîâàííîñòè ôîðìû, íî â ïðèíöè-

ïèàëüíîì êà÷åñòâå õóäîæåñòâåí-

íîãî âîñïðèÿòèÿ äåéñòâèòåëü-

íîñòè, îáùåñòâåííîãî êîíòåêñòà,

îñíîâàííîì íà íåïîñðåäñòâåííîì

âçàèìîäåéñòâèè àâòîðà è çðèòåëÿ.

ßâëåíèå ïðîèçâåäåíèÿ êàê îáúåêòà

è ñóáúåêòà îäíîâðåìåííî, êàê

ñàìîñòîÿòåëüíîé ýñòåòè÷åñêîé

öåííîñòè, íåâîçìîæíîé,  âíå ìíî-

ãî-ñòîðîííåãî âçàèìîäåéñòâèÿ ñ

ñèòóàöèåé, îïðåäåëÿåò åãî ïîäëèí-

íóþ ïîëèòè÷íîñòü. Èìåííî äåéñ-

òâèòåëüíîñòü êàê êîíêðåòíîå èñòî-

ðè÷åñêîå ñîñòîÿíèå, ïåðåæèâàåìîå

îáùåñòâîì, ÿâëÿåòñÿ îñíîâíûì,

îïðåäåëÿþùèì ðåñóðñîì äëÿ ðàáî-

òû õóäîæíèêà, äëÿ ñîçäàíèÿ äåéñ-

òâåííîé è æèâîé êóëüòóðû.

Ñåãîäíÿøíÿÿ ðîññèéñêàÿ ñèòóà-

öèÿ, âîçìîæíî, óíèêàëüíà ñ ýñòåòè-

÷åñêîé òî÷êè çðåíèÿ, êàê ïðåçåí-

òàöèÿ ïðèíöèïèàëüíîé íåâîçìîæ-

íîñòè âçàèìîäåéñòâèÿ, êàê ìàêñè-

ìàëüíî çàêðûòîå äëÿ ïîçíàíèÿ è

èçìåíåíèÿ òåëî. Íåïðîçðà÷íîñòü –

âåðîÿòíî, ãëàâíîå è îïðåäåëÿþùåå

êà÷åñòâî íàøåé äåéñòâèòåëüíîñòè,

áåçîøèáî÷íûé ïðèçíàê è ñïóòíèê

ðåàêöèè. Íåïðîçðà÷íîñòü - ýòî

îòñóòñòâèå îáùåñòâà êàê ñóáúåêòà,

îçíà÷àþùåå ñóæåíèå êóëüòóðíîãî

ïðîñòðàíñòâà äî ïåðñîíàëüíîãî

trip’à õóäîæíèêà. Íåïðîçðà÷íî-

ñòüþ îòìå÷åíà âñÿ ñèñòåìà ïîëèòè-

÷åñêèõ èíñòèòóòîâ, îñóùåñòâëåíèå

ãîñïîäñòâà êàê òàêîâîãî. Ãåãåìî-

íèÿ êëàññà ñîáñòâåííèêîâ, ðàñòâî-

ðåííàÿ â îáùåñòâåííîì ïðîñòðà-

íñòâå, îêàçûâàåòñÿ ðàñùåïëåííîé,

ðàññûïàííîé íà óðîâíå çàêðûòûõ,

ïëîòíûõ è òåëåñíûõ îáúåêòîâ,

îáëîìêîâ è ñòàòóé. Ýòî ñêîïëåíèå

àðòåôàêòîâ ñîâñåì íå ïîõîæå íà

ìóçåé, íà óïîðÿäî÷åííîå ñòðîåíèå,

ïðî÷íî ñòîÿùåå íà ôóíäàìåíòå

êîíñòðóèðóåìîé èñòîðè÷åñêîé

ïîñëåäîâàòåëüíîñòè. Êàæäàÿ èç

âåùåé çäåñü íå èìååò çíà÷åíèÿ

ôàêòà, èäåè, èíñòðóìåíòà æèçíè,

íàõîäÿùåéñÿ â äâèæåíèè. Îñêîëêè

íå ñâÿçàíû ìåæäó ñîáîé íè÷åì,

îíè íà÷èíàþòñÿ è çàêàí÷èâàþòñÿ

íà ñàìèõ ñåáå, ïîäàâëÿÿ óðîäñòâîì

çàâåðøåííîñòè äàæå ñìóòíîå âîñ-

ïîìèíàíèå î ñâîåì ïðîøëîì ïðåä-

íàçíà÷åíèè.

Ñîïðîòèâëåíèå, òîòàëüíàÿ ëèíèÿ

ôðîíòà íåîïðåäåëåííà, íåïðåä-

ñòàâèìà â óïîðÿäî÷åííîì õàîñå

âåùåé, òàêèõ çàêîí÷åííûõ, óêîðå-

íåííûõ, íåâûíîñèìûõ. Èíîãäà

êàæåòñÿ, ÷òî ìàøèíà ñîáûòèé â

ìèíóòû íàèìåíüøåé ïðîèçâîäè-

òåëüíîñòè îáùåñòâà ïðåâðàùàåòñÿ

â îáû÷íûé àãðåãàò, âûïóñêàþùèé

ñóíäóêè, êîòîðûå íå ïðåäíàç-

íà÷àþòñÿ ê îòêðûòèþ. Ñåãîäíÿ,

âîçìîæíî, áîëåå ÷åì êîãäà-ëèáî,

íàì íåîáõîäèìî íå èñêóññòâî-

îðóæèå, íå èñêóññòâî-îòðàæåíèå,

íå âîçâûøåííîå ïåðåæèâàíèå åùå

÷óòü ñëûøíîé ìóçûêè áóäóùåãî,

íî ïîçíàíèå, îòìû÷êà, ñâÿçü ðàçî-

ðâàííîé öåïè ÿâëåíèé, ñâÿçàííûõ

åäèíîé ñèëîé èñòîðèè,, ïîçâîëÿ-

þùàÿ óâèäåòü çà îòíîøåíèÿìè

âåùåé îòíîøåíèÿ ëþäåé.

The kaleidoscope must be smashed.

Walter Benjamin, “Central Park”

The political in art does not consist of the degree of engagement in its

form, but in the basic quality of the artist’s perception of reality and the

social context, which, in turn, rests upon the immediate interaction

between the author and his audience. The phenomenon of the artwork

as both object and subject at once as an independent aesthetic value -

impossible outside a multi-faceted interaction with its situation – defines

its real political quality. It is reality as a concrete historical condition

experienced by society that is the basis and the determining resource

for the work of the artist and the creation of active, living culture.

The situation in Russia today may be unique from an aesthetic point of

view in that it presents the fundamental impossibility of interaction, an

extreme sense of closure to cognition and physical change. Opacity is

probably the principal quality that determines our reality, appearing as

the unmistakable companion and symptom of a reactionary time. Opacity

is the absence of society as a subject in art. It betokens the reduction of

cultural space to the individual artist’s ego trip. Opacity defines the entire

system of political institutions that realize dominance as such. The

hegemony of the proprietary class, dissolved in public space, has

I l y a  B u d r a i t s k i s |  O p a c i t y

Èëüÿ Áóäðàéòñêèñ (ðîä. 1981 ã.)

èñòîðèê è ïîëèòè÷åñêèé àêòèâèñò,

÷ëåí ñîöèàëèñòè÷åñêîãî äâèæåíèÿ

“Âïåðåä”

disintegrated and scattered into closed, dense body-objects, fragments,

and statues. The resulting collection of artifacts has nothing in common

with a museum or an ordered construct that stands firm on the fundament

of constructed historical causality. None of the things here has the

significance of being a fact, idea, or a life instrument in motion. These

fragments are not connected to one another by anything. They begin

and end in themselves. The monstrosity of their closure suppresses even

the vaguest memory of what once was their intended use.

The overall frontline of resistance is indeterminate and even unimaginable

in the ordered chaos of things that are so conclusive, engrained, and

intolerable. At the low points of social productivity, it sometimes seems

that the event-machine has turned into nothing more than an aggregate

that churns out chests and coffers never intended to be unlocked. Today

–perhaps more than ever before – we need neither art as a weapon nor

art as reflection, nor as a sublime experience of still hearing faint echoes

of the future’s music. What we need is knowledge. We need a master

key, a way of reestablishing the links in the broken chain of phenomena,

still connected by the unified force of history, allowing us to see the

relations between people behind and beyond the relations of things.

Ilya Budraiskis (born 1981) - historian and political activist - member of

the socialist movement “Vpered”, lives in Moscow
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A. Penzin (b.  1976) philosopher, member of workgroup “Chto Delat?”, lives
in Moscow

It is late in the evening in the Moscow Metro but the train is full, nevertheless.
An Activist and a Theoretician are riding together. Across from them, there
is a glossy advertisement for some kind of pate, flying off into outer space
to the slogan “The whole world is not enough!” Beneath it, one can see a
public notice from the militia informing all visitors to the city that registration
is mandatory. A travelling salesman with a big plastic bag is demonstrating
the newest kind of glass cutter, dissecting glass samples for the passengers’
pleasure: “If I’ve caught your interest, don’t hesitate to ask.” A Chinese man
sits nearby, flipping through a book with hieroglyphs on the cover. Across
from him, a group of teenagers is loudly discussing the newest types of
smartphones. A 40-year old man is stretched out sleeping on one of the
benches at the back of the car. An empty beer bottle rolls back and forth on
the floor to the rocking of the train.

Theorician: So how many new members have joined your organization
lately?
Activist: Not many, only a few. But they are becoming more and more
active and conscious!
Theorician: Remember how five or six years ago, everyone was talking
about a “shift to the left.” It seemed as though “protest potential” were
haunting society as a whole, and that these potentials would only have to
be harnessed properly. Just take those desperate manifestations against
the monetization of pensioner’s privileges. Liberal intellectuals of the older
generation accused us of conforming to a general trend. We answered that
it wasn’t just fashion and not just another “discourse,” but the action of a
reality that they were refusing to acknowledge! We talked a lot about the
left’s “counter-hegemony” in politics and culture. But where is all of this
today? Nothing has changed one single bit.
Activist: We’re working on it. We carry out educational seminars. Lately,
we carried out a few successful pickets and actions. The trade union
movement is finally coming alive. Look at what’s happening at Ford1. There’s
no reason for petit bourgeois panic! You’re ascribing too much significance
to what’s being presented in the cultural field. In this sense, you really are a
fashion victim. But in reality, things are still developing.
Theorician: That doesn’t necessarily contradict what I’m saying. Yes, there
are new people. New groups, trade unions or whatever are taking shape.
But it seems unlikely that any of this will spread to the population at large
any time soon. The mass media have been full of songs about what really
counts. Spiritualism and religious goobledygook are suddenly everywhere,
even in incongruous places like former wine factories.2 As our learned opinion
pollsters tell us, everything sinking deeper and deeper into “political apathy,”
as people put all their efforts into “private life.” People are falling asleep
again, drifting off into illusions that lead away from the universal and collective
dimension of the contemporary.
Activist: It turns out that “apathy is the mother of order!” Eager to please,
some wise men are even starting to say that apathy is a regrettable but
necessary thing in a “sovereign democracy.” Because otherwise all kinds of
idealists and communists will immediately come to power. Or some new
Führer, god forbid! So of course, apathy is the “lesser evil.” Ours is best of
all bad worlds. Say hurray to the monotonous joys of consumption for some
and the daily worries of survival for others. This, actually, is what they call
“stability.”
Theorician: Our experience of stability only amounts to about five or six
years. People who lived their active lives at the peak of the Brezhnev
stagnation say that it seemed like it would last “forever.” We sometimes
have very similar feelings today. This stability has a broader historical context.
In the Nineties, the liberals naively hoped to involve the population at large
in a broader neo-capitalist process through small business, following the
entrepreneurial ideology of activity and inventiveness. In 2000, the ruling
class abandoned this mobilizing position and moved on to populist methods
of control, which now require the spread of silence and apathy.
Activist: Think of Gramsci and his famous conception of hegemony. He
opposed hegemony to dictatorship as direct, immediate domination. As
strange as it sounds, the situation in the Nineties was a dictatorship, albeit
a neo-liberal one. For an example of its dictatorial methods, look at the
“shock therapy” of 1992, which hiked prices by dozens of times, not to
mention all the other sad stuff that happened later on. Today’s official policies
are attempting  to make the transition to a hegemony of a rather strange
sort. Because of the onset of apathy, there is no “civil society” of the kind
that flooded out onto the streets in the late 1980s. According to Gramsci
this is exactly the constituent power that hegemony tries to capture with its
flexible political maneuvers and alliances. Social movements now need to
be created from scratch, such as in the absurd activity of all kinds of loyal
civic “youth organizations,” whose meetings number in thousands. This is
why the state needs new ideologists, new “conservatives,” and new “positive”
cultural projects, producing a texture of consent.
Theorician: But at the same time, there has been an undeniable change.
It’s like in a Phillip Dick novel; everything is the same, but the pack of
Marlboros you buy at the supermarket contains two cigarettes less… There

is a discomforting sensation of the “uncanny,” das Unheimliche that follows
you in the metro, and out on the streets. Everything that seemed so familiar
suddenly becomes strange and frightening. Like Red Square on New Years
Eve. This time around, it was almost filled completely with migrant workers.
The poor guys had no other place to go on the holiday, which makes sense
if you think of the conditions they live under in Moscow. So the militia cordon
let them through to celebrate “the best holiday of them all.” Something that
was meant to stay secret suddenly comes to light, as Schelling said in the
19th century.
Activist: This is all about those real processes that suddenly burst to the
surface. We are seeing a final privatization of the remainder of the Soviet
system, its communal administrations or its educational and cultural
institutions. Everything is sucked into a whirlpool of capital. There is no
outside. And almost nobody protests or gets upsets, even when we try to
draw public attention to this process. There really is something uncanny
about this “stability”!
Theoretician: This final push of privatization will outdate the term “post-
Soviet space,” used to express the specific quality of our societies and their
dialectic of “transition.” Considerations of the pervasive Soviet qualities of
everyday life, public transportation, architecture, the system of governance
now simply obfuscate the closure of this stage of our history.
Activist: At the same, the privatization of natural resources is beginning to
reap real profits. In oil we trust! The real source of all these new religious
and mystical paeans is to be found in the millions of the “exchange
stabilization fund.” The only thing we know about it is that we are not allowed
to spend it on the trivial needs of worldly justice. There it is, the secret plan
for the bright future: we have to put it into the stabilization reserve. After a
thousand years, there will probably be enough to pay for 100 years of
communism. Although we’ll probably have long since run out of oil by then.
Theoretician: Ha! There are “metaphysical” consequences too. The
stablization fund remains unused, that is, unactualized. Where could you
find a more material embodiment of contemporary interpretations of ancient
categories of potentiality and actuality, underlining their asymmetry? This
economic institution of stability beautifully maintains the established
distribution of the potential and the actual. The sphere of politics is based
on an all-encompassing actuality of the “lesser evil,” as a counterweight to
the potentialities that seem dangerous or impossible to realize. People
actualize their energy in a personalized way. Offices, supermarkets, and
cafes are the places where you can find passions boiling! But the stabilization
fund is the ideological image of the future, promising collective salvation
from this terrible world of “the lesser evil” that constantly threatens to fall
apart into isolated parts. The stabilization fund compensates for the
weakening of all other potentialities, through their monetization, so to speak!
Activist: Listen, this is an interesting conversation, but I have to get out at
the next stop.  What does this all come down to?
Theoretician: I would say that it comes down to a transition away from the
formal submission to reality that Marx mentions in Capital. Formal submission
only usurps the means of production. In our case, the Soviet legacy was
distributed to a modest number of capitalists. This early stage is more formal,
since capital has no influence over what you do and how you live. You just
have to sell your work as labor, entering the system from the outside. The
post-Soviet system was still a formal, exterior submission. What we see
today, on the contrary, is real, immanent submission. Capital tries to draw
profit from the organization and the social character of labor, attempting to
control them as well as our very lives. This is the moment we experience as
something so vividly “uncanny.”
Activist: Mmmm…well. That’s it then. From apathy to the uncanny. From
formal submission to real submission! Oh brave new world! I guess I’ll see
you later.
Theoretician: See you later.

The voice on the loudspeaker says “Next stop: Tekstilshiky!” The activist
gets out. The empty beer bottle rolls out of the car and shatters on the
platform.

Endnotes:
1. Ford refers to the Ford car plant in the city of
Vsevolzhsk in the Leningrad region, where an independent trade union was
founded one and a half years ago, and has already organized several large
strikes.
2. In January 2007, an  art exhibition with the name I BELIEVE

opened in the former wine cellar of the Moscow cultural center Winzavod.



I have been living in the EU for a month now… It’s not what I expected it to be… I

mean, you only need to look at the holes on the roads they have all over there! Just

the other day I drove somebody off to Sofia Airport – my God, what a dreadful ride!

And they say EU is an elite club…, elite my ass, I say!

At least the government of this country, not that I voted for them mind you, has

already started the procedure for Bulgaria to join the Euro zone as soon as

possible, like in 2-3 years. That’s good I tell you, for they will finally get off our

backs. They will have to recognize our home-made money; all those Euro bills that

we are traditionally printing here in the country will no longer be treated as forgery!

I am not so sure about salaries though… The other day somebody published the

findings of an economical forecast research saying that the average pay in Bulgaria

will reach EU standards by the year 2230…  In fact I should not be worried at all, in

fact - that’s not my problem at all. Actually, things changed for me overnight in this

department, which is great! You see, until January 1st 2007 I never made a single

penny as an artist in my own country! I always provided for my family and myself by

commuting to work in places West, South, North and sometimes East of the borders

of Bulgaria, everywhere else but… So, now that my home country is in fact the

whole European Union I can safely say that most of the work I do and most of the

money I earn for the work that I do, I earn at home. And that’s a big relief, I tell you!

In one word, after January 1st 2007, when Bulgaria joined the EU, I turned overnight

from a lumpen artist (for in my country I have virtually no status as an artist, which

is not the way it is outside of the country) into a middle class cultural worker of the

visual persuasion with all those nice benefits such as for instance, traveling to

France (I take the nastiest example…) on my ID card alone and taking great

pleasure to bark back “it’s none of your fucking business” at the border guard when

he/she asks me “what is the purpose of your visit to France”… I can even play now

the solid EU partner to a poor, underprivileged and understaffed visual art NGO in

Skopje, Chisinau or even Istanbul.

Truth is we are living through very interesting times; and not only us in the EU. The

new cycle of modernization is affecting the whole of Eastern Europe and all of its

newly defined micro-regions and split post-socialist identities. There are now

several kinds of countries in what used to be a more or less homogenous post-

socialist region. There are the never-to-be-in-the-EU, the not-yet-in-the-EU, the

never-ever-wanted-to-be-in-the-EU, the just-initiated-into-the-EU, the already-there-

and-proud-of-it-in-the-EU countries and many more. And that’s just taking into

account one very superficial marker, membership into the EU (which itself used to

be a kind of a social-democratic project but is now undergoing a severe crisis of

identity).

Nonetheless, what I have in mind is that all through the formerly socialist Europe

there is a process going on of constructing capitalism out of socialism. This is

actually a process of re-creation of the bourgeois and the middle class who were

largely eradicated in the first years after the revolution in 1917 and after the end of

the war in 1945. Provided these new economies are booming it’s surprising to

realize that this new kind of capitalism is based not on production, new technologies

or stuff like that but actually on “innovative” approaches to consumption, a model

best seen in Russia rather then in China, which is dumping world prices, true, but it

is still producing material commodities, or something, whatever it is they are

actually producing... That does not seem to be the case with Russia, which is only

producing wealth and international scandals, both of these being related to natural

gas and crude oil.

Actually it’s the first generation ever, the first time ever in Russian history when all

(or nearly all) people living in Moscow (and other large cities) have at their disposal

everything which everybody of their contemporaries allover the developed world

(well, nearly allover and nearly everybody) has readily available on the streets of

their cities – from Coca Cola and LG, to Prada, Bvlgari and Hugo Boss. The

problem is not really that few if any of the most consumer-attractive commodities

one can see in Russian cities are produced in Russia. The problem is where does

actually the money come from for the app. ˆ 1000 per month salary I recently heard

being offered to potential metro station managers over the loudspeakers in the

Moscow subway? By any standard, that’s not a really skill-demanding job, while this

kind of money is still something over there… True, the same consumer-satisfying

situation is there for the first time in Bulgarian history as well… But I have not heard

anybody offering such high pay to city employed workers in Sofia, with or without

the EU membership. Yet, in both these countries it’s the first time in history when

modernization is based on consumption. How is this possible? I think through the

conscious, state-sponsored creation of a class of urban consumers which is meant

to sustain the new order. This is the new urban middle class. It is supplying

consumers and it is on the receiving end of the new economy/market.

So, it seems that if you want to have the new kind of capitalism, the neo-capitalism

born out of socialism, first you need to produce a middle class; then you have to

secure for it a certain level of income by relatively wider distribution of the wealth

generated from your natural resources (in the new EU member states that’s the

investment potential which is treated as a “natural resource”); then you have to train

it to consume even though that might mean (at first) living on credit, then you have

the  bourgeoisie and then…

Well, then one starts wondering - if all of this means that we are living through some

reactionary times, then who are the good guys? The question is open since all of us

in the formerly homogenous Eastern Europe are actually enjoying the first time in

our collective history when we have all these things available that would have been

unthinkable just a generation ago… I do not have in mind only the availability of

commodities… I am just wondering if I should forget my life before 1989 with all its

aspects or should I rather draw some lessons from it?... By the way, there are some

nice discounts these months on Bulgarian Black Sea coast real estate…

Sofia, January 31st 2007
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L u c h e z a r  B o y a d j i e v  |  W h o  a r e  t h e  G o o d  G u y s ?

Luchezar Boyadj iev (1957), artist, lives and works in Sofia, Bulgaria

Ë ó ÷ å ç à ð  Á î ÿ ä æ è å â  |  Ê ò î  ç ä å ñ ü  G o o d  G u y s ?

Óæå ìåñÿö êàê ÿ æèâó â Åâðîñîþçå… Ýòî íå ïîõîæå íà òî, ÷åãî ÿ æäàë… Äîñòàòî÷íî

ïîñìîòðåòü íà èçðûòûå ðûòâèíàìè äîðîãè! Íà äíÿõ ÿ îòâîçèë îäíîãî ÷åëîâåêà â ñîôèéñêèé

àýðîïîðò – áîã ìîé, ÷òî çà ÷óäîâèùíàÿ ïîåçäêà! È îíè åùå ãîâîðÿò, ÷òî Åâðîñîþç – ýòî

ýëèòíûé êëóá… â çàäíèöó òàêóþ ýëèòó, äîëîæó ÿ âàì!

Ïðàâèòåëüñòâî ýòîé ñòðàíû – íå òî ÷òîáû ÿ ãîëîñîâàë çà íèõ, åñëè íà òî ïîøëî – óæå íà÷àëî

ïðîöåäóðó ïî ñêîðåéøåìó âñòóïëåíèþ Áîëãàðèè â çîíó Åâðî, ýòî äîëæíî ïðîèçîéòè â òå÷åíèå

äâóõ-òðåõ ëåò, âðîäå òîãî. Ýòî õîðîøî, åé áîãó, ïîòîìó ÷òî îíè ñëåçóò, íàêîíåö-òî, ñ íàøèõ

õðåáòîâ. Èì ïðèäåòñÿ ïðèçíàòü íàøó îòå÷åñòâåííóþ âàëþòó; âñå ýòè êóïþðû Åâðî, êîòîðûå

ìû èñïðàâíî ïå÷àòàåì ó ñåáÿ â ñòðàíå, áîëüøå íå áóäóò ñ÷èòàòüñÿ ôàëüøèâûìè!

À âîò íàñ÷åò çàðïëàò ÿ íå óâåðåí… Íåäàâíî îïóáëèêîâàëè äàííûå ýêîíîìè÷åñêîãî

èññëåäîâàíèÿ – ñðåäíÿÿ çàðïëàòà â Áîëãàðèè ïî èõ ïðîãíîçàì äîñòèãíåò ñòàíäàðòîâ Åâðîñîþçà

ê 2230-ìó ãîäó… Âîîáùå-òî ëè÷íî ìíå òóò íå÷åãî áåñïîêîèòüñÿ, ýòî íå ìîÿ ïðîáëåìà. Â ýòîé

îáëàñòè, ïðèçíàòüñÿ, äëÿ ìåíÿ â ìèã âñå èçìåíèëîñü, è ýòî çäîðîâî! Äåëî â òîì, ÷òî äî 1 ÿíâàðÿ

2007 ãîäà, êàê õóäîæíèê ÿ íå çàðàáîòàë íè êîïåéêè â ñâîåé ñîáñòâåííîé ñòðàíå! ß âñåãäà

îáåñïå÷èâàë ñåáÿ è ñâîþ ñåìüþ ñåçîííûìè çàðàáîòêàìè, îòïðàâëÿÿñü ê çàïàäó, ê þãó, ê ñåâåðó,

à èíîãäà è ê âîñòîêó îò ãðàíèö Áîëãàðèè, êóäà óãîäíî… Òàê ÷òî òåïåðü, êîãäà ìîÿ ðîäíàÿ

ñòðàíà – ýòî âåñü Åâðîïåéñêèé Ñîþç, ÿ ìîãó ñî ñïîêîéíîé ñîâåñòüþ ñêàçàòü, ÷òî áîëüøóþ

÷àñòü ñâîåé ðàáîòû è áîëüøóþ ÷àñòü äåíåã, êîòîðûå çà íåå ïîëó÷àþ, ÿ ïîëó÷àþ äîìà. À ýòî,

äîëîæó ÿ âàì, îãðîìíîå óòåøåíèå!

Îäíèì ñëîâîì, ïîñëå 1 ÿíâàðÿ 2007 ãîäà, êîãäà Áîëãàðèÿ âñòóïèëà â Åâðîñîþç, çà îäíó íî÷ü èç

ëþìïåí-õóäîæíèêà (èáî â ñâîåé ñòðàíå âèðòóàëüíî ó ìåíÿ íåò íèêàêîãî ñòàòóñà êàê ó

õóäîæíèêà, à âîò çà ðóáåæîì âñå îáñòîèò íåñêîëüêî èíà÷å) ÿ ïðåâðàòèëñÿ â êóëüòóðíîãî

ðàáîòíèêà ïî âèçóàëüíîé ÷àñòè, ïðåäñòàâèòåëÿ ñðåäíåãî êëàññà, ñî âñåìè ýòèìè ÷óäåñíûìè

ïðåèìóùåñòâàìè, òàêèìè êàê ïóòåøåñòâèå âî Ôðàíöèþ (áåðó ñàìûé ãíóñíûé ïðèìåð…) ïî

îäíîìó ëèøü óäîñòîâåðåíèþ ëè÷íîñòè è ïðåâåëèêîå óäîâîëüñòâèå ïðîëàÿòü ïîãðàíè÷íèêó «íå

òâîå ñîáà÷üå äåëî», êîãäà îí/îíà çàäàåò âîïðîñ: «öåëü âàøåé ïîåçäêè âî Ôðàíöèþ?»… Òåïåðü

ÿ äàæå ìîãó èçîáðàæàòü ñîëèäíîãî åâðîïåéñêîãî ïàðòíåðà ïåðåä íèùèìè, ëèøåííûìè

ïðèâèëåãèé, íåäîóêîïëåêòîâàííûìè íåãîñóäàðñòâåííûìè èíñòèòóöèÿìè âèçóàëüíîãî

èñêóññòâà â Ñêîïüå èëè äàæå â Ñòàìáóëå.

Èñòèííàÿ ïðàâäà, ìû æèâåì â î÷åíü èíòåðåñíûå âðåìåíà; è íå òîëüêî ìû, âñòóïèâøèå â

Åâðîñîþç. Íîâûé öèêë ìîäåðíèçàöèè çàõâàòûâàåò âñþ Âîñòî÷íóþ Åâðîïó è âñå åå

íîâîîáðàçîâàííûå ìèêðî-ðåãèîíû, ðàñêàëûâàÿ ïîñò-ñîöèàëèñòè÷åñêèå èäåíòè÷íîñòè. Â òîì,

÷òî ðàíüøå ïðåäñòàâëÿëî ñîáîé áîëåå èëè ìåíåå îäíîðîäíûé ïîñò-ñîöèàëèñòè÷åñêèé ðåãèîí,

òåïåðü âîçíèêëî íåñêîëüêî ðàçíîâèäíîñòåé ñòðàí. Òå, êîòîðûå íèêîãäà-íå-áóäóò-â-Åâðîñîþçå,

òå, êîòîðûå åùå-íå-â-Åâðîñîþçå, òå, êîòîðûå íèêîãäà-è-íå-õîòåëè-áûòü-â-Åâðîñîþçå, òå,

êîòîðûå òîëüêî-÷òî-âñòóïèëè-â-Åâðîñîþç, òå, êîòîðûå óæå-òàì-è-ãîðäÿòñÿ-ýòèì è ìíîãèå

äðóãèå. È âñå ýòî – ó÷èòûâàÿ òîëüêî îäèí âåñüìà ïîâåðõíîñòíûé ïðèçíàê: ÷ëåíñòâî â

Åâðîñîþçå (êàêîâîé áûë êîãäà-òî ðàçíîâèäíîñòüþ ñîöèàë-äåìîêðàòè÷åñêîãî ïðîåêòà, íî

ñåãîäíÿ ïåðåæèâàåò æåñòîêèé êðèçèñ èäåíòè÷íîñòè).

È âñå æå ìåíÿ íå îòïóñêàåò ìûñëü, ÷òî íà âñåì ïðîñòðàíñòâå áûâøåé ñîöèàëèñòè÷åñêîé

Åâðîïû èäåò ïðîöåññ ñòðîèòåëüñòâà êàïèòàëèçìà èç ñîöèàëèçìà. Íà ñàìîì äåëå ýòî ïðîöåññ

âîññîçäàíèÿ áóðæóàçèè è ñðåäíåãî êëàññà, âî ìíîãîì èñêîðåíåííûõ â ïåðâûå ãîäû ïîñëå

ðåâîëþöèè 1917 ãîäà è ïîñëå îêîí÷àíèÿ Âòîðîé ìèðîâîé âîéíû. Äîïóñêàÿ, ÷òî ýòè íîâûå

ýêîíîìèêè ïåðåæèâàþò áóì, óäèâèòåëüíî îñîçíàâàòü, ÷òî ýòîò íîâûé òèï êàïèòàëèçìà

îñíîâûâàåòñÿ íå íà ïðîèçâîäñòâå, íîâûõ òåõíîëîãèÿõ èëè ÷åì-òî âðîäå ýòîãî, íî â

äåéñòâèòåëüíîñòè íà «íîâàòîðñêèõ» ïîäõîäàõ ê ïîòðåáëåíèþ – ìîäåëü, áîëåå çàìåòíàÿ â

Ðîññèè, ÷åì â Êèòàå, êîòîðûé ñáèâàåò ìèðîâûå öåíû, ÷òî ïðàâäà, òî ïðàâäà, íî âñå òàêè

ïðîèçâîäèò ìàòåðèàëüíûå òîâàðû, èëè ÷òî òàì îíè ïðîèçâîäÿò… Â Ðîññèè æå âñå îáñòîèò íå

òàê, Ðîññèÿ ïðîèçâîäèò òîëüêî áîãàòñòâî è ìåæäóíàðîäíûå ñêàíäàëû, ïðè÷åì è òî, è òî äðóãîå

ñâÿçàíî ñ ïðèðîäíûì ãàçîì è íåîáðàáîòàííîé íåôòüþ.

Âîîáùå-òî ýòî ïåðâîå ïîêîëåíèå çà âñþ èñòîðèþ Ðîññèè, êîãäà âñå (èëè ïî÷òè âñå), æèâóùèå â

Ìîñêâå (è äðóãèõ áîëüøèõ ãîðîäàõ) èìåþò â ñâîåì ðàñïîðÿæåíèè âñå òî, ÷òî êàæäîìó èõ

ñîâðåìåííèêó ïîâñþäó â ðàçâèòîì ìèðå (ëàäíî, ïî÷òè ïîâñþäó è ïî÷òè êàæäîìó) ëåãêî

äîñòóïíî íà óëèöàõ ñâîèõ ãîðîäîâ: îò Êîêà Êîëû è LG äî Prada, Bulgari è Hugo Boss. Ïðîáëåìà

íà ñàìîì äåëå íå â òîì, ÷òî ëèøü íåêîòîðûå, åñëè âîîáùå êàêèå-ëèáî èç áîëüøèíñòâà

ïðèâëåêàòåëüíûõ äëÿ ïîòðåáèòåëÿ òîâàðîâ, êîòîðûå ìîæíî óâèäåòü â ðîññèéñêèõ ãîðîäàõ,

ïðîèçâåäåíû â Ðîññèè. Ïðîáëåìà â òîì, îòêóäà æå áåðóòñÿ äåíüãè äëÿ ìåñÿ÷íîé çàðïëàòû ÷óòü

ëè íå â 1000 äîëëàðîâ äëÿ ïîòåíöèàëüíûõ äèñïåò÷åðîâ íà ñòàíöèè ìåòðî, î ÷åì ÿ íåäàâíî

óñëûøàë â ãðîìêîãîâîðèòåëÿõ ìîñêîâñêîé ïîäçåìêè? Ïî ëþáûì ìåðêàì, ýòî íå ñòîëü óæ

âûñîêîêâàëèôèöèðîâàííàÿ ðàáîòà, òîãäà êàê çà ãðàíèöåé òàêóþ çàðïëàòó íàäî åùå ïîèñêàòü…

Íå ñïîðþ, òàêàÿ æå ïîòðåáèòåëüñêè-óäîâëåòâîðèòåëüíàÿ ñèòóàöèÿ ñëîæèëèñü âïåðâûå è â

èñòîðèè Áîëãàðèè… Íî ÿ íå ñëûøàë, ÷òîáû â Ñîôèè êòî-íèáóäü ïðåäëàãàë ìóíèöèïàëüíûì

ñëóæàùèì ñòîëü æå âûñîêèé çàðàáîòîê, êàê äî âñòóïëåíèÿ â Åâðîñîþç, òàê è ïîñëå. È òåì íå

ìåíåå â îáåèõ íàøèõ ñòðàíàõ âïåðâûå â èñòîðèè ìîäåðíèçàöèÿ îñíîâûâàåòñÿ íà ïîòðåáëåíèè.

Êàê ýòî âîçìîæíî? Äóìàþ, ïîñðåäñòâîì ñîçíàòåëüíîãî, ôèíàíñèðóåìîãî ãîñóäàðñòâîì

ñîçäàíèÿ êëàññà ãîðîäñêèõ ïîòðåáèòåëåé, ïðåäíàçíà÷åííûõ ïîääåðæèâàòü íîâûé ïîðÿäîê. Ýòî

íîâûé óðáàíèñòè÷åñêèé ñðåäíèé êëàññ. Îí ïîñòàâëÿåò ïîòðåáèòåëåé è íàõîäèòñÿ â ðîëè

ïîëó÷àþùåé ñòîðîíû â íîâîé ýêîíîìèêå/ðûíêå.

Ïîëó÷àåòñÿ, ÷òî åñëè âû õîòèòå èìåòü íîâûé òèï êàïèòàëèçìà, íåîêàïèòàëèçì, ðîäèâøèéñÿ èç

ñîöèàëèçìà, ñïåðâà âû äîëæíû ñîçäàòü ñðåäíèé êëàññ; çàòåì âû äîëæíû ãàðàíòèðîâàòü åìó

îïðåäåëåííûé óðîâåíü äîõîäà ïóòåì îòíîñèòåëüíî áîëåå øèðîêîãî ðàñïðåäåëåíèÿ áîãàòñòâà,

èçâëåêàåìîãî èç âàøèõ ïðèðîäíûõ ðåñóðñîâ (â ñòðàíàõ-íîâûõ ÷ëåíàõ Åâðîñîþçà ýòî

èíîñòðàííûå èíâåñòèöèè, êîòîðûå ðàññìàòðèâàþòñÿ êàê «ïðèðîäíûå ðåñóðñû»); ïîòîì âû

äîëæíû íàó÷èòü åãî ïîòðåáëÿòü, äàæå åñëè ýòî ìîæåò îçíà÷àòü (ïîíà÷àëó) æèçíü íà êðåäèòû,

ïîòîì ó âàñ äîëæíà ïîÿâèòüñÿ áóðæóàçèÿ, à ïîòîì…

Íó, à ïîòîì íà÷èíàåøü çàäàâàòüñÿ âîïðîñîì: åñëè âñå ýòî îçíà÷àåò, ÷òî ìû æèâåì â

ðåàêöèîííûå âðåìåíà, òî êòî çäåñü good guys? Âîïðîñ îñòàåòñÿ îòêðûòûì, âåäü âñå ìû â

áûâøåé íåêîãäà îäíîðîäíîé Âîñòî÷íîé Åâðîïå âîîáùå-òî âïåðâûå â íàøåé îáùåé èñòîðèè

èìååì âîçìîæíîñòü íàñëàæäàòüñÿ èçîáèëèåì, ÷òî áûëî íåìûñëèìî åùå äëÿ ïðåäûäóùåãî

ïîêîëåíèÿ… ß èìåþ â âèäó íå òîëüêî äîñòóïíîñòü òîâàðîâ… Õîòåëîñü áû çíàòü, äîëæåí ëè ÿ

ïðîñòî-íàïðîñòî çàáûòü ñâîþ æèçíü äî 1989 ãîäà, ñî âñåì õîðîøèì è ïëîõèì, ÷òî â íåé áûëî,

èëè äîëæåí èçâëå÷ü èç íåå êîå-êàêèå óðîêè?

Ñîôèÿ, 31 ÿíâàðÿ 1007

I have been living in the EU for a month now… It’s not what I expected it to be… I

mean, you only need to look at the holes on the roads they have all over there! Just

the other day I drove somebody off to Sofia Airport – my God, what a dreadful ride!

And they say EU is an elite club…, elite my ass, I say!

At least the government of this country, not that I voted for them mind you, has

already started the procedure for Bulgaria to join the Euro zone as soon as

possible, like in 2-3 years. That’s good I tell you, for they will finally get off our

backs. They will have to recognize our home-made money; all those Euro bills that

we are traditionally printing here in the country will no longer be treated as forgery!

I am not so sure about salaries though… The other day somebody published the

findings of an economical forecast research saying that the average pay in Bulgaria

will reach EU standards by the year 2230…  In fact I should not be worried at all, in

fact - that’s not my problem at all. Actually, things changed for me overnight in this

department, which is great! You see, until January 1st 2007 I never made a single

penny as an artist in my own country! I always provided for my family and myself by

commuting to work in places West, South, North and sometimes East of the borders

of Bulgaria, everywhere else but… So, now that my home country is in fact the

whole European Union I can safely say that most of the work I do and most of the

money I earn for the work that I do, I earn at home. And that’s a big relief, I tell you!

In one word, after January 1st 2007, when Bulgaria joined the EU, I turned overnight

from a lumpen artist (for in my country I have virtually no status as an artist, which

is not the way it is outside of the country) into a middle class cultural worker of the

visual persuasion with all those nice benefits such as for instance, traveling to

France (I take the nastiest example…) on my ID card alone and taking great

pleasure to bark back “it’s none of your fucking business” at the border guard when

he/she asks me “what is the purpose of your visit to France”… I can even play now

the solid EU partner to a poor, underprivileged and understaffed visual art NGO in

Skopje, Chisinau or even Istanbul.

Truth is we are living through very interesting times; and not only us in the EU. The

new cycle of modernization is affecting the whole of Eastern Europe and all of its

newly defined micro-regions and split post-socialist identities. There are now

several kinds of countries in what used to be a more or less homogenous post-

socialist region. There are the never-to-be-in-the-EU, the not-yet-in-the-EU, the

never-ever-wanted-to-be-in-the-EU, the just-initiated-into-the-EU, the already-there-

and-proud-of-it-in-the-EU countries and many more. And that’s just taking into

account one very superficial marker, membership into the EU (which itself used to

be a kind of a social-democratic project but is now undergoing a severe crisis of

identity).

Nonetheless, what I have in mind is that all through the formerly socialist Europe

there is a process going on of constructing capitalism out of socialism. This is

actually a process of re-creation of the bourgeois and the middle class who were

largely eradicated in the first years after the revolution in 1917 and after the end of

the war in 1945. Provided these new economies are booming it’s surprising to

realize that this new kind of capitalism is based not on production, new technologies

or stuff like that but actually on “innovative” approaches to consumption, a model

best seen in Russia rather then in China, which is dumping world prices, true, but it

is still producing material commodities, or something, whatever it is they are

actually producing... That does not seem to be the case with Russia, which is only

producing wealth and international scandals, both of these being related to natural

gas and crude oil.

Actually it’s the first generation ever, the first time ever in Russian history when all

(or nearly all) people living in Moscow (and other large cities) have at their disposal

everything which everybody of their contemporaries allover the developed world

(well, nearly allover and nearly everybody) has readily available on the streets of

their cities – from Coca Cola and LG, to Prada, Bvlgari and Hugo Boss. The

problem is not really that few if any of the most consumer-attractive commodities

one can see in Russian cities are produced in Russia. The problem is where does

actually the money come from for the app. ˆ 1000 per month salary I recently heard

being offered to potential metro station managers over the loudspeakers in the

Moscow subway? By any standard, that’s not a really skill-demanding job, while this

kind of money is still something over there… True, the same consumer-satisfying

situation is there for the first time in Bulgarian history as well… But I have not heard

anybody offering such high pay to city employed workers in Sofia, with or without

the EU membership. Yet, in both these countries it’s the first time in history when

modernization is based on consumption. How is this possible? I think through the

conscious, state-sponsored creation of a class of urban consumers which is meant

to sustain the new order. This is the new urban middle class. It is supplying

consumers and it is on the receiving end of the new economy/market.

So, it seems that if you want to have the new kind of capitalism, the neo-capitalism

born out of socialism, first you need to produce a middle class; then you have to

secure for it a certain level of income by relatively wider distribution of the wealth

generated from your natural resources (in the new EU member states that’s the

investment potential which is treated as a “natural resource”); then you have to train

it to consume even though that might mean (at first) living on credit, then you have

the  bourgeoisie and then…

Well, then one starts wondering - if all of this means that we are living through some

reactionary times, then who are the good guys? The question is open since all of us

in the formerly homogenous Eastern Europe are actually enjoying the first time in

our collective history when we have all these things available that would have been

unthinkable just a generation ago… I do not have in mind only the availability of

commodities… I am just wondering if I should forget my life before 1989 with all its

aspects or should I rather draw some lessons from it?... By the way, there are some

nice discounts these months on Bulgarian Black Sea coast real estate…

Sofia, January 31st 2007

Ëó÷åçàð Áîÿäæèåâ (1957 ð.) õóäîæíèê, æèâåò â Ñîôèè, Áîëãàðèÿ

ïåðåâîä Àëåêñàíäð Ñêèäàí



Ïîåçäêà 1. ×êàëîâñêàÿ – Àýðîïîðò.

Òàêñèñò: Ñêîëüêî ó íàñ âðåìåíè?

Ïàññàæèð: Âàæíî íå òî, ñêîëüêî âðåìåíè, à

êàêîå îíî! Ó íàñ, íàâåðíîå, ìíîãî âðåìåíè, íî

ýòî âðåìÿ ðåàêöèè. Ïîñìîòðè: ó íàñ â Ðîññèè

ðàçãîíÿþò äåìîíñòðàöèè, ñàæàþò â òþðüìû áåç

ñóäà è ñëåäñòâèÿ, ñîçäàþò êàðìàííûå ïàðòèè.

Êó÷êà ëþäåé ìîæåò ïðîäàâèòü ëþáîå ðåøåíèå.

È áîëüøàÿ ÷àñòü íàøèõ ñîãðàæäàí íå ñïîðèò ñ

ýòèì – ó íåå íåò âðåìåíè íà ñîïðîòèâëåíèå. Îíà

õîäèò â ñóïåðìàðêåòû, äåëàåò ðåìîíòû,

îáñóæäàåò ñäåëàííûå ïîêóïêè ïî ìîáèëüíûì

òåëåôîíàì. Ëþäè íå ïåðåæèâàþò î ñâîåì

çàìûêàíèè â ÷àñòíîé æèçíè: âåäü â ýòîé ÷àñòíîé

æèçíè îíè óäîâëåòâîðÿþò æåëàíèÿ,

ðàçäåëÿåìûå äðóãèìè, ïðîïàãàíäèðóåìûå â â

ðåàëèòè-øîó, ñåðèàëàõ è áëîêáàñòåðàõ! Äà è

ðóãàòü ïðàâèòåëüñòâî çà âçÿòêè òîæå ïðèÿòíåå

ñ äðóçüÿìè ïî ìîáèëüíîìó òåëåôîíó... À åñëè

îíè âäðóã î ÷åì-òî âñåðüåç çàäóìàþòñÿ, èõ

ñíàáäÿò êàêîé-íèáóäü ìèñòèêîé çàìøåëîé.

Òàêñèñò: Äà, äåãðàäèðîâàë íàø íàðîä. Ðàíüøå

íå òàê áûëî. Ðàíüøå áûë êîëëåêòèâèçì, ëþäè

óëûáàëèñü, ïîìîãàëè äðóã äðóãó. Ñåé÷àñ âîë÷üè

çàêîíû! Íó à ÷òî äåëàòü – ñ âîëêàìè æèòü, ïî

âîë÷üè âûòü!

Ïàññàæèð: Íî êàê æå – íåëüçÿ æå èì

óïîäîáëÿòüñÿ!

Òàêñèñò: Íó äà, ïðÿìî ñåé÷àñ ñòàíåì âñå

çàé÷èêàìè. Âîò ó ìåíÿ æåíà – çàé÷èê. ß åé

ïîêóïàþ êðàñèâûå øàïî÷êè è òàïî÷êè. Íî äëÿ

ýòîãî ÿ äîëæåí çà áàðàíêîé îôèãåâàòü, êîãäà âîò

òóò (ðåçêî âûðóëèâàåò) ï... íåäîó÷åííûå ïî

óëèöàì øàñòàþò!

Ïàññàæèð: Íó òû æå ñàì ãîâîðèøü, ÷òî ðàíüøå

íå òàê áûëî.

Òàêñèñò: Äà êîíå÷íî, ïàðåíü, íå òàê. Òîãäà â

ÃÀÈ ïîðÿäîê áûë. Äà è ëþäè êàê-òî ÷åëîâå÷íåå.

Ñåé÷àñ æå âîò ïîíàåõàëà øàíòðàïà âñÿêàÿ ñ

Êàâêàçà, ñ ãîð ñïóñòèëèñü, èì ñëîìàííûå

æèãóëè âûäàëè – ðóëè, Äæîõàð! Ó íàñ âîò äàæå

ó ïðåçèäåíòà ïîìîùíèê ÷å÷åíåö – ÷åãî æ òû

õî÷åøü!

Ïàññàæèð (îïåøèâ): ×òî æ äåëàòü-òî... Íåóæòî

â ñîâîê îïÿòü, ÷òîá çà ãðàíèöó íå ïóñêàëè, è

áàíàíû òîëüêî ïî-ïðàçäíèêàì!

Òàêñèñò: Íå, ñîâîê óæå íå âåðíóòü, ê

ñîæàëåíèþ. Ýòî ïðîñòî íàñ ãðååò êàê ïàìÿòü.

Òàêèå ïåñíè ÷óâñòâèòåëüíûå áûëè! Çíàåøü, íå

òîñêó íàâåâàëè, êàê ñåé÷àñ, à òàêóþ ñâåòëóþ

ãðóñòü! «Íàäåæäà! Ìîé êîìïàñ çåìíîé». Äà è ñ

áàíàíàìè – êàêàÿ-òî òðîãàòåëüíîñòü áûëà â ýòèõ

áàíàíàõ, îñîáàÿ íåæíîñòü èñ÷åçàíèÿ. À ñåé÷àñ

ïðàâèëüíî òû ãîâîðèøü, áðàòàí, ñåé÷àñ

íàäåæäû íèêàêîé. Áàíàíû êóïèë, ñúåë è âñå –

îíè òîëüêî ðàäóþò, åñëè êîãäà èõ åøü, ïðî ñîâîê

âñïîìèíàåøü, è åùå â ýòî æå âðåìÿ ïî

òåëåâèçîðó ïåñíþ Ïàõìóòîâîé ïåðåäàþò.

Íàì íàäî îáúåäèíÿòüñÿ, ÿ òàê äóìàþ.

Ïàññàæèð: Êîìó «íàì»?

Òàêñèñò: Íó êàê êîìó, ðóññêèì.

Ïàññàæèð: ???

Òàêñèñò: Íó äà, ðàç ìèð âîë÷èé, íàäî â ñòàè

çíà÷èò ñáèâàòüñÿ, ÷òîáû âìåñòå çàùèùàòüñÿ-òî

îò âðàãîâ. Òû òåëèê ñìîòðåë? Íó îíè òàì

áðåøóò ìíîãî, íî â îäíîì íå âðóò:  âñþäó

íàåçäû íà íàñ. Óæå âîò è áåëîðóññû, ãàäû, õîòÿò

çàäàðìà îò íàñ ðàçæèòüñÿ! À âåäü òîæå áûëè

áðàòüÿ, è âîò, îáìàíóëè. Ïîìíèøü, ïåñíÿ òàêàÿ

áûëà? «Ìîëîäîñòü ìîÿ! Áåëîðóññèÿ!» Ýõ!

Ïàññàæèð: Òàê òû æå ãîâîðèë, ÷òî òîñêóåøü

ïî çàäóøåâíîñòè, áðàòñòâó?

Òàêñèñò: Íó òàê, à ÿ òåáå ïðî ÷òî? Òû ïî-ðóññêè

ïîíèìàåøü âîîáùå? (Ñ ïîäîçðåíèåì

îãëÿäûâàåò ïàññàæèðà).

Âîò ìåæäó íàìè (àêöåíò íà «íàìè»), êîíå÷íî,

íóæíî êàê-òî ÷òî-òî âûñòðîèòü òàêîå áðàòñêîå.

À òî ó íàñ ìåíòû íà äåíüãè ÷å÷åíöåâ æèâóò, à

îëèãàðõè – íà äåíüãè Èçðàèëÿ. Ïðàâèòåëè æå

ïî öåðêâàì õîäÿò, à ìèëëèàðäû íàðîäíûå â

Àìåðèêå õðàíÿò.

Ïàññàæèð: Âîò èìåííî – êàê æå òû ìîæåøü èì

âåðèòü! Îíè îò Çàïàäà ñòðèãóò êóïîíû, åçäÿò

òóäà íà ëûæàõ êàòàòüñÿ, à òåáå âïàðèâàþò ïðî

íàöèþ ðóññêóþ, ÷òîáû îíè íå ëåçëè ñî ñâîåé

äåìîêðàòèåé. Áûëà áû äåìîêðàòèÿ –

ñêîâûðíóëè áû îëèãàðõèþ!

Òàêñèñò: Òàê Çàïàä òîæå íå õî÷åò çäåñü íèêàêîé

äåìîêðàòèè! Îí ïîíèìàåò, ÷òî äåìîêðàòèÿ ó íàñ

áóäåò íà-öèî-íàëüíàÿ. Òàê ÷òî îíè òîæå ýòó

ïóðãó ïðî äåìîêðàòèþ äëÿ âèäó ïóñêàþò. Èì

îäíî íàäî, ÷òîáû Ðîññèÿ áûëà ïîñëàáåå.

Ïîýòîìó îíè ãðûçíþ êàêóþ-íèáóäü ïîääåðæàò,

èëè ìîëîäåæü îòìîðîæåííóþ, à íå íàðîä ÷òîá

ðåøàë. À ó ñàìèõ âñå òî æå – òîëüêî î ñåáå,

ëþáèìûõ, äóìàþò. Ñåé÷àñ âñå-òàêè åñòü ó íàñ

â ïîëèòèêå õîòü êàêîé-òî íàöèîíàëüíûé âåêòîð,

âñå æ ïîëåã÷àëî ëþäÿì.

Ïàññàæèð: Òàê òû æ â àýðîïîðò ëþäåé âîçèøü

– ðàçîéäåìñÿ ñ Çàïàäîì, êîãî òû áóäåøü âîçèòü?

Òàêñèñò? ß, âî-ïåðâûõ, âîîáùå èíæåíåð ïî

ïðîôåññèè. À âî-âòîðûõ, ÿ æå íå ïðîòèâ, åñëè

êòî ñúåçäèò íåíàäîëãî...

Ïàññàæèð: Íó, ñïàñèáî.

Òàêñèñò: Äà íå çà ÷òî. Êñòàòè, ïîäúåçæàåì. Ñ

òåáÿ 500 âîçüìó, ïîòîìó êàê ÷åëîâåê òû ðóññêèé,

ðàññóäèòåëüíûé.

Ïîåçäêà 2. Ñò.ì. Ìîñêîâñêàÿ - ×êàëîâñêàÿ.

Ïàññàæèð ëîâèò òàêñè. Îñòàíàâëèâàåòñÿ
ïîäåðæàííàÿ Òîéîòà. Âíóòðè èíòåëëèãåíòíûé
âîäèòåëü â ïèäæàêå.

Ïàññàæèð: Çäðàâñòâóéòå, äî ×êàëîâñêîé íå
ïîäâåçåòå?
Òàêñèñò: Äà, ñàäèòåñü ïîæàëóéñòà.
Ïàññàæèð: Ñïàñèáî. Âàì, íàâåðíîå, ïî äîðîãå?
Òàêñèñò: Äà íåò, ïðîñòî ñåé÷àñ öåíû âñå
âûðîñëè, ïðèõîäèòñÿ ïîñëå ëåêöèé øóñòðèòü,
÷òîáû áàíüêó íà äà÷å ïîñòðîèòü. Ïðèáàâî÷íîå
ðàáî÷åå âðåìÿ, êàê íàñ â ñîâåòñêîå âðåìÿ ó÷èëè.
Ïàññàæèð: Äà. À òåïåðü - âðåìÿ ðåàêöèè!
Òàêñèñò: Òàê ó íàñ íå âðåìÿ, à ìåñòî ðåàêöèè.
Ó íàñ íàðîä òàêîé: ÷òî ñ íèì íå äåëàé, áóäåò
ñëóøàòüñÿ ñèëüíîé ðóêè. Íåò ó íåãî ìîðàëüíûõ
èíòåðåñîâ, öåííîñòåé, ÷òî ëè. È íèêîãäà íå
áûëî. Íó âîò, ïîñìîòðèòå, ÷òî ÿ ãîâîðþ (ðåçêî
âûðóëèâàåò). Íó êàê æå òàê ìîæíî ïîäðåçàòü!!!
Âîò Âû íåáîñü èç Åâðîïû ïðèëåòåëè – íó òàì
âîîáùå òàê íåìûñëèìî ïîñòóïàòü. Íå-ìûñ-ëè-
ìî!
Ïàññàæèð: Íó à ìû ñ Âàìè êàê, òîæå òàêèå ðàáû
ïðèðîæäåííûå?
Òàêñèñò: Íó íåò, â Ðîññèè åñòü âñå-òàêè
òðàäèöèÿ íåáîëüøîé åâðîïåèçèðîâàííûé êëàññ
èìåòü, ýòî åùå ñ Ïåòðà Ïåðâîãî. Íî ìû íèêàê
íå ìîæåì êîíòðîëèðîâàòü òîëïó ýòó – íå õî÷åò
îíà îáùå÷åëîâå÷åñêèõ öåííîñòåé, è âñå òóò.
Ïàññàæèð: Ìèíóòî÷êó! Åñëè ýòè åâðîïåéöû
ïðåçèðàþò íàøèõ îáûâàòåëåé, òî òå åùå áîëüøå
ñòàíîâÿòñÿ ðàáàìè! À ñàìè çàïàäíûå æóð-
íàëèñòû è ïîëèòèêè ÷àñòî ïåðåíîñÿò ýòî
îòíîøåíèå è íà íàñ ñ Âàìè! Ïîýòîìó ìíîãèì è
îáèäíî: ñòàðàåøüñÿ äîêàçàòü, ÷òî òû íå âåðá-
ëþä, ëþáèøü èõ ãîðÿ÷î, ýòèõ åâðîïåéöåâ, à îíè
âñå èçó÷àþò, íåò ëè â òåáå ÷åãî àíòèëè-
áåðàëüíîãî? Ñåãîäíÿ ó íàñ ïî òåëåâèçîðó
ïîêàçûâàþò îäèí ñïëîøíîé êîìïëåêñ íåïîëíî-
öåííîñòè! «Íèêîìó íå ïîçâîëèì Ðîññèþ
îáèæàòü!» «Ðîññèÿ ýíåðãåòè÷åñêàÿ ñâåðõäå-
ðæàâà, à êòî ýòî åùå íå ïîíÿë, òîãî êàñòðèðóåì
íà ìåñòå!» Ýòî äåéñòâèòåëüíî ðå÷ü îçëîáëåí-
íûõ ðàáîâ, èñïîäâîëü âûäàþùèõ ñâîå íè÷òî-
æåñòâî. Íî ðàáîâ, êîòîðûå ïîëíîñòüþ ðàçî÷à-
ðîâàëèñü â ñîáñòâåííîì «ãîñïîäèíå», òî åñòü
Çàïàäå.
Òàêñèñò: Òàê ýòî âñåãäà òàê áûâàåò! Ìàññàì íå
íóæíû ëèáåðàëüíûå öåííîñòè! Îíè âûðîñëè â
íàñèëèè. Ýòî íå ìû èõ ïðåçèðàåì, ýòî ó íèõ â
ñåìüå, âî äâîðå íå óâàæàþò ÷åëîâå÷åñêóþ
ëè÷íîñòü! Êóëüòóðû íåò, ïðîñâåùåíèÿ!
Ïàññàæèð: Íî ðàçâå ìîæíî ïîëó÷èòü êóëüòóðó
èç-ïîä ïàëêè! Íàäî ÷òîáû ëþäè ñàìè íàøëè
îáùèé èíòåðåñ ñî âñåìè äðóãèìè ëþäüìè!
Òàêñèñò: Äà, âîò ÿ ðàçâå ÷òî íàäåþñü, ÷òî
êàïèòàëèçì, ðûíîê êîãäà-íèáóäü ñôîðìèðóþò
ó íèõ ýòè îáùå÷åëîâå÷åñêèå öåííîñòè! ×åãî
äåëèòü ñ Çàïàäîì, åñëè íàäî òîðãîâàòü ñ íèì!
×òî äåëèòü ñ òàäæèêàìè – ïóñòü ñåáå ðàáîòàþò,
ó íàñ è òàê íåò ðàáî÷èõ ðóê!
Ïàññàæèð: Â òîì-òî è äåëî, ÷òî ñåé÷àñ
êàïèòàëèñòû è ðûíî÷íèêè íàó÷èëèñü îáõî-
äèòüñÿ áåç îáùå÷åëîâå÷åñêèõ öåííîñòåé.
Òî÷íåå, äëÿ íèõ òå, êòî íå ðàçäåëÿåò ýòèõ
öåííîñòåé – ýòî óæå êàê áû íå ëþäè, à íîñèòåëè
çëà. Ïîðî÷íûé êðóã ïîëó÷àåòñÿ!
Òàêñèñò: Ïîæàëóé, Âû ïðàâû. Âðåìÿ, ïîíè-
ìàåøü, ðåàêöèè. Íó äà ÷òî äåëàòü, ðàç âðåìÿ
òàêîå! Íàäî çíà÷èò, äàâèòü áåçæàëîñòíî ýòó
àìîðàëüíóþ ñâîëî÷ü, âîò êàê ýòîò, íà ìåðñåäåñå
– ðàçâå ìîæíî íà òàêîé ñêîðîñòè ðóëèòü! Áóø
òàì ïðàâèëüíî äåëàåò, ÷òî äàâèò èõ. À ó íàñ âîò
ïîøëè íà ïîâîäó ó ýòèõ ìàññ... Íó, ó íàñ âñåãäà
âñå âêðèâü è âêîñü!
Ñ âîëêàìè æèòü – ïî âîë÷üè âûòü! Íó, âîò ìû è
ïðèåõàëè. Ñ âàñ 300 ðóáëåé – ðûíîê åñòü ðûíîê!

Äèàëîã 3. Óòîïèÿ è ñóáúåêòèâíîñòü.

Ïàññàæèð ïðèõîäèò äîìîé. Òàì åãî âñòðå÷àåò
æåíà. Íàçîâåì åå «Ïàññàæèðêà»

Ïàññàæèðêà: Íó, êàê ñúåçäèë, íåíàãëÿäíûé?
Ïàññàæèð: Äà âîò, âñþäó âðåìÿ ðåàêöèè.
Ïàññàæèðêà: Òû ÷òî, áåëåíû îáúåëñÿ? Êàêîé
ðåàêöèè? Òû ïîñìîòðè, êàêóþ ÿ ïîñóäîìîå÷íóþ
ìàøèíó êóïèëà? Ýòî æå ïðÿìî íîâûé äðóã
ñåìüè ñ èíîñòðàííûì èìåíåì Âèðëïóë!
Ïàññàæèð: Äà íåò, ÿ èìåþ â âèäó, ÷òî ëþäè íå
õîòÿò áîëüøå ñâîáîäû!
Ïàññàæèðêà: Òàê ýòà ìàøèíà, îíà è äàåò
ñâîáîäó, ñâîáîäó âðåìåíè! À òû õî÷åøü íå
ñâîáîäû, à íàîáîðîò, ÷òîáû âñå ýòî âðåìÿ
çàïîëíÿëè êîìñîìîëüñêèìè ñîáðàíèÿìè!
Ïàññàæèð: Äà íåò, ÿ õî÷ó, ÷òîáû âðåìÿ áûëî
èíòåðåñíûì...
Ïàññàæèðêà: Íåò, íàøå âðåìÿ – ýòî íå âðåìÿ
ðåàêöèè. «Âðåìÿ ðåàêöèè», èãðà íà ïîíèæåíèå
– ýòî ëîçóíã ñàìèõ ðåàêöèîíåðîâ – çëîáíûõ
íàöèîíàëèñòîâ è âÿëûõ ëèáåðàëîâ. Íàøå âðåìÿ
– âðåìÿ îñóùåñòâëÿþùåéñÿ Óòîïèè. Âðåìÿ
âîëøåáíûõ ìàøèí. Âðåìÿ, êîãäà äðåâíÿÿ ìàãèÿ
è ðåëèãèÿ ðåàëèçóþò äðåâíþþ ìå÷òó ÷åëîâåêà
î ãîñïîäñòâå íàä ïðèðîäîé. (Âîò, íà âûñòàâêå
«Âåðþ» èíòåðåñíàÿ ðàáîòà: ÿáëî÷êî åçäèò ïî
ãàäàòåëüíîé ðîìàøêå, à ó íåãî â ñåðåäêå
òåëåïåðåäà÷à èäåò, ïðîøëûõ ëåò).
À íàä ëþäüìè ÷åëîâåê áîëüøå íå õî÷åò
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Àðòåì Ìàãóí (ðîä. 1974) ôèëîñîô, æèâåò â

Ïåòåðáóðãå, ÷ëåí ðàáî÷åé ãðóïïû ×òî äåëàòü?”

âëàñòâîâàòü. Ïóñòü ýòèì çàíèìàþòñÿ ñêó÷íûå
áþðîêðàòû. Âïðî÷åì, íåóäèâèòåëüíî, ÷òî
ðîæäàåòñÿ â îòâåò íà ýòó óòîïèþ «ðåàêöèÿ». Â
óòîïèè òû êàê áû âñåãäà «â ãîñòÿõ ó ñêàçêè»
(áûëà òàêàÿ ïåðåäà÷à â íàøåì äåòñòâå). À
÷åëîâåê, îí áîèòñÿ äîëãî ãîñòèòü – åãî òÿíåò
äîìîé. Íó è ïîòîì îïÿòü æå: ñòðàøíî, êîãäà
òâîè æåëàíèÿ óäîâëåòâîðÿþòñÿ – ãäå òû
íàéäåøü íîâûå!
Îòñþäà íåêèé ñèìáèîç ñåãîäíÿøíåé óòîïèè:
ìå÷òû ñáûâàþòñÿ, íî ïîä âèäîì
áëàãîócòðîéñòâà ñîáñòâåííîãî äîìà! Â ðàìêàõ
ýêîíîìèêè, «äîìîñòðîÿ»: òî åñòü äâèæåíèÿ,
êîòîðîå âñåãäà âîçâðàùàåòñÿ äîìîé.
Íî äàæå òàêàÿ óòîïèÿ ïóãàåò: îòñþäà
íîñòàëüãèÿ ïî ñîâåòñêîìó ïðîøëîìó,
ïðîøëîìó íåóäîâëåòâîðåííûõ æåëàíèé.
Îòñþäà ïîèñêè èäåíòè÷íîñòè âñåõ ñîðòîâ –
÷òîáû êàæäûé çíàë òî ñâîå ìåñòî, â êîòîðîå
îí òàùèò âîëøåáíûå ìàøèíû ãîñòåâàíèÿ:
ìîáèëüíûå òåëåôîíû, òåëåâèçîðû è ò.ä.
Ïàññàæèð: Òû òóò, ìàòü, áåç ìåíÿ, ïî-ìîåìó
ïåðåñïàëà ñ äåððèäåàíöåì.
Ïàññàæèðêà: À õîòü áû è òàê? Âåðíèòå
æåíùèíàì íî÷ü! Take back the night! Íå òâîå
äåëî, ñ êåì ÿ ñïëþ, âàæíî, ñ êåì ÿ æèâó. Òû íå
ìîé âîäèòåëü, à ÿ íå òâîÿ ïàññàæèðêà.
Ïàññàæèð: Íó-íó. Íî ïî ñóùåñòâó äåëà – òû
ôàêòè÷åñêè ãîâîðèøü î ñóáúåêòèâíîñòè. Íî
âåäü ÿ î òîì è òîëêóþ – êàê âîññòàíîâèòü
÷åëîâåêó ñóáúåêòèâíîñòü? Êàê ðàç ðåàêöèÿ
íàïðàâëåíà ïðîòèâ äåìîêðàòè÷åñêîãî ñóáúåêòà,
ïî-ìîåìó...
Ïàññàæèðêà: Äà íåò, ñóáúåêò ýòî è åñòü
ðåàêöèÿ. Ðåàêöèÿ íà óòîïèþ. Íî êîíå÷íî,
íàñòîÿùèé ñóáúåêò íå îñòàíàâëèâàåòñÿ íà
äîìàøíèõ ôîðìàõ èäåíòè÷íîñòè: íàöèè,
ìîðàëüíîì ñàìîñîçíàíèè. Îí ñïóñêàåòñÿ
äàëüøå – â íî÷ü, â ðàçîðâàííîñòü, â áîëü î
íåâîçâðàòèìîì ïðîøëîì. Îí ïðîèçâîäèò,
ñâîèì «ðåàêöèîííûì» óõîäîì, ïî-íàñòîÿùåìó
ðåâîëþöèîííûé ïåðåâîðîò.
Ïàññàæèð: Íî ðåâîëþöèÿ âåäü óòîïè÷íà?
Ïàññàæèðêà: Ðåâîëþöèÿ êàê ðàç, êàê

óêàçûâàåò ñàìî ñëîâî – ðå-àêòèâíà, ñóáúåêòèâíà.
Íî â íåé åñòü ñ ñàìîãî íà÷àëà è óòîïèÿ:
çàõâàòûâàþùå áëèçêàÿ, òàêàÿ, ÷òî õî÷åòñÿ ñäåëàòü
øàã íàçàä, îäóìàòüñÿ, âñïîìíèòü ñåáÿ...
Õîä ðåâîëþöèè – ýòî êàê ðàç äèàëåêòèêà ñóáúåêòèâ-
íîñòè è óòîïèè. Êîãäà Áåíüÿìèí ïèøåò ïðî
ìåññèàíñêèé ìîìåíò, â êîòîðûé âñïîìèíàþòñÿ âñå
íåðåàëèçîâàííûå âîçìîæíîñòè, òî ýòî çâó÷èò íå
òàê îïòèìèñòè÷íî, êàê êàæåòñÿ: â ýòîò ñòðàøíûé
ìîìåíò ÷åëîâåê ìîæåò âåäü è îòêàçàòüñÿ îò ñâîåé
ñáûâàþùåéñÿ ìå÷òû ðàäè êèñëî-ñëàäêèõ âîñïî-
ìèíàíèé î íåñáûâøåìñÿ...
Ïàññàæèð: Òàê ÷òî, òû îïðàâäûâàåøü
íàöèîíàëèñòîâ?
Ïàññàæèðêà: Äà íåò, ÿ ïðîñòî íå õîòåëà áû îòäàòü
èì íà îòêóï ðåàêöèþ. Îíè ñàìè åå íå ïîíèìàþò,
äóìàþò, ðå÷ü èäåò î ÷åì-òî ïîçèòèâíîì, âíåøíåì,
÷óòü ëè íå ïðèðîäíîì. À âåäü ñóáúåêò óõîäèò
ãëóáîêî âîâíóòðü, äàëüøå, ÷åì óþò è ñåìüÿ, èëè â
ñàìó æóòü óþòà è ñòðàííîñòü ñåìåéíîñòè!
Òî÷íî òàê æå ÿ íå õîòåëà áû îòäàâàòü ëèáåðàëàì
íà îòêóï óòîïèþ. Óòîïèÿ – ýòî áîëüøå, ÷åì
óþòíûé ïðîñìîòð ôèëüìà ïðî èíîïëàíåòÿí èëè
ñìñ â Ãîíêîíã. Óòîïèÿ ìîæåò áûòü íå òîëüêî äîìà,
à è â ãîñòÿõ...
Ïàññàæèð: Òåïåðü ïîíÿòíî. Ðåâîëþöèÿ áóäåò
îçíà÷àòü – îòãîðîäèòüñÿ îò ïðîçðà÷íîãî ìàãè÷åñ-
êîãî ìèðà è ïîçâàòü âñåõ â ãîñòè – äà òàê, ÷òîáû
ñàìîìó ñòàòü, êàê Çàðàòóñòðà, ãîñòåì ãîñòåé.
Ïàññàæèðêà: Èëè ñëîìàòü ïåðåãîðîäêè, îáúåäè-
íèòüñÿ, è ïîñòðîèòü èíñòèòóòû íàñòîÿùåé
ñóáúåêòèâàöèè: ó÷èòü ëþäåé, êàê ïðàâèòü ñîáîé,
êàê ëå÷èòü ñåáÿ è ó÷èòü ñåáÿ...
Ïàññàæèð: Ñîãëàñåí â ïðèíöèïå. Íó ÷òî æ, â ÷åñòü
ìîåãî âîçâðàùåíèÿ âûïüåì ýòîãî ñóãóáî íàöèî-
íàëüíîãî äàãåñòàíñêîãî êîíüÿêà çà ðåâîëþöèîííîå
îáúåäèíåíèå âñåõ ïàññàæèðîâ, à òàêæå âîäèòåëåé
Çåìëè!
Ïàññàæèðêà: Çàîäíî è Âèðëïóëà îáìîåì...

Trip 1. Chkalovskaya Metro Station – Airport

Driver: How much time is there?

Passenger: The question is not how much time there is, but what kind of time it is! We have

plenty of time, but all of it is the time of reaction. Look: here in Russia, they are breaking up

demonstrations, putting people into prison without due process, and creating loyal oppositional

political parties. A small group of people is capable of pushing through any decision it likes. And

most of our fellow citizens don’t contest this: they have no time to react! They go to malls, repair

their apartments, and discuss their purchases on their mobile phones. People don’t regret their

enclosure in private life: in this private life, they satisfy desires shared by others, desires that

are advocated in reality shows, TV series and blockbusters! And even to criticize your government

makes more sense if you use a mobile phone... But if these fellow citizens actually start thinking

about something serious, they will be immediately given some religion or some occult bullshit

substitute.

Driver: Yes, our people have gotten worse. It wasn’t like this before. There used to be collectivism;

people smiled at one another, and helped one another. But now, it is the time of the wolves.

And, as a Russian proverb goes, if you live with wolves, you howl with wolves.

Passenger: Yes, but we don’t have to be like them!

Driver: Ok, so we all become small pretty pussycats. My wife is a kind of pussycat. I buy her

cute fur hats and fur coats. But to do this, I need to sit behind this wheel all day long, in this city

which (he suddenly brakes and quickly turns the wheel to the right) is full of ignorant

motherfuckers who can’t even drive a bike but buy themselves a car!

Passenger: But you say yourself it wasn’t like this before!

Driver: Of course, man, there is no comparison. Back then, the road police was OK. And people

were somehow more human. And now, the rabble from Cauacasus is everywhere – they just

come down from the mountains, get a broken Zhiguli, and there you go, drive on, Jokhar! What

do you want if our president has an aide who is a Chechen!

Passenger (shocked): But what do you want? You want to go back to Soviet times, when they

didn’t let you cross the border, and only sold bananas on holidays?

Driver: No, no. There is no chance of returning to Soviet times. They only warm us with their

memory. The songs were so touching back then! You know, they didn’t convey anguish, as they

do now, but light sadness...”Hope was our compass in the world,” as one of them said. And

even the bananas: there was something about those rare bananas, a special tenderness of

disappearance. And now – you’re totally right, man – now there’s no hope. You buy your bananas,

eat them, and that’s it. They only make you happy if you remember Soviet times while eating

them, and at the same time they play Pakhmutova’s songs on TV! I think we need to unite.

Passenger: Who are “we”?

Driver: We, the Russians.

Passenger: ???

Driver: Yes! Since the world is full of wolves, we need to form packs to defend ourselves from

our enemies. Have you watched TV lately? Ok, they bullshit there a lot, but one thing is true:

everyone around us is trying to fuck us over.  Now even the Belorussians, those motherfuckers,

want to get rich at our expense! They were our brothers too, and they’re trying to cheat us. You

remember the song: “Oh, our young times! Belorussia!” Oh-oh-oh (he sighs).

Passenger: But you just said that you miss the sentiment of brotherhood!

Driver: So? That’s exactly what I’m telling you about! Do you understand Russisn or not? (He

suspiciously inspects the passenger). Ok, we need to build some kind of brotherhood. Because

now, the cops live on Chechen money; the Oligarchs are helped by Israel. And the rulers spend

their free time in churches, but keep their billions in the West!

Passenger: Exactly! That’s why you shouldn’t trust a word of what they say! They feed on the

West, they ski there, and for you, they sing songs of the Russian nation so the Westerners don’t

jump in with their “democracy.” If we actually had democracy here, we would get rid of the

oligarchs.

Driver: Ok, but the West doesn’t want any democracy here! They undestand that if we do have

democracy, it will be a national, Russian democracy. That’s why this democracy talk is blablabla.

The West just wants Russia to be weak and not dangerous. So they support trouble, support

crazy youngsters, and not the will of the Russian people. And at home, in the West, it’s the

same thing. They can only think of themselves there!
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However, we do have at least some national vector in politics,

so it’s gotten a little better these days, at least better than in

Yeltsin’s time.

The passenger: But you drive people to the airport. Who

would you drive if we actually separated from the West?

The driver: First of all, I’m an engineer by training and not a

taxi driver. And second, I don’t mind at all if somebody wants

to go to the West, for a short while at least...

The passenger: Thank you very much.

The driver: My pleasure. We’re almost there, by the way. I’ll

only charge you 500, because you’re a good, considerate,

and Russian person.

Trip 2.  Moskovskaya Metro Station – Chkalovskaya

The passenger catches a taxi. A used Toyota stops. Inside,

there is a visibly cultured driver in a suit.

Passenger: Hello, would you please give me a ride to

Chkalovskaya?

Driver: Yes, please do get in.

Passenger: Thanks. Are you just going in the same direction?

Is that why you picked me?

Driver: No, it’s just that the prices went up, and I need to do

some work after my lectures to build a bath at my country

house. Surplus labor time, as they taught us in Soviet times.

Passenger: Yes... And now, it is the time of reaction!

Driver: No, it is not the time of reaction: it is the place of

reaction! It’s our people: whatever you give them, they only

obey a strong hand. They don’t have moral interests or

values... And they’ve never had them in fact! This is exactly

what I’m talking about (He suddenly and quickly turns the

wheel). How can you drive like this? For instance you. You’re

coming from the airport, right? From Europe? In Europe they

would never behave like that crazy driver! Ne-ver!

Passenger: And what about you and I: were we also born

slaves?

Driver: No, after all since Peter the Great, there’s been a

tradition in Russia to have a small Europeanized class. But

we Europeans can’t control this crowd here: they just don’t

have human values, period.

Passenger: Just a moment! If the Europeans despise our

common people, then the latter become even more like

slaves! And the Western journalists and politicians often apply

this attitude to all Russians including ourselves! That’s why

many are upset! You try to prove you are not a barbarian,

that you love Europe wholeheartedly, and they still look at

closely to check whether you’re liberal enough! Look at what’s

on TV: it’s just one big inferiority complex! “We won’t let

anyone offend our dear mother Russia!”  “Russia is an

energetic superpower, and whoever didn’t get that will be

castrated immediately.” This is actually the discourse of

resentful slaves who implicitly betray their own slavishness!

But these slaves are disappointed in their master, the West!

Driver: But it’s always been like this! The masses have no

need for liberal values! They’ve grown up in violence. And

it’s not we who despise them. Their own families and streets

have no respect for the human personality! They lack culture,

and never went through the Enlightenment!

Passenger: But can you get culture through oppression?

People should themselves seek their common interest with

others!

Driver: Yeah, that’s my only hope. Maybe capitalism and the

market will one day form human values in these people! What

divides them from the West? It’s better to do business with it!

What divides them from the Tadzhiks? Let them work – we

can do with the work force anyway!

Passenger: But the problem is that the capitalists have

learned to do without human values. Or rather, for them, those

who don’t share these values are not even people, but

“rogues”. It’s a vicious circle, isn’t it?

Driver: I guess you’re right. These are reactionary times. So

what is to be done? We need to smash this immoral rabble:

like this one, in the Mercedes. How can he turn like this, at

speeds like that! Bush is right to press those people down.

And here, they follow these masses...In this country,

everything is always wrong! To live with wolves means to howl

with wolves! Ok, here we are. 300 rubles, please. Business

is business!

Dialogue 3. Utopia and Subjectivity

The passenger comes home. His wife meets him.

Wife: So, how was the trip, sweetie?

Passenger: We are living in reactionary times!

Wife: Are you crazy? Reactionary times? What are you talking

about? Look at this dishwasher I’ve just bought! It’s a new

friend of the family with the foreign name of “Whirlpool”!

Passenger: I mean, people around the world no longer want

freedom!

Wife: But that’s exactly what this dishwasher gives you:

freedom of time! And what you want is not freedom, but that

one fills in all this time with Young Communist League

meetings!

Passenger: No, I just want time to become interesting!

Wife: No, our time is not the time of reaction. “Reactionary

times” is the slogan of reactionaries themselves! It’s a slogan

of resentful nationalists and bored liberals! Quite on the

contrary: our time is the time of utopia in the process of its

actualization. The time of magic machines. The time in which

ancient magic and religion are finally being realized as the

dream of the human mastery over nature. (Remember that

exhibition I BELIEVE? There was an interesting piece there:

an apple rolls over a chamomile flower that is usually used

for divination, and in the middle of this flower there is a TV

program from the Soviet time.) The human being no longer

wants to be a master over other humans. Let bureaucrats

deal with that. Well, it’s not surprising that there is a “reaction”

to this utopia. In a utopian situation, you are always “a guest

in the fairy tale” (there used to be a TV show like that when

we were kids). People are afraid of being guests for too long;

they want to go home pretty quickly. Of course, it’s scary to

see your desires realized: where do you get new ones? Hence,

the symbiosis characteristic of today’s utopia: dreams come

true, but under the pretext of repairing one’s own home! Utopia

triumphs in the context of economy (household-management),

as a movement that always returns home! But even such a

utopia is scary for many: hence the nostalgia for the Soviet

past, for the past of unrealized wishes. Hence, the search for

all kinds of identity. People want to know their place, the place

they bring all the magic “visitation machines” like cell phones,

TV sets, etc.

Passenger: Have you been sleeping with a Derridean while

I was away?

Wife: So what if I have?  Take back the night! Who I sleep

with is none of your business. What’s important is who I live

with!

Passenger: I see! Let’s get back to the question. The return

you mention is in fact the definition of subjectivity. But I’m

talking about subjectivity too, and I don’t see it as something

that is already there. For me, the issue is actually how to

restore human subjectivity! I think reaction target the

democratic subject!

Wife: No. Subjectivity is reactionary itself. Subjectivity is the

reaction against utopia. But, of course, the true subject doesn’t

satisfy itself with the domesticated forms of subjectivity such

as nation, or moral self-consciousness. Subjectivity descends

deeper into the night, into disruption, into the pain of the

irretrievable past. The subject performs a true revolution with

its “reactionary” retreat...

Passenger: But isn’t revolution utopian, on the contrary?

Wife: Well, revolution is, first of all, reactive and subjective

(as the word itself shows). But of course, there is also a utopia

present there: the utopia that is so overwhelmingly close that

one wants to take a step back, to think, to remember oneself.

The progress of revolution is the dialectic of subjectivity and

utopia.

When Walter Benjamin writes about the messianic moment,

in which all the non-realized opportunities are recalled

together, this may sound less enthusiastic than usually

understood: in this terrible moment, people can refuse to

realize their dreams for the sake of bitter-sweet memories of

the non-realized!

Passenger: So  you’re justifying the nationalists?

Wife: No, I just don’t want to give them the notion of “reaction”

without a fight.

They don’t understand what reaction is. They think it is a

return to something positive, external, even natural. But the

subject goes deeply inside, further down than the comfort

and the family, or into the very uncanniness of the comfort

and the family! Similarly, I wouldn’t want to give utopia away

to the liberals. Utopia is more than comfortably watching a

movie about aliens from outer space or sending an instant

message to Hong Kong! Utopia can force you from your home

and turn you into a visitor of another world!

Passenger: Now I see. The revolution will mean to seclude

oneself from the transparent magic world and to call everyone

to visit, becoming like Zarathustra, a guest of guests.

Wife: Or to break down the barriers, to unite, and to build the

institutions of true subjectivation: to teach people, how to rule

themselves, how to heal themselves, and how to teach

themselves...

Passenger: I agree, in principle. Ok, so let’s toast to my return

with this national Daghestani brandy, to the revolutionary

union of all passengers and all drivers on the Earth!

Wife: Ok, and to our new Whirlpool, of course!



In December of 2005 in the city of Sao Paulo, at the annual conference of the

International Committee for Museums and Collections of Modern Art (CIMAM), a

German critic named Walter Grasskamp challenged the twentieth-century claim that the

museum can be the institutional frame of a universal aesthetic language. He pointed

instead to the globalisation of an essentially Western set of cultural codes, including the

all-absorbing code of exoticism – a cannibalistic aesthetic whereby any sort of curiosity

is admired because it is different. For Grasskamp, the art museum is comparable to the

Wunderkammer, or curiosity cabinet. According to him, it’s very small – what you see all

across the world, at the basis of modern art museums, are the same 100 artists. The

rest are just curiosities.

The philosopher Maurizio Lazzarato spoke at the same event. He posits the museum as

support base and relay point for an engagement with the outside – particularly with the

massive technical infrastructures of globalization. The artist Ursula Biemann

represented one of those infrastructures: the Baku-Tbilisi-Ceyhan oil pipeline, whose

construction she documented in a video called Black Sea Files. And the psychoanalyst

Suely Rolnik further suggested that artistic experiments can transform even the basic

universalising structure of the Western ego, which negates the Other.

When I took the floor to say what follows, I was conscious of being among a small circle.

We are obviously not part of the 100 major figures who have laid the foundations of the

global museum institution; but maybe of a more modest Global 1000 who attempt to

make the transnational art museum into a crossroads between art, the social sciences

and political activism. We try to constitute critical laboratories, mobile theatres, virtual

editing tables, and even experimental clinics for the exploration of possible alternatives.

Because of the decay in the political, economic, and psychological conditions of human

coexistence, our star has risen a little on the museum’s horizon. But we are constantly

faced with the reality of the art system – which in Sao Paulo includes large numbers of

millionaires whose money pays for it. Imagine me looking out at the faces of the

millionaires as I describe some of the difficulties ahead for the Global 1000.

The first difficulty is that the art museum functions within a massive economy of tourism.

Major cities compete for human and financial flows. The basic formula that urbanists

have found for success is the “creative city,” which is home to the “creative class.” To

become a magnet for tourism and finance, cities use cultural facilities and amenities to

attract the most talented stockbrokers, scientists, engineers, entrepreneurs, musicians,

and of course artists. These key people are estimated by the sociologist Richard Florida

to make up a little less than 2% of the world’s population. That’s 100-150 million people

who constitute what he calls the “super-creative class”: people making innovations in

the economy of images and signs. Cities compete for these people.

This competition merely intensifies the age-old concern of economic elites for the

accumulation of a superior kind of mental and sentimental agility that is stimulated by

the Wunderkammer. Indeed, art has always been inseparable from upward mobility.

Reflect on historian Immanuel Wallerstein’s idea that the very definition of the bourgeois

is the desire to become an aristocrat: that is, to live off invested capital and thus acquire

the leisure to partake in cultural life. A version of this historical dream is still an

underlying motive for creative class people, even those who do graphic design or

interior decorating. And this desire for culture is what provides the legitimacy, financial

support and interest for the alternative practices of what I am jokingly calling the Global

1000.

Nonetheless, a contradiction invariably develops between the interests of the elites and

a kind of art that is situated between aesthetics, the social sciences and politics. Let’s

face it: this kind of art is not about upward mobility, and you can only hide that fact for so

long. If we want to develop such practices further, then sources of support, legitimacy

and interest must be found outside of the financial elites and outside the creative-class

subjectivity they foster.

I’ll return to this in a moment. But first let’s consider the fact that global tourism is

coming under siege – no doubt because of the huge inequalities it depends on. Richard

Florida is now talking about “creative class war,” by which he means the revolt of the

poor against the rich. It is significant that tourists have been directly attacked: in Luxor,

Egypt; in Bali, Indonesia; in Sharm el-Sheikh, again in Egypt. It is also significant that in

November of 2005, during the banlieue riots in France where I live, at least one

prestigious theatre was attacked by some twenty youths. As a battering ram they used a

Twingo, which used to be considered a chic creative-class car. One of the widely

expressed fears during these riots in Paris was that levels of tourism would be

negatively affected. However, they were not. Tourists are apparently getting used to this

sort of thing.

I stress the point because I am concerned about the role that the so-called creative city

can play in what might be called “the urbanisation of blindness.” The idea came to me in

the southern coast of Spain, near the town of El Ejido, where I saw gleaming white

tourist complexes being constructed right next to industrial greenhouses in which

undocumented African labourers work under conditions of extreme exploitation. How is

it that people can vacation in conditions of such severe inequality without being deeply

troubled? What kinds of dark glasses do they put around their subjectivity so that they

only see each other?

Everyone has noticed that since the late 1990s, activist-artists and social theorists have

come to play an increasing but still minority role in contemporary art institutions. Now

that race and class are on the table, I think we can also expect the resurgence in

Continental Europe of the post-colonial practices and discourses that emerged in

England after the so-calld race riots in Brixton in 1980. But whenever any of these

political practices are developed to their fullest consequences, there will be a tendency

for ideological conflict to develop, and for support to be withdrawn. In the face of this

coming conflict, some collective preparation has to be done.

If people want to go on developing these kinds of risky, troubling, exploratory practices,

the first thing needed is better criticism. We must spark a sophisticated debate about

what the new practices actually are, how to define them, and how they transform the old

definitions of art. Boris Groys has made some interesting moves towards renewing our

understanding of the relations between the inside and the outside of the museum.

Newness, in his theory, appears inside the museum; but it appears by bringing inside

that which is outside. Groys thinks that we can only see the new in the outside after it

has been brought inside. However, one can add a third direction to his two-way street,

which is the abstract flow of ideas. Ultimately we should be dealing with the complex

circulation between participation (experience of the outside, work with others, activism),

representation (the visibility of the new realities in the museum) and analysis and

evaluation (the work of social theory). Curiously, it is social theory that adds a truly
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utopian dimension to art, because it asks if it is possible to go beyond small, one-off

experiments and imagine something that would change society. Social theory projects what is

inside back outside, in expanded and generalized forms.

The kinds of processes that link political engagement, aesthetic experimentation and social

theory should be deliberately defined as one of the legitimate objects or fields of art. We need

a concerted effort to show that such processes are vital, not to economic growth and upward

mobility, but to peaceful coexistence, social justice and the sustainability of our lives in the

gigantic global cities. We also need to theorise the kinds of society in which these

experiments would really fit, because only then would we obtain a criticism that is adequate

to the experimentation. If such an effort is not made I’m afraid it will be impossible to defend

the kind of art that is drifting further and further away from its modernist definitions, and also

from its status as an exciting or titillating exoticism.

The final point has to do with the actual programme of the transnational art museum. The

differentiation of social sites for lectures, screenings, performances, and even exhibitions is

something that should be pursued. The museum must find ways to project its activity outside

its walls and to involve people who are not necessarily among the creative-class consumers.

Only in this way can a real taste be developed for the complex human texture of activities

that traverse aesthetics, politics and social theory.

If this effort is not made, I’m afraid that the Global 1000 will remain in the position that has

been sketched out by the theorists of so-called relational art. That is the position where a

relatively narrow transnational network of participants take each other as objects of exotic

fascination within a contemporary Wunderkammer, while remaining more-or-less blind to the

increasing decay of the world outside. I can assure you that this self-satisfied position felt

very uncomfortable in November of 2005, while the fires of the banlieue riots were blazing all

over France. And I also wonder what the millionaires thought just six months after I spoke in

Sao Paulo, when drug gangs operating directly out of the prisons ordered an attack on the

elites, trashing a hundred police stations, burning 75 buses and paralyzing a city of 18 million

people, airports included. Could there be good reasons for artists and theorists to imagine a

different society?

Brian Holmes is an art and culture critic, translator and political activist, living in Paris

Â äåêàáðå 2005 ãîäà â Ñàí-Ïàóëó íà åæåãîäíîé êîíôåðåíöèè Ìåæäóíàðîäíîãî êîìèòåòà ìóçååâ

è ñîáðàíèé ñîâðåìåííîãî èñêóññòâà (CIAMAM) íåìåöêèé êðèòèê ïî èìåíè Âàëüòåð Ãðàññêàìï

ïîñòàâèë ïîä ñîìíåíèå ïðèòÿçàíèå äâàäöàòîãî âåêà íà òî, ÷òî ìóçåé ìîæåò ñòàòü

èíñòèòóöèîíàëüíîé îñíîâîé óíèâåðñàëüíîãî ýñòåòè÷åñêîãî ÿçûêà. Â ïðîòèâîâåñ îí óêàçàë íà

ãëîáàëèçàöèþ çàïàäíîãî ïî ñóùåñòâó íàáîðà êóëüòóðíûõ êîäîâ, âêëþ÷àÿ è âñåïîãëîùàþùèé

êîä ýêçîòèêè – êàííèáàëüñêîé ýñòåòèêè, â ñîîòâåòñòâèè ñ êîòîðîé âîñòîðãàþòñÿ ëþáîé

äèêîâèíîé, ïîñêîëüêó òà îòëè÷àåòñÿ. Äëÿ Ãðàññêàìïà õóäîæåñòâåííûé ìóçåé ñðàâíèì ñ

Wunderkammer’îé, èëè êàáèíåòîì äèêîâèí. Íà åãî âçãëÿä, îí êðàéíå ìàë – ïî âñåìó ìèðó, â

îñíîâå ñîáðàíèé ìóçååâ ñîâðåìåííîãî èñêóññòâà, âû âèäèòå îäíó è òó æå ñîòíþ õóäîæíèêîâ.

Îñòàëüíûå ñóòü âñåãî ëèøü äèêîâèíû.

Íà òîé æå êîíôåðåíöèè âûñòóïàë ôèëîñîô Ìàóðèöèî Ëàççàðàòî. Îí ïîñòóëèðóåò ìóçåé êàê

îïîðíóþ áàçó è ïåðåâàëî÷íûé  ïóíêò äëÿ âçàèìîäåéñòâèÿ ñ âíåøíèì ìèðîì – îñîáåííî ñ

êðóïíûìè òåõíè÷åñêèìè èíôðàñòðóêòóðàìè ãëîáàëèçàöèè. Õóäîæíèöà Óðñóëà Áüåìàíí

ïðåäñòàâèëà îäíó èç òàêèõ èíôðàñòðóêòóð: íåôòåïðîâîä Áàêó-Òáèëèñè-Äæåéõàí ñòðîèòåëüñòâî

êîòîðîãî îíà çàïå÷àòëåëà íà âèäåî «Äîñüå ×åðíîãî ìîðÿ». À ïñèõîàíàëèòèê Ñóýëè Ðîëíèê

âûäâèíóë ïðåäïîëîæåíèå, ÷òî õóäîæåñòâåííûå ýêñïåðèìåíòû ñïîñîáíû òðàíñôîðìèðîâàòü äàæå

áàçîâóþ óíèâåðñàëèçèðóþùóþ ñòðóêòóðó Çàïàäíîãî ýãî, ñâîäÿùóþ Äðóãîãî íà íåò.

Êîãäà ÿ âçÿë ñëîâî, ÷òîáû ïðîèçíåñòè íèæåñëåäóþùåå, ÿ ïîíèìàë, ÷òî ïðèíàäëåæó óçêîìó

êðóãó. Ìû, áåçóñëîâíî, íå âõîäèì â ñîòíþ ãëàâíûõ ôèãóð, çàëîæèâøèõ îñíîâû ãëîáàëüíîé

ìóçåéíîé îðãàíèçàöèè; íî, ìîæåò ñòàòüñÿ, – â áîëåå ñêðîìíóþ âñåìèðíóþ òûñÿ÷ó òåõ, êòî

ïûòàåòñÿ ïðåâðàòèòü òðàíñíàöèîíàëüíûé õóäîæåñòâåííûé ìóçåé â ïåðåêðåñòîê, ãäå âñòðå÷àþòñÿ

èñêóññòâî, îáùåñòâåííûå íàóêè è ïîëèòè÷åñêèé àêòèâèçì. Ìû ñòàðàåìñÿ ñîçäàâàòü êðèòè÷åñêèå

ëàáîðàòîðèè, ïåðåäâèæíûå òåàòðû, âèðòóàëüíûå ìîíòàæíûå ñòîëû è äàæå ýêñïåðèìåíòàëüíûå

êëèíèêè äëÿ èññëåäîâàíèÿ âîçìîæíûõ àëüòåðíàòèâ. Â ñèëó óïàäêà ïîëèòè÷åñêèõ, ýêîíîìè÷åñêèõ

è ïñèõîëîãè÷åñêèõ óñëîâèé ÷åëîâå÷åñêîãî ñîñóùåñòâîâàíèÿ, íàøà çâåçäà åäâà ëè âçîøëà íà

íåáîñêëîíå ìóçååâ. Íî ìû ïîñòîÿííî ñòàëêèâàåìñÿ ñ ñèñòåìîé èñêóññòâà – â Ñàí-Ïàóëó ýòà

ñèñòåìà âêëþ÷àåò â ñåáÿ áîëüøîå ÷èñëî ìèëëèîíåðîâ, ÷üè äåíüãè åå îïëà÷èâàþò. Âîîáðàçèòå,

êàê ÿ ñìîòðþ â ãëàçà ýòèõ ìèëëèîíåðîâ, îïèñûâàÿ íåêîòîðûå òðóäíîñòè, ñòîÿùèå ïåðåä ýòîé

âñåìèðíîé òûñÿ÷åé.

Ïåðâàÿ òðóäíîñòü çàêëþ÷àåòñÿ â òîì, ÷òî õóäîæåñòâåííûé ìóçåé ôóíêöèîíèðóåò âíóòðè ìîùíîé

ýêîíîìèêè òóðèçìà. Êðóïíåéøèå ãîðîäà êîíêóðèðóþò çà ëþäñêèå è ôèíàíñîâûå ïîòîêè.

Íàéäåííàÿ óðáàíèñòàìè áàçîâàÿ ôîðìóëà óñïåõà – ýòî «òâîð÷åñêèé ãîðîä», êîòîðûé ÿâëÿåòñÿ

äîìîì äëÿ «òâîð÷åñêîãî êëàññà». ×òîáû ñòàòü ïðèòÿãèâàþùèì òóðèçì è ôèíàíñû ìàãíèòîì,

ãîðîäà èñïîëüçóþò áëàãîïðèÿòíûå êóëüòóðíûå óñëîâèÿ è êðàñîòû, ÷òîáû ïðèâëå÷ü íàèáîëåå

òàëàíòëèâûõ áèðæåâûõ ìàêëåðîâ, ó÷åíûõ, èíæåíåðîâ, àíòðåïðåíåðîâ, ìóçûêàíòîâ è, êîíå÷íî,

õóäîæíèêîâ. Ïî îöåíêå ñîöèîëîãà Ðè÷àðäà Ôëîðèäû, ýòè êëþ÷åâûå ëþäè ñîñòàâëÿþò íåìíîãèì

ìåíåå äâóõ ïðîöåíòîâ îò íàñåëåíèÿ ïëàíåòû. Ýòî 100-150 ìèëëèîíîâ ÷åëîâåê, îáðàçóþùèõ òî,

÷òî îí íàçûâàåò «ñâåðõ-òâîð÷åñêèì êëàññîì»: ëþäüìè, ñîçäàþùèìè èííîâàöèè â ýêîíîìèêå

îáðàçîâ è çíàêîâ. Çà ýòèõ-òî ëþäåé è êîíêóðèðóþò ãîðîäà.

Ýòà êîíêóðåíöèÿ ëèøü óñèëèâàåò âåêîâóþ çàáîòó ýêîíîìè÷åñêèõ ýëèò îá àêêóìóëÿöèè

âûäàþùåéñÿ èíòåëëåêòóàëüíîé è ýìîöèîíàëüíîé ïîäâèæíîñòè, ïîäñòåãèâàåìîé êàáèíåòîì

äèêîâèí. Â ñàìîì äåëå, èñêóññòâî âñåãäà áûëî íåðàçðûâíî ñâÿçàíî ñ âåðòèêàëüíîé

ìîáèëüíîñòüþ. Âñïîìíèòå èäåþ èñòîðèêà Ýììàíóýëÿ Âàëëåðñòàéíà, ÷òî ñàìî îïðåäåëåíèå

áóðæóàçíîñòè – ýòî æåëàíèå ñòàòü àðèñòîêðàòîì: òî åñòü æèòü çà ñ÷åò êàïèòàëà è òåì ñàìûì

äîáèòüñÿ çàêîííîãî ïðàâà ó÷àñòâîâàòü â êóëüòóðíîé æèçíè. Ðàçíîâèäíîñòü ýòîé èñòîðè÷åñêîé

ìå÷òû ïî-ïðåæíåìó ÿâëÿåòñÿ îñíîâîïîëàãàþùèì ìîòèâîì äëÿ òâîð÷åñêîãî êëàññà ëþäåé, äàæå

äëÿ òåõ, êòî çàíÿò ãðàôè÷åñêèì äèçàéíîì è óêðàøåíèåì èíòåðüåðîâ. Èìåííî ýòî æåëàíèå

êóëüòóðû è îáåñïå÷èâàåò ëåãèòèìíîñòü, ôèíàíñîâóþ ïîääåðæêó è èíòåðåñ ê àëüòåðíàòèâíûì

ïðàêòèêàì òåõ, êîãî ÿ â øóòêó íàçûâàþ âñåìèðíîé òûñÿ÷üþ.

Òåì íå ìåíåå, ìåæäó èíòåðåñàìè ýëèò è òîé ðàçíîâèäíîñòüþ èñêóññòâà, ÷òî ðàñïîëàãàåòñÿ

ìåæäó ýñòåòèêîé, îáùåñòâåííûìè íàóêàìè è ïîëèòèêîé, âñåãäà âîçíèêàåò ïðîòèâîðå÷èå.

Ïîñìîòðèì åìó â ëèöî: ñóòü ýòîãî ðîäà èñêóññòâà îòíþäü íå â âåðòèêàëüíîé ìîáèëüíîñòè, è
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âû ëèøü äî íåêîòîðûõ ïîð ìîæåòå ñðûâàòü ýòîò ôàêò. Åñëè ìû õîòèì è äàëüøå ðàçâèâàòü

ïîäîáíûå ïðàêòèêè, íåîáõîäèìî íàéòè ïîääåðæêó, ëåãèòèìíîñòü è èíòåðåñ âíå ôèíàíñîâûõ

ýëèò è âíå ïîîùðÿåìîé èìè òâîð÷åñêè-êëàññîâîé ñóáúåêòèâíîñòè.

×åðåç ìèíóòó ÿ ê ýòîìó åùå âåðíóñü. Íî ñíà÷àëà äàâàéòå ïðèìåì âî âíèìàíèå òîò ôàêò, ÷òî

ãëîáàëüíûé òóðèçì âõîäèò â òðóäíûé ïåðèîä – íåñîìíåííî, ïî ïðè÷èíå êîëîññàëüíîãî

íåðàâåíñòâà, îò êîòîðîãî îí çàâèñèò. Ðè÷àðä Ôëîðèäà ãîâîðèò ñåé÷àñ î «âîéíå òâîð÷åñêîãî

êëàññà», ïîä êîòîðîé îí èìååò â âèäó âîññòàíèå áåäíûõ ïðîòèâ áîãàòûõ. Çíàìåíàòåëüíî, ÷òî

òóðèñòîâ àòàêîâàëè íàïðÿìóþ â Ëóêñîðå (Åãèïåò); â Áàëè (Èíäîíåçèÿ); â Øàðì-ýëü-Øåéõå

(ñíîâà Åãèïåò). Òî÷íî òàê æå çíàìåíàòåëüíî, ÷òî â íîÿáðå 2005 ãîäà, âî âðåìÿ áóíòîâ

ïðåäìåñòèé âî Ôðàíöèè, ãäå ÿ æèâó, îêîëî äâàäöàòè ïîäðîñòêîâ àòàêîâàëî ïî ìåíüøåé ìåðå

îäèí ïðåñòèæíûé òåàòð. Â êà÷åñòâå òàðàíà îíè èñïîëüçîâàëè Òâèíãî, íåêîãäà ñ÷èòàâøèéñÿ

ìîäíûì àâòîìîáèëåì ó òâîð÷åñêîãî êëàññà. Îäíèì èç øèðîêî ðàñïðîñòðàíåííûõ ñòðàõîâ âî

âðåìÿ ýòèõ áåñïîðÿäêîâ â Ïàðèæå áûë ñòðàõ, ÷òî îíè îòðèöàòåëüíî ñêàæóòñÿ íà èíäóñòðèè

òóðèçìà. Ýòîãî, îäíàêî, íå ïðîèçîøëî. Òóðèñòû ÿâíî ïðèâûêàþò ê ïîäîáíûì âåùàì.

ß ïîä÷åðêèâàþ ýòîò ìîìåíò, ïîòîìó ÷òî ìåíÿ áåñïîêîèò òà ðîëü, êîòîðóþ òàê íàçûâàåìûé

òâîð÷åñêèé ãîðîä ñïîñîáåí ñûãðàòü â òîì, ÷òî ìîæíî íàçâàòü «óðáàíèçàöèåé ñëåïîòû». Ýòà

ìûñëü ïðèøëà êî ìíå íà þæíîì ïîáåðåæüå Èñïàíèè, áëèçü ãîðîäêà Ýëü-Ýõèäî, ãäå ÿ âèäåë

ñâåðêàþùèå áåëèçíîé òóðèñòè÷åñêèå êîìïëåêñû, ñòðîÿùèåñÿ ïî ñîñåäñòâó ñ ïðîìûøëåííûìè

òåïëèöàìè, â êîòîðûõ íåçàðåãèñòðèðîâàííûå àôðèêàíñêèå ðàáî÷èå òðóäÿòñÿ â óñëîâèÿõ

êðàéíåé ýêñïëóàòàöèè. Êàê ýòî âîçìîæíî, ÷òî ëþäè ìîãóò ïðîâîäèòü îòïóñê â óñëîâèÿõ òàêîãî

æåñòîêîãî íåðàâåíñòâà è ïðè ýòîì íå ÷óâñòâîâàòü íèêàêèõ óãðûçåíèé? Êàêèå òåìíûå î÷êè

íàäåëè îíè íà ñâîþ ñóáúåêòèâíîñòü, òàê ÷òî âèäÿò òîëüêî äðóã äðóãà?

Âñå çàìåòèëè, ÷òî ñ êîíöà 1990-õ õóäîæíèêè-àêòèâèñòû è òåîðåòèêè îáùåñòâà ñòàëè èãðàòü

âîçðàñòàþùóþ, íî âñå åùå ìàðãèíàëüíóþ ðîëü â èíñòèòóöèÿõ ñîâðåìåííîãî èñêóññòâà. Ñåé÷àñ,

êîãäà íà ïîâåñòêå äíÿ ðàñîâûå è êëàññîâûå ïðîáëåìû, ÿ ïîëàãàþ, ìîæíî îæèäàòü âîçðîæäåíèÿ

â êîíòèíåíòàëüíîé Åâðîïå ïîñò-êîëîíèàëüíûõ ïðàêòèê è äèñêóðñà, âîçíèêøèõ â Àíãëèè ïîñëå

òàê íàçûâàåìûõ ðàñîâûõ áóíòîâ â Áðèêñòîíå â 1980 ãîäó. Íî ãäå áû ýòè ïîëèòè÷åñêèå ïðàêòèêè

íå ðàçâèëèñü äî ñâîèõ îêîí÷àòåëüíûõ ïîñëåäñòâèé, ïîÿâèòñÿ è òåíäåíöèÿ ê ðàçâèòèþ

èäåîëîãè÷åñêîãî êîíôëèêòà è ê îòêàçó îò ïîääåðæêè. Ïåðåä ëèöîì ýòîãî ïðèáëèæàþùåãîñÿ

êîíôëèêòà íåîáõîäèìî ïðîäåëàòü íåêîòîðûå êîëëåêòèâíûå ïðèãîòîâëåíèÿ.

Åñëè ëþäè õîòÿò ïðîäîëæàòü ðàçâèâàòü ýòè ðèñêîâàííûå, ïðè÷èíÿþùèå áåñïîêîéñòâî,

èññëåäîâàòåëüñêèå ïðàêòèêè, ïåðâûì äåëîì âñòàåò íåîáõîäèìîñòü â áîëåå âûâåðåííîé

êðèòèêå. Ìû äîëæíû ðàçæå÷ü íåïðîñòûå äåáàòû î òîì, ÷åì íà ñàìîì äåëå ÿâëÿþòñÿ íîâûå

ïðàêòèêè, êàê èõ îïðåäåëèòü è êàêèì îáðàçîì îíè òðàíñôîðìèðóþò ñòàðûå îïðåäåëåíèÿ

èñêóññòâà. Áîðèñ Ãðîéñ ñäåëàë èíòåðåñíûå øàãè â íàïðàâëåíèè îáíîâëåíèÿ íàøåãî ïîíèìàíèÿ

îòíîøåíèé ìåæäó âíóòðåííèì è âíåøíèì ìóçåþ. Íîâèçíà, ïî åãî òåîðèè, âîçíèêàåò âíóòðè

ìóçåÿ; íî âîçíèêàåò îíà ïóòåì ïðèâíåñåíèÿ âíóòðü òîãî, ÷òî íàõîäèòñÿ âíå íåãî. Ãðîéñ

ïîëàãàåò, ÷òî óâèäåòü íîâîå âíå ìóçåÿ ìû ìîæåì òîëüêî ïîñëå òîãî, êàê îíî áûëî ïåðåíåñåíî

âíóòðü. Ìåæäó òåì, ìîæíî äîáàâèòü òðåòüå íàïðàâëåíèå ê ýòîé äâóõñòîðîííåé óëèöå, è ýòî – Áðàéåí Õîëìñ - àðò êðèòèê, ïåðåâîä÷èê è ïîëèòè÷åñêèé àêòèâèñò, æèâåò â Ïàðèæå

àáñòðàêòíûé ïîòîê èäåé. Â êîíå÷íîì ñ÷åòå, íàì ñëåäóåò èìåòü äåëî ñî ñëîæíûì êðóãîâîðîòîì

ìåæäó ó÷àñòèåì (îïûò âíåøíåãî, ðàáîòà ñ äðóãèìè, àêòèâèçì), ðåïðåçåíòàöèåé (çðèìîñòü

íîâûõ ðåàëüíîñòåé â ìóçåå) è àíàëèçîì è îöåíêîé (ðàáîòà ñîöèàëüíîé òåîðèè). Ëþáîïûòíî,

÷òî èìåííî ñîöèàëüíàÿ òåîðèÿ äîáàâëÿåò èñêóññòâó ïîäëèííî óòîïè÷åñêîå èçìåðåíèå, ïîòîìó

÷òî çàäàåòñÿ âîïðîñîì, âîçìîæíî ëè âûéòè çà ïðåäåëû íåáîëüøèõ, îäíîðàçîâûõ ýêñïåðèìåíòîâ

è âîîáðàçèòü íå÷òî, ÷òî èçìåíèò îáùåñòâî. Ñîöèàëüíàÿ òåîðèÿ ïðîåöèðóåò òî, ÷òî âíóòðè,

îáðàòíî âîâíå – â ðàñøèðåííûõ è îáîáùåííûõ ôîðìàõ.

Òàêîãî ðîäà ïðîöåññû, óâÿçûâàþùèå ïîëèòè÷åñêóþ âîâëå÷åííîñòü, ýñòåòè÷åñêèé ýêñïåðèìåíò

è ñîöèàëüíóþ òåîðèþ, íàäëåæèò îñîçíàííî îïðåäåëèòü êàê ëåãèòèìíóþ öåëü èëè ïîëå

èñêóññòâà, íàðÿäó ñ äðóãèìè. Ìû íóæäàåìñÿ â ñîãëàñîâàííûõ óñèëèÿõ, ÷òîáû ïîêàçàòü, ÷òî

òàêèå ïðîöåññû æèçíåííî íåîáõîäèìû – íå äëÿ ýêîíîìè÷åñêîãî ðîñòà è âåðòèêàëüíîé

ìîáèëüíîñòè, íî äëÿ ìèðíîãî ñîñóùåñòâîâàíèÿ, ñîöèàëüíîé ñïðàâåäëèâîñòè è óñòîé÷èâîñòè

íàøåé æèçíè â ãèãàíòñêèõ ãëîáàëüíûõ ãîðîäàõ. Ìû òàêæå äîëæíû ñîçäàòü òåîðèþ îáùåñòâà,

êîòîðîìó ýòè ýêñïåðèìåíòû äåéñòâèòåëüíî ïîäîéäóò, ïîòîìó ÷òî òîëüêî òîãäà ìû ïðèáëèçèìñÿ

ê êðèòèêå, àäåêâàòíîé ýêñïåðèìåíòó. Åñëè ïîäîáíûå óñèëèÿ íå ïðåäïðèíÿòü, áîþñü,

íåâîçìîæíî áóäåò çàùèòèòü ðàçíîâèäíîñòü èñêóññòâà, êîòîðîå âñå äàëüøå è äàëüøå îòõîäèò

îò ìîäåðíèñòñêèõ îïðåäåëåíèé, à òàêæå îò ñâîåãî ñòàòóñà âîçáóæäàþùåé è ùåêî÷óùåé íåðâû

ýêçîòèêè.

Ïîñëåäíèé ïóíêò èìååò îòíîøåíèå ê àêòóàëüíîé ïðîãðàììå òðàíñíàöèîíàëüíîãî

õóäîæåñòâåííîãî ìóçåÿ. Äèôôåðåíöèàöèè îáùåñòâåííûõ ìåñò äëÿ ïðîâåäåíèÿ ëåêöèé,

ïîêàçîâ, ïåðôîðìàíñîâ è äàæå âûñòàâîê – âîò ÷åãî ìû äîëæíû äîáèâàòüñÿ. Ìóçåé äîëæåí

íàéòè ïóòè ïåðåíîñèòü ñâîþ äåÿòåëüíîñòü çà ïðåäåëû ñîáñòâåííûõ ñòåí, ÷òîáû âîâëåêàòü

ëþäåé, êîòîðûå íåîáÿçàòåëüíî âõîäÿò â ÷èñëî òâîð÷åñêîãî êëàññà ïîòðåáèòåëåé. Òîëüêî òàê

ìîæíî ðàçâèòü ïîäëèííûé âêóñ ê ñëîæíîé ÷åëîâå÷åñêîé ôàêòóðå òàêîé äåÿòåëüíîñòè, êîòîðàÿ

ïåðåñåêàåò ýñòåòèêó, ïîëèòèêó è ñîöèàëüíóþ òåîðèþ.

Åñëè ýòèõ óñèëèé íå ïðåäïðèíÿòü, áîþñü, âñåìèðíàÿ òûñÿ÷à îñòàíåòñÿ â ïîëîæåíèè,

î÷åð÷åííîì òåîðåòèêàìè «ýñòåòèêè îòíîøåíèé». Ýòî ïîëîæåíèå, ãäå îòíîñèòåëüíî óçêàÿ

òðàíñíàöèîíàëüíàÿ ñåòü ó÷àñòíèêîâ âîñïðèíèìàåò äðóã äðóãà êàê îáúåêòîâ ýêçîòè÷íîé

ïðèòÿãàòåëüíîñòè â ñîâðåìåííîì êàáèíåòå äèêîâèí, îñòàâàÿñü â òî æå âðåìÿ áîëåå èëè ìåíåå

ñëåïûìè ê íàðàñòàþùåìó óïàäêó âî âíåøíåì ìèðå. Ìîãó âàñ óâåðèòü, ÷òî ýòà ñàìîäîâîëüíàÿ

ïîçèöèÿ ïî÷óâñòâîâàëà ñåáÿ âåñüìà íåóþòíî â íîÿáðå 2005 ãîäà, êîãäà âî âñåõ ïðèãîðîäàõ

Ôðàíöèè ïîëûõàëè êîñòðû áóíòîâ. Åùå ÿ õîòåë áû çíàòü, ÷òî äóìàëè ìèëëèîíåðû ÷åðåç êàêèõ-

íèáóäü øåñòü ìåñÿöåâ ïîñëå ìîåãî âûñòóïëåíèÿ â Ñàí-Ïàóëó, êîãäà íàðêîìàôèÿ, äåéñòâóÿ

íàïðÿìóþ èç òþðåì, ïðèêàçàëà àòàêîâàòü ýëèòû, â ðåçóëüòàòå ÷åãî áûëè ðàçãðîìëåíû ñîòíÿ

ïîëèöåéñêèõ ó÷àñòêîâ, ñîææåíû ñåìüäåñÿò ïÿòü àâòîáóñîâ è ïàðàëèçîâàí ãîðîä ñ íàñåëåíèåì

18 ìèëëèîíîâ ÷åëîâåê, âêëþ÷àÿ àýðîïîðò. Ìîæåò ëè ó õóäîæíèêîâ è òåîðåòèêîâ èìåòüñÿ

ëó÷øèé ïîâîä, ÷òîáû âîîáðàçèòü èíîå îáùåñòâî?

ïåðåâîä Àëåêñàíäðà Ñêèäàíà



Ñîöèàëüíûé ýêñïåðèìåíò, ñòðåìÿùèéñÿ îáðàòèòü îáùåïðèíÿòîå íåãàòèâíîå âîçäåéñòâèå ñëóõîâ

÷åðåç ñîçäàíèå «õîðîøèõ ñëóõîâ», êîòîðûå ñèñòåìàòè÷åñêè ðàñïðîñòðàíÿþòñÿ è îòñëåæèâàþòñÿ

ïî ìåðå èõ ïðîõîæäåíèÿ ÷åðåç àìåðèêàíî-ìåêñèêàíñêóþ ãðàíèöó.

Ïîäîïëåêà ñëóõîâ

Ñëóõè. Âåçäå, ãäå åñòü ëþäè, âîçíèêàþò è ñëóõè. Ñëóõè èìåþò òåíäåíöèþ ðàñïðîñòðàíÿòüñÿ â

ñèòóàöèÿõ ñîöèàëüíûõ, ýêîíîìè÷åñêèõ è ïîëèòè÷åñêèõ ïåðåìåí. Â ýòîì îòíîøåíèè ñëóõè

ìîæíî îïðåäåëèòü êàê ðåàêöèîííîå ÿâëåíèå. Ýòî äåëàåò ñëóõè îäíèì èç ñàìûõ ýôôåêòèâíûõ

èíñòðóìåíòîâ âëèÿíèÿ íà ëþäåé. Ïîýòîìó ñëóõè ñèñòåìàòè÷åñêè èñïîëüçóþòñÿ â âîéíàõ, â

áèçíåñå, íà áèðæå, ðàâíî êàê è â ïîëèòèêå.

Íî ñëóõè íå òîëüêî èñêàæàþò ðåàëüíîñòü, îíè åå òàêæå è ñîçäàþò. Ðÿä íàó÷íûõ èññëåäîâàíèé

ïîêàçûâàåò, ÷òî ñëóõè ÷àñòî ïîìîãàþò ðàçâèòü ïîëîæèòåëüíîå ïðåäñòàâëåíèå î ñåáå ó òîé èëè

èíîé ñîöèàëüíîé ãðóïïû ïóòåì ïðèïèñûâàíèÿ îòðèöàòåëüíûõ õàðàêòåðèñòèê ëþäÿì, êîòîðûå

â ýòó ãðóïïó íå âõîäÿò. Â ðåçóëüòàòå, ñëóõè ÷àñòî óñèëèâàþò ÷óâñòâî îòëè÷èÿ ìåæäó

íàöèîíàëüíûìè, ýòíè÷åñêèìè è ñîöèî-ýêîíîìè÷åñêèìè ãðóïïàìè. Ñëóõè, íà äåëå, ýòî

çíà÷èìûé ôàêòîð, ñïîñîáñòâóþùèé âñïûøêàì íàñèëèÿ, ïðåäðàññóäêàì è äèñêðèìèíàöèè.

Ñîçäàíèå ñëóõîâ

Áûëî çàïóùåíî äâà ðîäà ñëóõîâ: îäíè – î ëþäÿõ â Òèõóàíå, êîòîðûå ðàñïðîñòðàíÿþòñÿ â Ñàí-

Äèåãî, äðóãèå – î ëþäÿõ â Ñàí-Äèåãî, êîòîðûå ðàñïðîñòðàíÿþòñÿ â Òèõóàíå. Â îòëè÷èå îò

«íîðìàëüíûõ» ñëóõîâ, èñõîäÿùèõ îò ëþäåé íåïîõîæèõ íà òåõ, ê êîòîðûì ñëóõè îòíîñÿòñÿ,

«õîðîøèå ñëóõè» áûëè ïðèäóìàíû â äèàëîãå ñ èõ îáúåêòàìè. Èíûìè ñëîâàìè, ëþäè èç Òèõóàíû

ïðèäóìàëè ñëóõè î Òèõóàíå, à ëþäè èç Ñàí-Äèåãî ïðèäóìàëè ñëóõè î Ñàí-Äèåãî. Ýòî áûëî ñäåëàíî

áëàãîäàðÿ ñåðèè îïðîñîâ ôîêóñ-ãðóïï, ìåòîäó, êîòîðûé øèðîêî ïðèìåíÿåòñÿ â ìàðêåòèíãå, à

òàêæå â ïîëèòèêå, äëÿ ñáîðà äàííûõ è èíôîðìàöèè î òîì, ÷òî ëþäè äóìàþò ïî ïîâîäó òåõ èëè

èíûõ ïðîáëåì. Îäíà ôîêóñ-ãðóïïà îïðàøèâàëàñü â Òèõóàíå, äðóãàÿ – â Ñàí-Äèåãî. Êàæäàÿ ôîêóñ-

ãðóïïà ñîñòîÿëà èç îãðàíè÷åííîãî ÷èñëà îòîáðàííûõ ïî äåìîãðàôè÷åñêèì ïðèíöèïàì

ïðåäñòàâèòåëåé îò æèòåëåé Ñàí-Äèåãî è Òèõóàíû.

Îïðîñû ôîêóñ-ãðóïï áûëè ñïëàíèðîâàíû è ïðîâîäèëèñü ïðîôåññèîíàëüíûìè ìîäåðàòîðàìè,

ðàáîòàþùèìè ñ öåëåâûìè ãðóïïàìè: ïðîôåññîðîì äîíîì Ñöèãëèìïàãëèÿ èç Ñàí-Äèåãî è

Ìàíóýëåì Øàâàðèíîì èç Òèõóàíû. Ðåçóëüòàòû îïðîñîâ ôîêóñ-ãðóïï â äàëüíåéøåì ïîñëóæèëè

ìàòåðèàëîì äëÿ ñîçäàíèÿ ñëóõîâ ñîâìåñòíûìè óñèëèÿìè àíòðîïîëîãîâ, ìàðêåòîëîãîâ, õóäîæíèêîâ

è ðàáîòíèêîâ ñðåäñòâ ìàññîâîé èíôîðìàöèè èç Òèõóàíû è Ñàí-Äèåãî.

Ìàíñ Âðàíãå /ÎÌÁÓÄ | Ïðîåêò «Õîðîøèå ñëóõè»



Ðàñïðîñòðàíåíèå ñëóõîâ

Â Òèõóàíå è Ñàí-Äèåãî ñèñòåìàòè÷åñêè ðàñïðîñòðàíÿþòñÿ äâà âèäà «õîðîøèõ ñëóõîâ». Ýòî

äåëàåòñÿ ïðè ïîìîùè ñòðàòåãèè, îïèðàþùåéñÿ íà èäåè, ðàçðàáîòàííûå â íîâåéøèõ

ñîöèîëîãè÷åñêèõ èññëåäîâàíèÿõ, ïîñâÿùåííûõ ðàñïðîñòðàíåíèþ âëèÿòåëüíûõ èäåé ïî

êàíàëàì ñîöèàëüíûõ ñâÿçåé.

Îðãàíèçàòîðû ïðîåêòà âû÷èñëèëè è âûøëè íà êîíòàêò ñ ëþäüìè èç ðàçíûõ óðîâíåé îáùåñòâà,

âëèÿòåëüíûìè â ñâîåé ñîöèàëüíîé ãðóïïå. Ýòè ñîöèàëüíî âëèÿòåëüíûå ëþäè (íàçûâàåìûå â

ïðîåêòå «óçëàìè») áûëè ïðèãëàøåíû ïðèíÿòü ó÷àñòèå â ïðîåêòå – ñòàòü ðàñïðîñòðàíèòåëÿìè

«õîðîøèõ ñëóõîâ». Âäîáàâîê, èõ ïîïðîñèëè ïðèãëàñèòü åùå òðåõ ÷åëîâåê, êîòîðûå òîæå

ó÷àñòâîâàëè áû â ïðîåêòå â êà÷åñòâå «óçëîâ», ðàñïðîñòðàíÿþùèõ ñëóõè äàëüøå è â ñâîþ

î÷åðåäü ïðèãëàøàþùèõ åùå òðåõ «óçëîâ». Ïî ìåðå ðàçðàñòàíèÿ ñåòè «óçëîâ», ñëóõè

ëàâèíîîáðàçíî ðàñïðîñòðàíÿþòñÿ ïî âñåìó ïðèãðàíè÷íîìó ðàéîíó ìåæäó Òèõóàíîé è Ñàí-

Äèåãî.

Îòñëåæèâàíèå ñëóõîâ

Êàæäîãî ó÷àñòâóþùåãî â ïðîåêòå «óçëà» ïîïðîñèëè òàêæå ïðåäîñòàâèòü íåñêîëüêî äåìîãðàôè÷åñêèõ

ôàêòîâ íà ñàéòå ïðîåêòà (www.thegoodrumor.com), äëÿ òîãî ÷òîáû ñëóõè ìîæíî áûëî ïðîñëåäèòü

êàê ãåîãðàôè÷åñêè, òàê è ñîöèî-ýêîíîìè÷åñêè. Ñ ïîìîùüþ èíòåðàêòèâíîé ñîöèîãðàììû íà

ýëåêòðîííîì ñàéòå, «óçëû», êàê è ëþáûå çàèíòåðåñîâàííûå â ïðîåêòå ëèöà, ìîãóò ïðîñëåäèòü ïóòè

ñëóõîâ îò ÷åëîâåêà ê ÷åëîâåêó â ïðèãðàíè÷íîé îáëàñòè.

 ÎÌÁÓÍÄ – ýòî èññëåäîâàòåëüñêèé öåíòð, ñîñòîÿùèé èç ðàçâåòâëåííîé ñåòè ëþäåé, ðàáîòàþùèõ â

ñôåðå èñêóññòâà, ãóìàíèòàðíûõ è îáùåñòâåííûõ íàóê, âîçãëàâëÿåìûé õóäîæíèêîì Ìàíñîì Âðàíãå.

www.ombund.org



Ã¸òåáîðã, ìàé 2007 ãîäà. áûâøèé ìèíèñòð âûñ-
òóïàåò íà ñîáðàíèè.

…Ýòà ëîãèêà àðãóìåíòàöèè ïîäâîäèò ìåíÿ ê
÷åòâåðòîìó êîíêóðåíòíîñïîñîáíîìó ïðåèìó-
ùåñòâó: íàøåé êóëüòóðå ñîòðóäíè÷åñòâà.

Îäíà èç êðóïíåéøèõ øâåäñêèõ ôèðì, «Ýëåêòðî-
ëþêñ», íåäàâíî ðåøèëà çàêðûòü çàâîä, ïðîèçâî-
äÿùèé ïûëåñîñû. Íà çàâîäå ðàáîòàëî îêîëî
÷åòûðåõñîò ðàáî÷èõ, îí ðàñïîëàãàëñÿ â ãîðîäêå
Âåñòåðâèê ñ íàñåëåíèåì â 22 òûñÿ÷è ÷åëîâåê.

Âî Ôðàíöèè ýòî âûçâàëî áû âçðûâ âîçìóùåíèÿ.
Ïðåçèäåíò Ðåñïóáëèêè îáðàòèëñÿ áû çà ïîìîùüþ
ê åâðîïåéñêîìó îòäåëåíèþ Ìåæäóíàðîäíîãî
âàëþòíîãî ôîíäà. Íà÷àëèñü áû ïîëèòè÷åñêèå
çàáàñòîâêè. Çàâîä çàõâàòèëè áû áîåâûå ïðîô-
ñîþçû.Â Øâåöèè æå ïðîôñîþç ðàáî÷èõ âûøåë è
ñêàçàë, ÷òî äîëæåí ïðèíÿòü ýòî ðåøåíèå. Áåç

îñîáîé ðàäîñòè èëè óäîâîëüñòâèÿ, íî ýòî
ñòðóêòóðíîå èçìåíåíèå áûëî ïðèíÿòî.

Ó òåáÿ åñòü äåíüãè?
Êîíå÷íî, ñêîëüêî òåáå íóæíî? Ñòî?
Íåò, ÿ èìåþ â âèäó ñáåðåæåíèÿ.
Ñ÷åò â áàíêå.
À ïî÷åìó òû ñïðàøèâàåøü?

ÊÎÃÄÀ-ÒÎ ß ÁÛË
ÁÅÇÐÀÁÎÒÍÛÌ,
À ÒÅÏÅÐÜ ß
ÇÀÉ×ÈÊ-ÏÎÏÐÛÃÀÉ×ÈÊ…

Êîãäà ìåíÿ  ïîñåòèëà ñ âèçèòîì ìàäàì
Ñåãîëýí Ðîÿë – ñîöèàëèñòêà, êàíäèäàò â
ïðåçèäåíòû Ôðàíöèè, – îíà ñïðîñèëà ìåíÿ,
êàê ñëó÷èëîñü, ÷òî øâåäñêèå ïðîôñîþçû
ñòîëü ïîêëàäèñòû?

Òîìó åñòü äâå ïðè÷èíû. ß óæå óïîìèíàë
ñîöèàëüíûå ãàðàíòèè: ëþäÿì íå ïðèäåòñÿ
ïðîäàâàòü ñâîè äîìà, ïîòîìó ÷òî èì âûïëàòÿò
çíà÷èòåëüíûå ïîñîáèÿ ïî áåçðàáîòèöå. Ïëþñ
îáó÷åíèå è îáðàçîâàíèå, ÷òî ïîçâîëèò èì
íàéòè ðàáîòó íà ðàñòóùåì ðûíêå òðóäà.

Äà òàê, ëþáîïûòíî…
øòóêà â òîì, ÷òî â êîè òî âåêè ó ìåíÿ åñòü â
áàíêå êîå-êàêèå äåíüãè, è
ÿ â áåøåíñòâå îò íèçêîé ïðîöåíòíîé ñòàâêè.
äóìàþ âëîæèòü èõ â àêöèè,
êàê ýòî äåëàþò âñå îñòàëüíûå.

Âòîðàÿ ïðè÷èíà, ïî÷åìó íàøè ïðîôñîþçû
òàêèå ïðîãðåññèâíûå, ýòî âûñîêèé ïðîöåíò
÷ëåíñòâà â ïðîôñîþçå – íå â ïîñëåäíþþ
î÷åðåäü áëàãîäàðÿ òîìó, ÷òî ñèñòåìà ïîñîáèé
ïî áåçðàáîòèöå ñâÿçàíà ñ ÷ëåíñòâîì â ïðîô-
ñîþçå.

òû øóòèøü? òåïåðü ÿ ïîíèìàþ, ÷òî îíè
èìåþò â âèäó, êîãäà ãîâîðÿò: «êàæäûé –
êàïèòàëèñò»…

Ñðåäè íàåìíûõ ðàáîòíèêîâ 80 ïðîöåíòîâ
ÿâëÿþòñÿ ÷ëåíàìè ïðîôñîþçà. Ýòî ñïî-
ñîáñòâóåò óñèëåíèþ ïðîôñîþçîâ, êîòîðûå
ìîãóò íåñòè áîëüøóþ îòâåòñòâåííîñòü.
Äðóãèìè ñëîâàìè, êîãäà îíè ïûòàþòñÿ
èçâëå÷ü íàèáîëüøóþ ïîëüçó èç ñâîèõ ÷ëåíîâ,
îíè äîëæíû èçâëå÷ü ìàêñèìàëüíóþ ïîëüçó èç
âñåãî îáùåñòâà â öåëîì.

Òàê ñîçäàåòñÿ òðàäèöèÿ ñîòðóäíè÷åñòâà. Äà,
ó íàñ â Øâåöèè ñòîëüêî æå ðàçíûõ èíòåðåñîâ
è ìíåíèé, êàê è â ëþáîì äðóãîì îáùåñòâå, íî
ìû äàâíî ïîíÿëè, ÷òî Øâåöèÿ ñëèøêîì ìàëà
äëÿ áîëüøèõ êîíôëèêòîâ.

Ìåíÿ äîñòàëî!



Êàê ÿ ñêàçàë, èäåÿ â òîì, ÷òîáû çàùèùàòü ëþäåé. À íå ðàáî÷èå ìåñòà.

ïî êðàéíåé ìåðå, ïîëîâèíà ïîéäåò â ôîíäû, êîòîðûå ñïåöèàëèçèðóþòñÿ íà âûñîêîì ðèñêå,

íà ðàçâèâàþùèõñÿ ñòðàíàõ. òàêèõ êàê Áàëêàíû è Âîñòî÷íàÿ Åâðîïà.

Îáåñïå÷èâàÿ ëþäÿì ñîöèàëüíûå ãàðàíòèè, âîçìîæíîñòü èõ ïåðåõîäà ñî ñòàðîé è óæå íå

êîíêóðåíòíîñïîñîáíîé ðàáîòû íà íîâóþ, áîëåå êîíêóðåíòíîñïîñîáíóþ, ìû ïîëó÷àåì

âçàìåí ãîòîâíîñòü ê ïåðåìåíàì è îòêðûòîñòü ñðåäè øèðîêîé îáùåñòâåííîñòè.

ß áóäó ïðèäåðæèâàòüñÿ òîëüêî äîáðîñîâåñòíûõ èíâåñòèöèé, êîíå÷íî. íèêàêîãî îðóæèÿ,

íèêàêîé ïîðíîãðàôèè!

ß áû ñîëãàë âàì, åñëè áû ñêàçàë, ÷òî ýòà ñèñòåìà îçíà÷àåò, ÷òî øâåäû ëþáÿò ïåðåìåíû. Íå

ëþáÿò îíè ïåðåìåí. Íî îíè èõ ïðèíèìàþò.

íå ïûòàéñÿ âûçâàòü ó ìåíÿ ÷óâñòâî âèíû! ìîãó ÿ óãîñòèòü òåáÿ îáåäîì?

êàê íàñ÷åò ñóøè?

Õîòÿ óðîâåíü áåçðàáîòèöû è íèçêèé ïî ìåæäóíàðîäíûì ñòàíäàðòàì, ñëèøêîì âûñîêèé ïî

øâåäñêèì ñòàíäàðòàì. Ìíîãèå øâåäû íå óâåðåíû, áóäåò ëè Øâåöèÿ â áëèæàéøèå ãîäû

êîíêóðåíòíîñïîñîáíîé. Ðîäèòåëè çàäàþòñÿ âîïðîñîì, íå îêàæóòñÿ ëè èõ äåòè â õóäøåì

ïîëîæåíèè, ÷åì îíè ñàìè. Ëþäè áîÿòñÿ, ÷òî ñòðàíû ñ áîëåå íèçêèì óðîâíåì æèçíè è èõ

äåøåâûå ðàáî÷èå çàéìóò èõ ðàáî÷èå ìåñòà.

Øâåöèÿ äîëæíà îñòàâàòüñÿ êîíêóðåíòíîñïîñîáíîé. Äðóãîãî ïóòè ïðåóñïåòü â

ìåæäóíàðîäíîé ýêîíîìèêå íåò. Íî êàêîâ ðåöåïò êîíêóðåíòíîñïîñîáíîñòè? Íåêîòîðûå

óòâåðæäàþò, ÷òî åäèíñòâåííûé ïóòü âïåðåä – ýòî ñíèæåíèå íàëîãîâ è ñîêðàùåíèå

ñîöèàëüíîãî îáåñïå÷åíèÿ. ß íå ñîãëàñåí.

Ïîñëåäíèå äåñÿòü ëåò Øâåöèÿ ðàçâèâàëàñü î÷åíü íåïëîõî, íåñìîòðÿ – èëè, âîçìîæíî,

áëàãîäàðÿ – áîëüøîìó ñåêòîðó ñîöèàëüíîãî îáåñïå÷åíèÿ, êîòîðûé ôèíàíñèðîâàëñÿ îò

âûñîêèõ  íàëîãîâ. Ìîå òâåðäîå óáåæäåíèå ñîñòîèò â òîì,

÷òî ãëîáàëèçàöèÿ äàåò âîçìîæíîñòü ñäåëàòü øâåäñêóþ ìîäåëü åùå áîëåå ñèëüíîé.

Ãëîáàëèçàöèÿ – ýòî íå ïóòü âíèç. Ýòî ïóòü ââåðõ. Ñïàñèáî.

íå ñòîèò áëàãîäàðíîñòè. à òåïåðü ÿ äîëæåí èäòè. ïîëàãàþ, íåêîòîðîå âðåìÿ íàì íå

ñòîèò âñòðå÷àòüñÿ
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David Riff: In the last three or four years, Moscow’s contemporary art scene has undergone
some intense development, bringing new galleries, foundations, institutions, and big events.
The homogenization of the public sphere has heralded processes of consolidation that go in
hand in hand with an influx of capital in search of representative cultural investments. A
gentrification that has been approaching Moscow for the last 10 years is now in full swing. It
often seems like there is no escaping this process’ entrepreneurial logic and its pervasively
glossy results. But when people try to come to terms with the new situation, they find themselves
resorting to blanket notions: it is chalked up to the “market,” a figure of speech that is just as
homogeneous as the “power” Russian liberals used to lament. Which realistic view could help
us avoid conceiving of the new culture industry as a new version of the same old “bad totality”?

Viktor Misiano (VM): The institutional scene in Moscow really has changed over the last
years. Still, let’s not exaggerate the scale of these changes, and most importantly, let’s note
that they are not qualitative and contain no symptomatique that could be considered
fundamentally new. Instead, it’s all essentially a realization of the model of cultural development
suggested by the apologists of neo-liberal reform in the early 1990s. In Spain, for example,
post-Franco reformers placed their bets on the development of a public infrastructure. In Russia,
on the contrary, the focus has always been on dismantling the public sphere: the emergence of
a private infrastructure, dominated by the principles of market economy seemed to promise
the best perspectives for the future. In the official ideology of those years, the “market” was just
as total a category as “power,” appearing as a universal solution to all the problems at hand. In
fact, most new initiatives today are personal and private. Even those initiatives started up by
the state profess the same ideology. This does not create a stationary, transparent infrastructure
under community control, but “investment projects,” carried out by bureaucrat-businesspeople
operating with money from the state budget.

DR: This has always seemed like a big paradox to me: the announcement of “exceptional
development measures” goes hand in hand with a structure of parallel investment in a diversity
of short-termed ventures. Their only common denominator is that they have all been
commissioned by different branches of a state capitalist conglomerate whose left hand does
not know what the right hand is doing. Then again, one could argue that the history of
bureaucracy shows that this “inefficiency” is actually a great mechanism of control: what you
get is a non-committal “faceless” body of power, capable of playing out reactions and counter-
reactions in order to perpetuate a very peculiar form of unity. This emerged with great clarity at
the last Moscow biennial, which looked like a “project-accumulator,” a testing ground for new
corporate and individual strategies on how to tap into old potentials. Facing staunch resistance,
contemporary art has to legitimate itself. But these legitimizations were sketchy, half-hearted,
indefinite, temporary, and what’s more, they didn’t really add up. There was no real subject.
The lack of a discursive frame seemed to confirm the biennial’s central statement: it is what it
is: contemporary art. A process without a subject…enjoy!

VM: I think this observation should be enough to keep us from perceiving the cultural industry
as a “bad totality.” It is enough to uncover the contradictions of the current state of affairs to
understand how contradictory this perception is in and of itself.

The source of these contradictions largely lies in the fact that the culture industry is being
constructed on consistent anti-intellectualism and the dismantling of the expert community.
Following the medialization of politics, contemporary art has consistently placed its hopes in
the medialization of the cultural field and the expert community. Note that criticism of art and
culture in the mass media is extremely loyal to the current status quo, even though the same
mass media host far more fundamental and radical critiques of other social and economic
processes.  Of course, medialization is an ever-present attribute of any neo-liberal order. Yet in
other countries, this tendency never fully replaces other forms of information and cultural
significance. As it gains more and more impetus, it encounters increasing opposition. In Russia,
however, where the function of the experts has been rendered void, it remains unclear what
contemporary art actually is. The history, specificity, parameters, and basic facts of this
phenomenon are basically still unknown and have yet to be put forward!
The first consequence of contemporary art’s anti-intellectual attitude lies in the unstable,
ephemeral infrastructure you mention. By failing to connect any principle of value with artistic
production, new initiatives – including those run by the state – feel free of any heightened
sense of responsibility. This is why so many initiatives come and go, rapidly and radically
changing policies and leaders. Their programs are disappointing, combining the rhetoric of
their sponsors with the desire of drawing profit from trifles.

DR: Then again, everyone in post-Soviet contemporary art complains about the lack of good
books, proper educational programs, and frames of reference. But nothing ever changes,
because every effort to make a difference is yet another ephemeral project. The excuse for
such failures is two-fold: on the one hand, the situation itself is inert but on the other hand, the
“ultra-rapid” turnover of the project-economy leaves precious little time for reflection…Expensive
new initiatives are started and then abandoned; everything sinks into the oil swamp…

VM: It is quite understandable that such lamentations are commonplace. Consistently ignoring
the task of intellectual research, the new infrastructure tends to identify value with price, which
is why the dialectic between price and value almost never really works the way it would in a
full-fledged market. This, in turn, leads to a growing divide between local and international
markets. This is something that very few people here realize: for now, they are too excited
about Russian contemporary art’s participation in international art fairs and the first sales made
there…

DR: Then again, there has been a superficial improvement over the last years, at least in the
number of books printed and exhibitions organized. This reflects the elite’s rising demand for
new ideologies to justify the international status of its national economy with its contradictory
history and its uncertain future…. The confusion of value and price, or use value (art as
representative-cognitive technique or practice) with commodity value (art as an expensive
fetish), seems characteristic of the nouveau riche. A lot of the “new things” we see look like
overpaid bricollage, improvised and then declared legitimate as new mythologies. I find it
interesting that many people take this as an occasion to declare the uselessness of criticism as
such; since everything has been captured, we might as well let the market do its job, and
somehow hope for artistic or political “miracles…” Has this always been the case?

Äàâèä Ðèôô: Çà ïîñëåäíèå òðè-÷åòûðå ãîäà ìîñêîâñêàÿ ñöåíà
ñîâðåìåííîãî èñêóññòâà ïðåòåðïåëà çàìåòíóþ ýâîëþöèþ,
âûçâàâøóþ ïîÿâëåíèå íîâûõ ãàëåðåé, ôîíäîâ, èíñòèòóöèé è
êðóïíûõ ñîáûòèé. Ãîìîãåíèçàöèÿ ïóáëè÷íîé ñôåðû ïîñëóæèëà
ïðåäâåñòüåì ïðîöåññîâ êîíñîëèäàöèè, èäóùèõ ðóêà îá ðóêó ñ
ïðèòîêîì êàïèòàëà â ïîèñêàõ ðåïðåçåíòàòèâíûõ êóëüòóðíûõ
âëîæåíèé. Äæåíòðèôèêàöèÿ, íàäâèãàâøàÿñÿ íà Ìîñêâó â
òå÷åíèå ïîñëåäíèõ äåñÿòè ëåò, ñåé÷àñ â ïîëíîì ðàçãàðå.
Íåðåäêî âîçíèêàåò âïå÷àòëåíèå, ÷òî îò àíòðåïðåíåðñêîé ëîãèêè
ýòîãî ïðîöåññà ñ åãî âñåïðîíèêàþùèìè ãëàìóðíûìè
ðåçóëüòàòàìè íèêóäà íå äåòüñÿ. Íî êîãäà ëþäè ïûòàþòñÿ
ïðèìèðèòüñÿ ñ ýòîé ñèòóàöèåé, îíè âäðóã ïðèáåãàþò ê
âñåîõâàòíûì ïîíÿòèÿì: íîâàÿ ñèòóàöèÿ ñïèñûâàåòñÿ íà ñ÷åò
«ðûíêà», ôèãóðû ðå÷è ñòîëü æå îäíîðîäíî-ìîíîëèòíîé, ÷òî è
«âëàñòü». Ðóññêèå ëèáåðàëû ïðèâûêëè æàëîâàòüñÿ. Êàêîé
ðåàëèñòè÷íûé âçãëÿä ïîìîã áû íàì èçáåæàòü ïîíèìàíèÿ íîâîé
êóëüòóðíîé èíäóñòðèè êàê íîâîé âåðñèè âñå òîé æå ñòàðîé
«äóðíîé òîòàëüíîñòè»?
Âèêòîð Ìèçèàíî: Çà ïîñëåäíèå ãîäû èíñòèòóöèîíàëüíàÿ
ñöåíà â Ìîñêâå äåéñòâèòåëüíî èçìåíèëàñü. Îäíàêî íå áóäåì
ïðåóâåëè÷èâàòü ìàñøòàáû ýòèõ èçìåíåíèé, à ãëàâíîå – ïðèðîäà
èõ ëèøåíà ïðèíöèïèàëüíî íîâîé ñèìïòîìàòèêè. Âñå ýòî –
îñóùåñòâëåíèå òîé ìîäåëè êóëüòóðíîãî ðàçâèòèÿ, êîòîðàÿ áûëà
ïðåäëîæåíà àïîëîãåòàìè íåîëèáåðàëüíûõ ðåôîðì íà÷àëà 90-
õ.  Â îòëè÷èå, ê ïðèìåðó, îò Èñïàíèè, ãäå ïîñòôðàíêèñòñêèå
ðåôîðìàòîðû ñäåëàëè ñòàâêó íà ñòàíîâëåíèå ïóáëè÷íîé
èíôðàñòðóêòóðû, â Ðîññèè ñ ñàìîãî íà÷àëà ðå÷ü ïîøëà î
äåìîíòàæå ïóáëè÷íîé ñôåðû: ïåðñïåêòèâà ñâÿçûâàëàñü ñî
ñòàíîâëåíèåì ÷àñòíîé èíôðàñòðóêòóðû, ïðåèìóùåñòâåííî
ðûíî÷íîãî õàðàêòåðà. Âåäü èìåííî «ðûíîê», ïðåäñòàâëÿâøèé
ñîáîé  â êîíòåêñòå îôèöèàëüíîé èäåîëîãèè òåõ ëåò êàòåãîðèþ
ñòîëü æå òîòàëüíóþ, êàê è «âëàñòü», ïðåäñòàâëÿëñÿ óíèâåðñàëü-
íûì èñòî÷íèêîì ðåøåíèÿ âñåõ ïðîáëåì.
È â ñàìîì äåëå – ñåãîäíÿ áîëüøàÿ ÷àñòü íîâûõ èíèöèàòèâ íîñèò
÷àñòíûé õàðàêòåð. È äàæå òå èíèöèàòèâû, êîòîðûå èíèöèèðóåò
ãîñóäàðñòâî, èñïîâåäóþò òóæå èäåîëîãèþ: äåëàÿ ñòàâêó íå íà
ñòàöèîíàðíóþ, ïðîçðà÷íóþ, ïîäêîíòðîëüíóþ ñîîáùåñòâó
èíôðàñòðóêòóðó, à íà «èíâåñòèöèîííûå ïðîåêòû», îòäàííûå
íà îòêóï ÷èíîâíèêàì-áèçíåñìåíàì,  îïåðèðóþùèì, âïðî÷åì,
áþäæåòíûìè äåíüãàìè.
Ä.Ð.: Ìíå âñåãäà ýòî êàçàëîñü ïàðàäîêñîì: ïðîâîçãëàøåíèå
«èñêëþ÷èòåëüíûõ ìåð ðàçâèòèÿ» èäåò ðóêà îá ðóêó ñî
ñòðóêòóðàìè ïàðàëëåëüíûõ èíâåñòèöèé â ðàçíîîáðàçíûå
êðàòêîñðî÷íûå íà÷èíàíèÿ è ëè÷íûå èíèöèàòèâû. Èõ
åäèíñòâåííûé îáùèé çíàìåíàòåëü – ýòî ÷òî âñå îíè ñïóñêàþòñÿ
ðàçíûìè âåòâÿìè ãîñêàïèòàëèñòè÷åñêîãî êîíãëîìåðàòà, ÷üÿ

ëåâàÿ ðóêà íå çíàåò, ÷òî òâîðèò ïðàâàÿ. Ñ äðóãîé ñòîðîíû,
ìîæíî ïðèâåñòè äîâîäû â ïîëüçó òîãî, ÷òî èñòîðèÿ áþðîêðàòèè
ïîêàçûâàåò, ÷òî ýòà «íåýôôåêòèâíîñòü» íà äåëå ÿâëÿåòñÿ
ïðåêðàñíûì ìåõàíèçìîì êîíòðîëÿ: âû ïîëó÷àåòå
íåîïðåäåëåííîå «áåçëèêîå» òåëî âëàñòè, ñïîñîáíîå îòûãðûâàòü
ðåàêöèè è êîíòð-ðåàêöèè ñ öåëüþ óâåêîâå÷èòü âåñüìà
ñïåöèôè÷åñêóþ ôîðìó åäèíñòâà. Ýòà ñèìïòîìàòèêà ñ
ïðåäåëüíîé ÿñíîñòüþ ïðîÿâèëàñü âî âðåìÿ ïîñëåäíåé
Ìîñêîâñêîé Áèåííàëå, êîòîðàÿ ñìîòðåëàñü êàê «ïðîåêò-
àêêóìóëÿòîð», ïîëèãîí äëÿ íîâûõ êîðïîðàòèâíûõ è
èíäèâèäóàëüíûõ ñòðàòåãèé ïî «ñëèâàíèþ» ñòàðûõ ïîòåíöèàëü-
íîñòåé. Ñòàëêèâàÿñü ñî ñòîéêèì íåïðèÿòèåì, ñîâðåìåííîå
èñêóññòâî âûíóæäåíî ñåáÿ ëåãèòèìèðîâàòü. Íî ýòè
ëåãèòèìàöèè áûëè ïîâåðõíîñòíû, íåðåøèòåëüíû,
íåîïðåäåëåííû, ñêîðîòå÷íû, à ãëàâíîå, îíè ïðîòèâîðå÷èëè
äðóã äðóãó. Ðåàëüíîãî ñóáúåêòà ó íèõ íå áûëî. Îòñóòñòâèå
äèñêóðñèâíîé ðàìêè, êàæåòñÿ, ïîäòâåðæäàëî öåíòðàëüíîå
óòâåðæäåíèå áèåííàëå: îíî åñòü òî, ÷òî îíî åñòü – ñîâðåìåííîå
èñêóññòâî. Ïðîöåññ áåç ñóáúåêòà… íàñëàæäàéòåñü!
Â.Ì: Äóìàþ, ÷òî óæå ýòî íàáëþäåíèå äîëæíî óâåñòè íàñ îò
âîñïðèÿòèÿ êóëüòóðíîé èíäóñòðèè êàê äóðíîé «òîòàëüíîñòè».
Äîñòàòî÷íî âñêðûòü ïðîòèâîðå÷èÿ àêòóàëüíîãî ïîëîæåíèÿ
âåùåé, ÷òîáû ïîíÿòü, íàñêîëüêî ïðîòèâîðå÷èâî è ñàìî ýòî
âîñïðèÿòèå.
Èñòî÷íèêîì æå ïðîòèâîðå÷èé ÿâëÿåòñÿ ïî áîëüøåé ÷àñòè òî,
÷òî âîçíèêàþùàÿ êóëüòóðíàÿ èíäóñòðèÿ ñòðîèòñÿ íà ïîñëåäîâà-
òåëüíîì àíòèèíòåëëåêòóàëèçìå, íà äåìîíòàæå ýêñïåðòíîãî
ñîîáùåñòâà. Ñ ñàìîãî íà÷àëà âñëåä çà ìåäèàëèçàöèåé ïîëèòèêè
ñòàâêà äåëàëàñü íà ìåäèàëèçàöèþ êóëüòóðíîãî è ýêñïåðòíîãî
ïîëÿ. Çàìåòü: ìàññ-ìåäèàëüíàÿ êóëüòóðíàÿ è õóäîæåñòâåííàÿ
êðèòèêà ïðåäåëüíî ëîÿëüíà ñëîæèâøåìóñÿ ïðÿäêó âåùåé, ïðè
òîì, ÷òî â òåõ æå ñðåäñòâàõ èíôîðìàöèè áûòóåò íåñðàâíåííî
áîëåå ïðèíöèïèàëüíàÿ è ðàäèêàëüíàÿ êðèòèêà îáùåñòâåííûõ
è ýêîíîìè÷åñêèõ ïðîöåññîâ. Ìåäèàëèçàöèÿ – ýòî, ðàçóìååòñÿ,
ïîâñåìåñòíûé àòðèáóò íåîëèáåðàëüíîãî ïðÿäêà, îäíàêî â
äðóãèõ ñòðàíàõ ýòà òåíäåíöèÿ íå ÿâëÿåòñÿ ïîëíîé çàìåíîé âñåõ
èíûõ ôîðì áûòîâàíèÿ èíôîðìàöèîííûõ è êóëüòóðíûõ ñìûñëîâ
è âñòðå÷àåò âñå áîëåå íàáèðàþùóþ ñèëó îïïîçèöèþ. Â Ðîññèè
æå, ãäå ýêñïåðòíàÿ èíñòàíöèÿ ñâåäåíà íà íåò, â ðåçóëüòàòå
ôåíîìåí ñîâðåìåííîãî èñêóññòâà îñòàåòñÿ íå ïðîÿñíåííûì.
Èñòîðèÿ, ñïåöèôèêà, ïàðàìåòðû, áàçîâûå ôàêòû ýòîãî ÿâëåíèÿ
îñòàþòñÿ ôàêòè÷åñêè íåîñâîåííûìè è íå ðåòðàíñëèðóåìûìè!
Ïåðâîå ñëåäñòâèå èç ýòîãî – óïîìÿíóòàÿ òîáîé íåóñòîé÷èâîñòü,
ýôåìåðíîñòü âîçíèêàþùåé èíôðàñòðóêòóðû. Íå ñâÿçûâàÿ ñ
õóäîæåñòâåííîì ïðîèçâîäñòâîì öåííîñòíîãî íà÷àëà, íîâûå
èíèöèàòèâû, â òîì ÷èñëå è ãîñóäàðñòâåííûå, ÷óâñòâóþò ñåáÿ

ñâîáîäíûìè îò ïîâûøåííîé çà íèõ îòâåòñòâåííîñòè. À ïîòîìó
âû âèäèì, êàê áûñòðî âîçíèêàþò è èñ÷åçàþò ýòè èíèöèàòèâû,
êàê îíè áûñòðîòå÷íî è ðàäèêàëüíî ìåíÿþò ñâîþ ïîëèòèêó è
ñâîèõ ëèäåðîâ, íàñêîëüêî ïî áîëüøåé ÷àñòè ðàçî÷àðîâûâàþùè
èõ ïðîãðàììû, êàê ïîñòîÿííî îíè ñî÷åòàþò ðèòîðèêó
ìåöåíàòîâ ñ æåëàíèåì çàðàáîòàòü äàæå íà ìåëî÷àõ…
Ä.Ð.: Ñ äðóãîé ñòîðîíû, êàæäûé â ïîñòñîâåòñêîì ñîâðåìåííîì
èñêóññòâå ñåòóåò íà îòñóòñòâèå õîðîøèõ êíèã, íàäëåæàùèõ
îáðàçîâàòåëüíûõ ïðîãðàìì è ñèñòåìû êîîðäèíàò. Íî íè÷åãî
íå ìåíÿåòñÿ, ïîòîìó ÷òî êàæäàÿ ïîïûòêà ïðîâåñòè ðàçëè÷èå
îêàçûâàåòñÿ åùå îäíèì ýôåìåðíûì ïðîåêòîì. Îáúÿñíåíèå ýòèõ
íåóäà÷ äâîÿêîå: ñ îäíîé ñòîðîíû, ñàìà ñèòóàöèÿ èíåðòíà, íî ñ
äðóãîé, «ñâåðõáûñòðûé» îáîðîò ýêîíîìèêè ïðîåêòîâ ïî÷òè íå
îñòàâëÿåò âðåìåíè äëÿ ïîäëèííîé ðåôëåêñèè… Äîðîãîñòîÿùèå
íîâûå èíèöèàòèâû çàòåâàþòñÿ, à çàòåì áðîñàþòñÿ; âñå òîíåò â
íåôòÿíîì áîëîòå.
Â.Ì.: Òî, ÷òî ýòè ëàìåíòàöèè ïîâñåìåñòíû, âïîëíå ïîíÿòíî.
Âåäü ïîñëåäîâàòåëüíî èãíîðèðóÿ èññëåäîâàòåëüñêî-
èíòåëëåêòóàëüíûå çàäà÷è, íîâàÿ èíôðàñòðóêòóðà ñêëîííà
îòîæäåñòâëÿòü öåííîñòü ñ öåíîé, à ïîòîìó ïðèñóùàÿ
ïîëíîöåííîìó ðûíêó äèàëåêòèêà öåíû è öåííîñòè ôàêòè÷åñêè
íå ðàáîòàåò. À ýòî óæå ïðèçíàê íåïîëíîöåííîãî ðûíêà, ÷òî,
êàê ñëåäñòâèå, âåäåò êî âñå áîëüøåìó ðàçðûâó ðûíêîâ
ëîêàëüíîãî è èíòåðíàöèîíàëü-íîãî. Íà ýòî, êñòàòè, åùå ìàëî
êòî ó íàñ îáðàòèë ó íàñ âíèìàíèå: ïîêà âñå ñëèøêîì óâëå÷åíû
ôàêòîì áîëåå àêòèâíîãî ó÷àñòèÿ â ìåæäóíàðîäíûõ ÿðìàðêàõ è
ïåðâûìè òàì ïðîäàæàìè…
Ä.Ð.: Íî îïÿòü-òàêè, íà ïîâåðõíîñòè â ïîñëåäíèå ãîäû
ïðîèçîøëè ïåðåìåíû ê ëó÷øåìó, ïî êðàéíåé ìåðå, â îòíîøåíèè
êîëè÷åñòâà èçäàííûõ êíèã è îðãàíèçîâàííûõ âûñòàâîê. Ýòî
îòðàæàåò ðàñòóùèé çàïðîñ ýëèòû íà íîâûå èäåîëîãèè äëÿ
îïðàâäàíèÿ ìåæäóíàðîäíîãî ñòàòóñà ñâîåé íàöèîíàëüíîé
ýêîíîìèêè ñ åå ïðîòèâîðå÷èâîé èñòîðèåé è íåîïðåäåëåííûì
áóäóùèì… Ïóòàíèöà öåííîñòè è öåíû, ïîòðåáèòåëüñêîé
ñòîèìîñòè (èñêóññòâî êàê ðåïðåçåíòàòèâíî-êîãíèòèâíàÿ
òåõíèêà èëè ïðàêòèêà) ñ òîâàðíîé öåíîé (èñêóññòâî êàê äîðîãîé
ôåòèø) ÿâëÿåòñÿ, ïîõîæå, õàðàêòåðíîé ÷åðòîé íóâîðèøåé.
Áîëüøîå êîëè÷åñòâî «íîâûõ âåùåé», êîòîðûå ìû âèäèì,
âûãëÿäÿò êàê áðèêîëëàæ, çà êîòîðûé ïåðåïëàòèëè, ñûìïðîâè-
çèðîâàííûé, à çàòåì îáúÿâëåííûé ëåãèòèìíûì â êà÷åñòâå
íîâîé ìèôîëîãèè. ß íàõîæó ëþáîïûòíûì, ÷òî ìíîãèå
ïðèíèìàþò ýòî êàê ïîâîä ïðîâîçãëàñèòü áåñïîëåçíîñòü êðèòèêè
êàê òàêîâîé; ïîñêîëüêó âñå ñõâà÷åíî, ìû ìîæåì ñ òåì æå
óñïåõîì ïðåäîñòà-âèòü ðûíêó äåëàòü ñâîå äåëî, óïîâàÿ íà ÷òî-
òî âðîäå õóäîæåñòâåííîãî èëè ïîëèòè÷åñêîãî «÷óäà»… Íåóæòî
òàê áûëî âñåãäà?
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VM: From the very beginning, liberal publicists have been telling us that it was “first necessary
to put the market on its feet” and that this would then lead to the emergence of a new non-profit
sphere. However, a complete consensus in the apology of the market’s prevalence over culture
led to an absolute reduction of the extra-market dimension, to the point of eliminating the very
need for it. Existence beyond the market can only constitute itself as distance, as a criticism of
the market’s values. But what we get is a situation that rests upon a consensus on the
renunciation of criticism. Indeed, the dominant attitude assumes that it is better not to “wash
dirty linen in public;” the main thing is “to establish the system.” Remember how they hammered
it into the art community: don’t criticize the first biennial because there won’t be a second one.
Remember how much pressure was applied to those who dared to doubt the integrity of its
organizers in public. And also think of how the producers of so-called “critical culture” insisted
on “holding back criticisms to keep the system intact.” Obviously, this kind of relationship to
power is corrupt by its very nature.

DR: At present, this renunciation of “criticism” has accompanied what Oleg Kulik has been
calling “artistic optimism.” In a new affirmative key, the “mysteries of Moscow” are rendered
comfortable and profitable as decoration-objects and soft machines, creating an ambitious
temporary social site for the upscale petit bourgeoisie. The creative managerial effort of “artistic
optimism” tries to mobilize its target group by sounding affirmative: “I BELIEVE!” But what is
belief for the post-Soviet upscale petit bourgeoisie, which is largely from the ex-intelligentsia?
An older culture of theosophical speculation and idiosyncratic devotion to eclectic ideals, an
identity crisis with plenty of latent nationalism. In contemporary art, this dispels any hint of neo-
orthodox incense (spreading so rapidly in mass culture) with an older smell. In search of new
“positive” values, “artistic optimism” opens the door for the ex-intelligentsia’s pseudo-critical
general intellect and its overwhelming propensity for metaphysical speculation at the kitchen
table. Its discussions about “god and the world” were always inconclusive; now, it turns out that
they are being mobilized to express enthusiasm in a corporate spirit…

VM: In a recent text, I suggested that it makes strategic sense for Russia to invest into two
areas, the energy sector and mass culture; in other words, it is lodged between a cult of fossil
fuels, earth, and soil and “general intellect” (to continue using this term). It is typical for the
contemporary art world that this ongoing development does not bother anyone very much. But
in other fields, this developmental model has provoked stormy critical debate. It seems that
there are circles within the ruling class that understand just how fake the official optimism
sounds. It would essentially be more correct to define the rhetorical role of “Russia as an
energy world power” as capitulation to being a “big energy appendage.” This is why the state-
controlled press is full of talk about the need for developing the knowledge industry, of introducing
educational reforms, of investing in intellect-intensive sectors of the economy, and so on. And
even if this contradiction has yet to find its practical resolution, it shows that power (or some of
its more ambitious clans) do not see the current situation as a “bad totality,” but as something
fraught with contradiction. In this sense, the cultural community and its cultural bureaucrats
take on the most retrograde attitudes possible, continuing to profess ideas that already seemed
rather doubtful in the early 1990s. It looks like the state is still Russia’s “main European.”

DR: Recent developments show how cultural bureaucrats appropriate the “knowledge industry”
tack as well, reworking it with a social democrat rhetoric that provides a “proper” place for
immanent criticism in “critical culture reloaded.” Here, it lapses into open self-contradiction.

Again, take for example, the current Moscow biennial. It is not only hosting “artistic optimism,”
but also has already organized a conference with leading intellectuals. Most, if not all of these
people are more or less critical, and moreover, critical of critical culture’s consensual role, its
self-neutralization, its status as a pressure valve. What is so strange here is how bluntly and
arbitrarily this rather self-critical discourse is presented as the intellectual legitimization for
contemporary art, perhaps in response to the repressed criticism of its anti-intellectual quality.
Intellectual, critical culture? Is that what you want? We’ll bring Agamben to town. This seems to
point in a very similar direction as our “artistic optimism,” actually, though it mobilizes a global
general intellect of what passes for critical theory, rather than the local resource of kitchen-
table metaphysics, exported in the glamourous theme park. Again, the manager wins and
declares reality. And again, our “critical” intellectuals shrug their shoulders, saying that we are
living in reactionary times…

VM: Russia has seen many different types of reaction, from Nikolai I to Brezhnev. Each
reactionary period had its reasons and special features. The main specificity of the present
situation is that its consolidating factor is a corruption of proportions hitherto unknown.
In this context, the creative milieu’s main weakness – despite its ambitions of propagating
critical consciousness – is that there is no alternative model of culture. The wrongness of the
present status quo is generally recognized as an a priori of sorts, but it offers no realistic
project for how to reorganize cultural production. It does not suggest any different relationship
to power, nor has it found any alternate addressee. People in Moscow argue about autonomy
or study 1930s Marxism, but they avoid any concrete discussion of positive perspectives for
the future. But this kind of program, articulating itself in art and social life as set of very concrete
demands and policies, social programs, and creative efforts, is the only effective alternative to
the culture industry’s pretense toward totality. Without such a program, critical attitudes will
have an academic status or the status of a personal or collective extravagance, to be humored
as artistic idiosyncrasy. This is the problem, and not the fact that critical artists and intellectuals
participate in anti-intellectual projects. There are a host of strategic and tactical reasons for
criticism to take place on the territory of its object. This only really becomes a problem when
criticism offers no clear alternative that objectively or subjectively delegates it to take this step.
Lacking such a project, it becomes nothing more than conscious or unconscious corruption.
This is what makes it so incongruous when Agamben and his colleagues hang out in Moscow
after being booked at random, lacking any larger system. It seems a little like the Russian
nouveau riche ordering Italian furniture by pointing their fingers at a designer’s catalogue. As
long as work on a responsible alternative project is forestalled, the utterances of invited
philosophers are robbed of their context. People will go to look at them like a glamorous
menagerie. There is no risk associated with bringing them to Moscow, just like the appearance
of Osama Bin Laden would be harmless among in a settlement of religious sectarians who
have never heard of Islam…

translated by David Riff

Äàâèä Ðèôô, ðîä. 1975 ã. õóäîæåñòâåííûé êðèòèê, ïèñàòåëü, ÷ëåí

ðàáî÷åé ãðóïïû «×òî äåëàòü?». Æèâåò â Ìîñêâå è Áåðëèíå

ïåðåâîä Àëåêñàíäð Ñêèäàí

Âèêòîð Ìèçèàíî, ðîä. 1957 ã.  õóäîæåñòâåííûé êðèòèê è êóðàòîð,

ðåäàêòîð ñ 1993 ãîäà Ìîñêîâñêîãî Õóäîæåñòâåííîãî Æóðíàëà

Â.Ì.: Èñõîäíî ëèáåðàëüíûå ïóáëèöèñòû âòîëêîâûâàëè íàì,
÷òî ñíà÷àëà «íàäî ïîñòàâèòü íà íîãè ðûíîê», à çàòåì îí ñòàíåò
èñòî÷íèêîì ñòàíîâëåíèÿ íîí-ïðîôèòíîé ñôåðû. Îäíàêî
ïîëíûé êîíñåíñóñ â àïîëîãèè ðûíî÷íîãî áûòîâàíèÿ êóëüòóðû
àáñîëþòíî ðåäóöèðîâàë âíå-ðûíî÷íîå èçìåðåíèå è
ïîòðåáíîñòü â íåì. Âíå-ðûíî÷íîå æå áûòèå ìîæåò
êîíñòèòóèðîâàòüñÿ òîëüêî êàê äèñòàíöèÿ è êðèòèêà ðûíî÷íûõ
öåííîñòåé, ñëåäîâàòåëüíî, ìû ïîëó÷àåì ñèòóàöèþ, êîòîðàÿ
ñòðîèòñÿ íà êîíñåíñóñå âîêðóã îòêàçà îò êðèòèêè. È
äåéñòâèòåëüíî, ãîñïîäñòâóþùåå óìîíàñòðîåíèå èñõîäèò èç
òîãî, ÷òî «íå íàäî âûíîñèòü ñîð èç èçáû», ãëàâíîå ÷òîáû
«ñèñòåìà âñòàâàëà íà íîãè». Âñïîìíè, êàê îáùåñòâåííîñòè
âòîëêîâûâàëè – íå êðèòèêóéòå 1-îå áèåííàëå, à òî íå áóäåò 2-
îé, âñïîìíè, êàêîå äàâëåíèå áûëî îêàçàíî íà òåõ, êòî ïîñìåë
ïóáëè÷íî óñîìíèòüñÿ â ïîðÿäî÷íîñòè åå îðãàíèçàòîðîâ, è
âñïîìíè, êàê ýòî áåçîòêàçíî ñðàáîòàëî, êàê íà «âîçäåðæàíèè
îò êðèòèêè âî èìÿ ñèñòåìû» íàñòàèâàëè äàæå äåÿòåëè ò.í.
êðèòè÷åñêîé êóëüòóðû. Î÷åâèäíî, ÷òî ïîäîáíûå
âçàèìîîòíîøåíèÿ ñ âëàñòüþ ÿâëÿþòñÿ ïî ñâîåé ïðèðîäå
êîððóïöèîííûìè.
Ä.Ð.: Â íàñòîÿùèé ìîìåíò îòêàç îò «êðèòèêè» ñîïðîâîæäàåòñÿ
òåì, ÷òî Îëåã Êóëèê íàçâàë «õóäîæåñòâåííûì îïòèìèçìîì».
Â íîâîì óòâåðäèòåëüíîì êëþ÷å, «ìèñòåðèè Ìîñêâû» îêàçûâà-
þòñÿ óäîáíûìè è ïðèáûëüíûìè êàê äåêîðàòèâíûå îáúåêòû è
«ìÿãêèå ìàøèíû», ñîçäàâàÿ àìáèöèîçíîå âðåìåííîå ñîöèàëü-
íîå ïðèñòàíèùå äëÿ ïðèïîäíÿâøåéñÿ ìåëêîé áóðæóàçèè.
Àäìèíèñòðàòèâíî-òâîð÷åñêàÿ ïîïûòêà «õóäîæåñòâåííîãî
îïòèìèçìà» ñòàðàåòñÿ ìîáèëèçîâàòü ñâîþ öåëåâóþ àóäèòîðèþ
óòâåðäèòåëüíûì òîíîì: «ÂÅÐÞ!». Íî âî ÷òî âåðèò ïîñò-
ñîâåòñêàÿ ïðèïîäíÿâøàÿñÿ ìåëêàÿ áóðæóàçèÿ, ñîñòîÿùàÿ âî
ìíîãîì èç áûâøåé èíòåëëèãåíöèè? Â ñòàðîäàâíþþ êóëüòóðó
òåîñîôñêèõ  ñïåêóëÿöèé è õàðàêòåðíóþ ïðèâÿçàííîñòü ê
ýêëåêòè÷íûì èäåàëàì, â êðèçèñ èäåíòè÷íîñòè, ñäîáðåííûé
ëàòåíòíûì íàöèîíàëèçìîì? Â ñîâðåìåííîì èñêóññòâå ýòè
íàìåêè íà íåîïðàâîñëàâíûé ôèìèàì (ñòðåìèòåëüíî ðàñïðî-
ñòðàíÿþùèéñÿ â ìàññîâîé êóëüòóðå) çàáèâàþòñÿ áîëåå äðåâíèì
çàïàõîì. Â ïîèñêå íîâûõ «ïîçèòèâíûõ» öåííîñòåé «õóäî-
æåñòâåííûé îïòèìèçì» îòêðûâàåò äâåðü ïñåâäî-êðèòè÷åñêîìó
“âñåîáùåìó èíòåëëåêòó” áûâøåé èíòåëëèãåíöèè ñ åå
íåîäîëèìûì ïðèñòðàñòèåì ê ìåòàôèçè÷åñêèì ñïåêóëÿöèÿì çà
êóõîííûì ñòîëîì. Åå ðàçãîâîðû î «áîãå è ìèðå» âñåãäà áûëè
íåóáåäèòåëüíû; à òåïåðü, âûõîäèò, èõ ìîáèëèçóþò, ÷òîáû
âûðàçèòü âîñòîðã ïî ïîâîäó êîðïîðàòèâíîãî äóõà…
Â.Ì.: Â îäíîì è íåäàâíèõ òåêñòîâ ÿ âûñêàçàë ñîîáðàæåíèå,
÷òî ñîâðåìåííàÿ Ðîññèÿ ñòðàòåãè÷åñêè íàöåëåíà íà èíâåñòèöèè
â ýíåðãåòè÷åñêóþ îòðàñëü è â ìàññîâóþ êóëüòóðó, ò.å. îíà çàæàòà
ìåæäó êóëüòîì íåäð, çåìëè, ïî÷âû è «âñåîáùèì èíòåëëåêòîì»
(èñïîëüçóåì çäåñü òåðìèíîì Ïàîëî Âèðíî). Õàðàêòåðíî, ÷òî

åñëè â õóäîæåñòâåííîé ñôåðå ïîäîáíûé òèï ðàçâèòèÿ íå
âûçûâàåò áåñïîêîéñòâà, òî â äðóãèõ îáëàñòÿõ ïîäîáàÿ ìîäåëü
ðàçâèòèÿ îáñóæäàåòñÿ áóðíî è â êðèòè÷åñêîì êëþ÷å. Âèäèìî,
äàæå âíóòðè ïðàâÿùåãî êëàññà ñóùåñòâóþò êðóãè,
ïîíèìàþùèå, íàñêîëüêî ôàëüøèâûì ÿâëÿåòñÿ îôèöèàëüíûé
îáùåñòâåííûé îïòèìèçì. Ðèòîðèêà «Ðîññèÿ âåëèêàÿ
ýíåðãåòè÷åñêàÿ äåðæàâà» – ýòî, â ñóùíîñòè, áîëåå êîððåêòíîå
îïðåäåëåíèå ñòàòóñà «áîëüøîãî ýíåðãåòè÷åñêîãî ïðèäàòêà».
Îòñþäà è ðàçãîâîðû â áëèçêîé ê âëàñòè ïðåññå î
íåîáõîäèìîñòè ðàçâèòèÿ èíäóñòðèè çíàíèÿ, î ðåôîðìå
îáðàçîâàíèÿ, îá èíâåñòèöèÿõ â èíòåëëåêòóàëüíî åìêèå îòðàñëè
è ò.ï. È õîòÿ ýòî íå íàõîäèò ñâîåãî ïðàêòè÷åñêîãî ðàçðåøåíèÿ,
íî ýòî ñâèäåòåëüñòâóåò – âëàñòü, èëè íåêîòîðûå íàèáîëåå åå
àìáèöèîçíûå êëàíû, íå âîñïðèíèìàåò ïðÿäîê âåùåé êàê
«òîòàëüíîñòü», îíà âèäèò â íåì ïðîòèâîðå÷èÿ. Òàê êóëüòóðíîå
ñîîáùåñòâî, âêëþ÷àÿ êóëüòóð-÷èíîâíè÷åñòâî, ÿâëÿåòñÿ
íîñèòåëåì íàèáîëåå ðåòðîãðàäíûõ óñòàíîâîê,
ïðîâîçãëàøåííûõ åùå â íà÷àëå 90-õ è óæå òîãäà áûâøèõ áîëåå
÷åì ñîìíèòåëüíûìè. Ïîõîæå, ÷òî ãîñóäàðñòâî ó íàñ ïî-
ïðåæíåìó îñòàåòñÿ «ãëàâíûì åâðîïåéöåì».
Ä.Ð.: Íåäàâíèé õîä ñîáûòèé ïîêàçûâàåò, êàê ÷èíîâíèêè îò
êóëüòóðû àïðîïðèèðóþò è êóðñ íà «èíäóñòðèþ çíàíèÿ»,
ïîäêðàøèâàÿ åãî ñîöèàë-äåìîêðàòè÷åñêîé ðèòîðèêîé, êîòîðàÿ
îáåñïå÷èâàåò «íàäëåæàùåå» ìåñòî èììàíåíòíîé êðèòèêå â
ïîäâåðãøåéñÿ «ïåðåçàãðóçêå êðèòè÷åñêîé êóëüòóðå». Çäåñü
íàëèöî ÿâíîå âíóòðåííåå ïðîòèâîðå÷èå. Îïÿòü-òàêè, âçÿòü, ê
ïðèìåðó, íûíåøíþþ Ìîñêîâñêóþ áèåííàëå. Îíà íå òîëüêî
ïðèâå÷àåò «õóäîæåñòâåííûé îïòèìèçì», íî óæå óñïåëà
îðãàíèçîâàòü êîíôåðåíöèþ ñ âåäóùèìè åâðîïåéñêèìè
èíòåëëåêòóàëàìè. Áîëüøèíñòâî èç íèõ, åñëè íå âñå, áîëåå èëè
ìåíåå êðèòè÷íû, à ñâåðõ òîãî åùå è êðèòè÷íû â îòíîøåíèè
êîíñåíñóàëüíîé ðîëè êðèòè÷åñêîé êóëüòóðû, åå ñàìîíåéòðàëè-
çàöèè, ñòàòóñó âûïóñêàþùåãî ïàð êëàïàíà. Ïîðàçèòåëüíî,
íàñêîëüêî òóïî è ïðîèçâîëüíî ýòîò ñàìîêðèòè÷íûé äèñêóðñ
ïîäàåòñÿ â êà÷åñòâå èíòåëëåêòóàëüíîé ëåãèòèìàöèè ñîâðåìåí-
íîãî èñêóññòâà, âåðîÿòíî â îòâåò íà âûòåñíåííóþ êðèòèêó
àíòè-èíòåëëåêòóàëèçìà ýòîãî ñàìîãî èñêóññòâà. Èíòåëëå-
êòóàëüíàÿ, êðèòè÷åñêàÿ êóëüòóðà? Âû ýòîãî õîòèòå? Îòëè÷íî,
ìû ïðèâåçåì âàì Àãàìáåíà. Âîîáùå-òî ýòî óêàçûâàåò â
íàïðàâëåíèè, âåñüìà ñõîäíîì ñ «õóäîæåñòâåííûì îïòèìèç-
ìîì», õîòÿ êîíôåðåíöèÿ ìîáèëèçóåò ìèðîâîé âñåîáùèé
èíòåëëåêò òîãî, ÷òî ñëûâåò êðèòè÷åñêîé òåîðèåé, à íå ìåñòíûé
ðåñóðñ êóõîííî-çàñòîëüíîé ìåòàôèçèêè, ïåðåíåñåííîé â
ãëàìóðíûé ïàðê ðàçâëå÷åíèé. È ñíîâà óïðàâëåíåö ïîáåæäàåò,
óòâåðæäàÿ ðåàëüíîñòü. È ñíîâà íàøè «êðèòè÷íûå» èíòåëëå-
êòóàëû ïîæèìàþò ïëå÷àìè, ãîâîðÿ, ÷òî ìû æèâåì â ðåàêöèîí-
íûå âðåìåíà…
Â.Ì.: Ðîññèÿ çíàëà ðàçíûå òèïû ðåàêöèè – îò Íèêîëàÿ I äî

Áðåæíåâà. Êàæäûé ðàç îíà ïðèçûâàëàñü ê æèçíè ñâîèìè
ïðè÷èíàìè è èìåëà ñâîè îñîáåííîñòè. Ìíå êàæåòñÿ, ÷òî
ãëàâíàÿ îñîáåííîñòü íûíåøíåé â òîì, ÷òî îíà ñîïðîâîæäàåòñÿ
íåâèäàííîé ïî ðàçìàõó êîððóïöèåé è, â ñóùíîñòè, ÿâëÿåòñÿ
ôîðìîé åå êîíñîëèäàöèè.
Â ýòîì êîíòåêñòå, ãëàâíàÿ ñëàáîñòüþ òâîð÷åñêîé ñðåäû – òîé,
êîòîðàÿ ïðåòåíäóåò íà òî, ÷òîáû áûòü íîñèòåëåì êðèòè÷åñêîãî
ñîçíàíèÿ, ÿâëÿåòñÿ òî, ÷òî ó íåå íåò èíîé, àëüòåðíàòèâíîé
ñóùåñòâóþùåé, ìîäåëè êóëüòóðû. Íåïðàâåäíîñòü ñóùå-
ñòâóþùåãî ñòàòóñ-êâî ÿâëÿåòñÿ äëÿ íåå íåêèì a priori, íî
äðóãîãî ðåàëüíîãî ïðîåêòà îðãàíèçàöèè êóëüòóðíîãî ïðîèçâîä-
ñòâà â îáùåñòâå, ïðåäïîëàãàþùåãî èíîé òèï âçàèìîîòíîøåíèé
ñ âëàñòüþ è èíîãî àäðåñàòà – òàêîãî ïðîåêòà ó íåå íåò. Â Ìîñêâå
ñïîðÿò îá àâòîíîìèè èñêóññòâà, èçó÷àþò ìàðêñèçì 30-õ ãîäîâ,
íî óõîäÿò îò îáñóæäåíèÿ êîíêðåòíîé ïîçèòèâíîé ïåðñïåêòèâû.
À òîëüêî òàêàÿ ïðîãðàììà, âîïëîùåííàÿ â ñèñòåìå î÷åíü
êîíêðåòíûõ òðåáîâàíèé è óñòàíîâîê, ñîöèàëüíûõ ïðîãðàìì è
òâîð÷åñêèõ óñèëèé, áóäó÷è ïðåäúÿâëåííîé õóäîæåñòâåííîé è
îáùåñòâåííîé æèçíè, ìîæåò áûòü ýôôåêòèâíîé àëüòåðíàòèâîé
òîòàëüíûì ïðåòåíçèÿì êóëüòóðíîé èíäóñòðèè. Ïîêà ýòîãî íåò,
êðèòè÷åñêîå óìîíàñòðîåíèå áóäåò íîñèòü ëèøü àêàäåìè÷åñêèé
ñòàòóñ èëè ñòàòóñ ïåðñîíàëüíîãî èëè ãðóïïîâîãî ÷óäà÷åñòâà,
ïðîñòèòåëüíîãî àðòèñòè÷åñêèì îñîáàì.
Ïðîáëåìà èìåííî â ýòîì, à íå â ôàêòå òîãî, ÷òî êðèòè÷åñêèå
õóäîæíèêè è èíòåëëåêòóàëû ïðèíèìàþò ó÷àñòèå â àíòè-
èíòåëëåêòóàëüíûõ ïðîåêòàõ. Ñóùåñòâóåò ìàññà ñòðàòåãè÷åñêèõ
è òàêòè÷åñêèõ îáîñíîâàíèé, ïî÷åìó êðèòèêè âñòóïàåò íà
òåððèòîðèþ îáúåêòà êðèòèêè. Ïðîáëåìîé æå ýòî ñòàíîâèòñÿ
òîãäà, êîãäà çà íèìè íå ñòîèò îôîðìëåííîé àëüòåðíàòèâû,
êîòîðàÿ îáúåêòèâíî èëè ñóáúåêòèâíî äåëåãèðóåò åãî íà ýòîò
øàã. Â ýòîì ñëó÷àå ýòî åñòü íè÷òî èíîå, êàê îñîçíàííàÿ èëè
áåçäóìíàÿ êîððóïöèÿ.
Îòñþäà æå íåëåïîñòü ñëîíÿþùåãîñÿ ïî Ìîñêâå Àãàìáåíà è
äðóãèõ åãî êîëëåã, âûïèñàííûõ áåññèñòåìíî è ñëó÷àéíî,
íàïîäîáèå òîãî, êàê íîâûå ðóññêèå âûïèñûâàþò èòàëüÿíñêóþ
ìåáåëü, òûêàÿ ïàëüöåì â äèçàéíåðñêèé êàòàëîã. Ïîêà íå èäåò
ðàáîòû ïî îòâåòñòâåííîìó àëüòåðíàòèâíîìó ïðîåêòó, èõ ðå÷è
ëèøåíû êîíòåêñòà. Íà íèõ õîäÿò ñìîòðåòü êàê íà ãëàìóðíûé
çâåðèíåö, â ïîÿâëåíèè èõ â Ìîñêâå íåò íèêàêîãî ðèñêà, êàê è â
ïîÿâëåíèè Áåí Ëàäåíà â ïîñåëåíèè ñåêòàíòîâ, ãäå íè÷åãî íå
ñëûøàëè îá èñëàìå…



«Íåäîñòàåò íàì (âåäü íàì êîå-÷åãî íåäîñòàåò, íàì íåäîñòàåò ïîëèòèêè, ÷åãî òóò
ñêðûâàòü), ñòàëî áûòü, âîâñå íå ìàòåðèè è íå ôîðì, èç êîòîðûõ ìîæíî áûëî áû
ñôàáðèêîâàòü ìèô. Äëÿ ýòîãî âñåãäà äîñòàòî÷íî âñÿêîãî õëàìà, èäåîëîãè÷åñêîãî êèò÷à,
ñêîëü óáîãîãî, ñòîëü è îïàñíîãî. Íî íàì íåäîñòàåò ïðîíèöàòåëüíîñòè, ÷òîáû ðàçëè÷èòü
ñîáûòèå — ñîáûòèÿ, â êîòîðûõ ïîèñòèíå áåðåò íà÷àëî íàøå ãðÿäóùåå. Êîíå÷íî æå, îíè íå
ïðîèçâîäÿòñÿ â âîçâðàòå ìèôîâ. Ìû áîëüøå íå æèâåì íè â èçìåðåíèè, íè â ëîãèêå èñòîêà.
Ìû ñóùåñòâóåì, çàïàçäûâàÿ, èñòîðè÷åñêè çàäíèì ÷èñëîì. ×òî íå èñêëþ÷àåò
òîãî, ÷òî ïðåäåë çàïàçäûâàíèÿ ìîæåò îáåðíóòüñÿ îòïðàâíîé òî÷êîé êàêîé-òî íîâèçíû.
Áîëåå òîãî èìåííî ýòî è òðåáóåòñÿ îò íàñ ïîìûñëèòü».

Ô. Ëàêó-Ëàáàðò, Æ.-Ë. Íàíñè. Íàöèñòñêèé ìèô.

Ìíîãèå ïîñåòèòåëè âûñòàâêè ïîä ïðåòåíöèîçíûì íàçâàíèåì «Âåðþ!», îòêðûâøàÿñÿ â
ïðåääâåðèå è â ðàìêàõ âòîðîãî ìîñêîâñêîãî áèåííàëå, ðàçäåëÿþò ìíåíèå, ÷òî îíà íè÷åì
îñîáåííî íå îòëè÷àåòñÿ îò ëþáîé äðóãîé ïîäîáíîé ñáîðíîé âûñòàâêè ñîâðåìåííîãî
ðîññèéñêîãî èñêóññòâà. Ñ ìíåíèåì ýòèì ñîãëàñíû è åå ïðåæäå íåïðèìèðèìûå êðèòèêè è
íåêîòîðûå ó÷àñòíèêè. Ðàçâå ÷òî àêöåíòû ñòàâÿòñÿ ðàçíûå.
Íà èäåîëîãè÷åñêîì àêöåíòå íàñòàèâàþò ìíîãèå õóäîæíèêè è êóðàòîðñêàÿ ãðóïïà. Ðå÷ü ÿêîáû
èäåò î ïîèñêàõ «ïîçèòèâà», ëåãèòèìàöèè «âåðû» â èíòåëëèãåíòñêîì ñîçíàíèè, íî áåç óçêî
êîíôåññèîíàëüíîãî (à  òî è âîîáùå, ðåëèãèîçíîãî) âåðîèñïîâåäàíèÿ. Ò.å. î âîññòàíîâëåíèè
äîâåðèÿ ê ñîâðåìåííîìó èñêóññòâó, à ÷åðåç íåãî è äîâåðèÿ ìåæäó ëþäüìè. Òåìû ýòè ñòî ðàç
ïðîãîâîðåíû, à ñîîòâåòñòâóþùèå ïóòè çàòîïòàíû òàáóíàìè áîãîèñêàòåëåé è áîãîáîðöåâ èç
òåõ æå ðóññêèõ èíòåëëèãåíòîâ íà÷àëà ïðîøëîãî âåêà. ×òî æ «òðàãåäèÿ ðóññêîé èíòåëëèãåíöèè»
ïîâòîðÿåòñÿ â âèäå ôàðñà, íî çàìå÷åíî è íå÷òî íîâîå.
Èáî çàÿâëåííàÿ òåìà – íå òîëüêî àêñåññóàð íîâîãî áîðîäàòîãî èìèæäà Îëåãà Êóëèêà è
êîìïàíèè, êîòîðûì õîòåëîñü áû â åå îñëåïèòåëüíûõ ëó÷àõ âûéòè èç ñóìðàêà 90-õ è íà÷àòü
íàêîíåö ëåãàëüíî ïðîäàâàòüñÿ íà õóäî-áåäíî ñêëàäûâàþùåìñÿ ðîññèéñêîì àðò-ðûíêå. Çäåñü
õóäîæíèêîâ ìîæíî ïîíÿòü è ñðàâíèòü ñ ïðåñëîâóòûìè ðîññèéñêèìè îëèãàðõàìè, êîòîðûå íå
ïëàòèëè ëåò äåñÿòü íàëîãîâ, è äàæå ïîãîâàðèâàëè îá àëüòåðíàòèâíûõ ýêîíîìèêàõ è ñïîñîáàõ
ïðîèçâîäñòâà, íî ïîñëå èñòîðèè ñ Þêîñ, ñðàçó êàê-òî ñíèêëè è íà÷àëè ïîêîðíî «ñëóæèòü
îòå÷åñòâó». Ò.å. îòêàçàëèñü îò è òàê íåïîñèëüíûõ äëÿ áûâøèõ ôàðöîâùèêîâ ñîöèàëüíî-
ïîëèòè÷åñêèõ ïðîåêòîâ, è îãðàíè÷èëèñü ïðîåêòàìè èíäèâèäóàëüíûìè - ïîñòðîéêàìè ÿõò è
îòäûõîì íà ýëèòíûõ êóðîðòàõ ñ ãàðåìàìè èç ìàëîëåòíèõ ôîòîìîäåëåé. À äëÿ óäîâëåòâîðåíèÿ
ìåòàôèçè÷åñêèõ ÷óâñòâ, ïîêóïàÿ íà Sotheby’s «÷åðíûå êâàäðàòû» è æåðòâóÿ äîëþ ìàëóþ ãîñ.
÷èíîâíèêàì è öåðêâè âî èñêóïëåíèå âûøåóïîìÿíóòûõ «ãðåõîâ».
Ó íàøèõ õóäîæíèêîâ òîæå áûë ñâîé Þêîñ – ðàçãðîìëåííàÿ ïðàâîñëàâíûìè áîåâèêàìè, à
çàòåì åùå è îôèöèàëüíî îñóæäåííàÿ âëàñòÿìè âûñòàâêà «Îñòîðîæíî ðåëèãèÿ» â Ñàõàðîâñêîì
öåíòðå. Íåñìîòðÿ íà êîíöåïòóàëüíóþ áåñïîìîùíîñòü ñàìîãî ýòîãî ïðîåêòà, öåëèêîì
îñòàâøåãîñÿ â ëèáåðàëüíîé èëëþçèè 90-õ, ó÷àñòíèêè òîé âûñòàâêè, ïî êðàéíåé ìåðå, íå ëèçàëè
òàê îòêðîâåííî âëàñòè, ò.å. íå ìèìåòèðîâàëè åå àêòóàëüíûõ èäåîëîãè÷åñêèõ àìáèöèé. Ýòî
áûëà ïîïûòêà ñäåëàòü âèä, ÷òî ìû âñå åùå æèâåì â óñëîâèÿõ ñâåòñêîãî ñîöèàëüíîãî
ãîñóäàðñòâà, õîòÿ âñåì áûëî óæå ÿñíî, ÷òî ýòî íå òàê.
Óñòðîèòåëè «Âåðþ» èçâëåêëè èç âñåé ýòîé ãíóñíîé èñòîðèè íåîáõîäèìûå óðîêè, èñïîëüçîâàâ
èíåðöèþ íåçäîðîâîãî èíòåðåñà ê îêîëîöåðêîâíîé ïðîáëåìàòèêå â îáùåñòâå, íî êóïèðîâàâ òå
åå ýëåìåíòû, êîòîðûå ìîãëè áû áûòü èñòîëêîâàíû ïðåäñòàâèòåëÿìè «ïðàâîñëàâíîãî
àêöèîíèçìà» è ñóäåéñêèõ â äóõå õðèñòèàíî-ðóñî-ôîáèè è «ðàçæèãàíèÿ ìåæêîíôåññèîíàëüíîé
ðîçíè». Ñ ýòîé öåëüþ, ïîä ïðåäëîãîì áîðüáû ñ «ëèáåðàëüíûì ïîñòìîäåðíèçìîì», îíè
îòêàçàëèñü äàæå îò ìèíèìàëüíîé êðèòè÷åñêîé äèñòàíöèè ê áóäèðóþùèì ïîñòñîâåòñêîå
îáùåñòâåííîå ñîçíàíèå ðåàêöèîííûì êîíöåïòàì âðîäå «âåðû», «ìèôà», «íàöèîíàëüíîãî
èñêóññòâà», îò êàêîé-ëèáî àìáèâàëåíòíîñòè èëè ñóáâåðñèâíîñòè â ïðåäñòàâëåíèè
ñîîòâåòñòâóþùèõ òåì.
Åñëè è ìîæíî ãîâîðèòü î êàêîé-òî èðîíè÷íîñòè ðÿäà âûñòàâëåííûõ ðàáîò, òî ýòî òèï
èíäèâèäóàëèñòè÷åñêîé èðîíèè, êàêèõ-òî áåçîïàñíûõ ïåðñîíàëüíûõ ìèôîâ, óæå îòæèâøèõ
ñâîé èñòîðè÷åñêèé âåê, è ñðàçó ïî èçãîòîâëåíèþ çàíîñÿùèõñÿ â íîâåíüêèå êàòîëîæíûå
êàðòî÷êè êîíöåïòóàëèñòñêîãî àðõèâà. Èìåííî òàê âûãëÿäÿò ñàìè ïî ñåáå (âíå âåðîâàòåëüíûõ
êîííîòàöèé) èíòåðåñíûå ðàáîòû Ìîíàñòûðñêîãî, Ïðèãîâà è Çàõàðîâà.
Íî îíè, êàê è íîâûå «øåäåâðû» íàøèõ ëåâûõ òîâàðèùåé (Îñìîëîâñêîãî è Ãóòîâà) è
çàìå÷àòåëüíûõ âèäåîàðòèñòîâ (×åðíûøåâîé è Àëèìïèåâà), íå ñìîãëè, êàê ìû è ïðåäïîëàãàëè,
äåêîäèðîâàòü «ñîöèàëüíûé çàêàç», çàäàâàåìûé êóðàòîðîì.
Êàê-òî íåñêîëüêî ëåò íàçàä Îëåã Êóëèê ïðåäëîæèë ó÷àñòíèêàì íàøåãî ñåìèíàðà î ñîâðåìåííîé
ôèëîñîôèè â ÈÔÐÀÍ (â êîòîðûé âõîäèëè è Ãóòîâ, è Îñìîëîâñêèé), ïðîâåñòè åãî â… äæàêóçè,
âìåñòå ñ èññëåäóåìûìè èì â òî âðåìÿ ïðîñòèòóòêàìè. Ïðåäïîëàãàëîñü, ÷òî íåçàâèñèìî îò
ñîäåðæàíèÿ íàøåé áåñåäû, Êóëèê ñìîæåò ïðåäñòàâèòü íàø ñåìèíàð êàê ÷àñòü ñâîåãî áîëåå
çíà÷èòåëüíîãî ïåðôîðìàíñà, íî çàîäíî è ìû ïîëó÷èì íå ñíèâøèéñÿ äîíûíå èíòåëëåêòóàëàì
îáùåñòâåííûé ðåçîíàíñ. Ðàçóìååòñÿ, ìû îòêàçàëèñü. Íî ïðîøëî âðåìÿ è íåêîòîðûå íàøè
òîâàðèùè çàëåçëè â òó æå êðåñòèëüíóþ êóïåëü ñ íàäåæäîé ïåðåêðè÷àòü øóìíûå áàðàõòàíüÿ
«Ñèíèõ íîñîâ» è ÀÅÑ. Íàïðàñíûå íàäåæäû.
Õîòÿ ìû è ïîíèìàåì, ÷òî äëÿ áîëåå 50-òè (î÷åíü ïî-ñâîåìó ðàçíûõ) ó÷àñòíèêîâ ïðîåêòà, òåìà
«âåðû» ïðåäñòàåò ÷åì-òî âðîäå î÷åðåäíîãî è íå ñòîëü óæ çíà÷èìîãî ïîâîäà ïîêàçàòü ñâîè
íîâûå ðàáîòû. Ïðåäïîëàãàåòñÿ, ÷òî ðàçìåùåííûå â îáùåì ïðîñòðàíñòâå áûâøåãî âèíçàâîäà,
îíè ìîãëè áû áûòü âûñòàâëåíû ãäå óãîäíî è ïîä êàêîé óãîäíî øàïêîé. Äàæå ïîä òèòëîì «Íå
âåðþ». Òàê ïîäóìàëè ïîñëå ïîñåùåíèÿ âûñòàâêè è íåêîòîðûå èçíà÷àëüíî êðèòè÷åñêè
íàñòðîåííûå ê íåé òîâàðèùè. À ïðîâîäèìûå Êóëèêîì â òå÷åíèå ãîäà è îïóáëèêîâàííûå â
êàòàëîãå ïîä íàçâàíèåì «Xenia» ðåëèãèîçíî-êóëüòóðîëîãè÷åñêèå áåñåäû, ïðåäñòàëè âñåãî ëèøü
óñïåøíûì ïðåâåíòèâíûì PR-õîäîì, íà êîòîðûé ìíîãèå è êóïèëèñü.
Íî òåìà âåðû íå ÿâëÿåòñÿ ÷åì-òî íåâèííûì è áåçðàçëè÷íûì ê óñòðîåííîìó Êóëèêîì ïðàçäíèêó
èçÿùíûõ èñêóññòâ. Â äàííîì ñëó÷àå îíà è ñòàëà òîé ñàìîé îáùåé âàííîé äëÿ õóäîæíèêîâ,
ãäå âìåñòî ïóòàí çàñåëè ïîïû è ïîëèòòåõíîëîãè ïðåçèäåíòñêîé àäìèíèñòðàöèè. È õîòÿ â
ïðåäñòàâëåííûõ íà «Âåðþ» ðàáîòàõ ïî÷òè íåò ïðÿìîé ýñòåòèçàöèè àêòèâíî ïðåäñòàâëåííûõ
â ñîâðåìåííîì ðîññèéñêîì ìåäèàïðîñòðàíñòâå ðåëèãèîçíûõ ñèìâîëîâ è öåííîñòåé,
ïîëèòè÷åñêèé ñìûñë ïðîåêòà îòêðîâåííî êîíôîðìåí è ðåàêöèîíåí - ðå÷ü èäåò î ãîòîâíîñòè
õóäîæíèêîâ âûïîëíÿòü ïðîòèâíûå ïðèðîäå ñîâðåìåííîãî èñêóññòâà ôóíêöèè – íå ïðîòåñòíûå,
êðèòè÷åñêèå, èëè ðåâîëþöèîííûå, à èäåîëîãè÷åñêèå - ìèôîòâîð÷åñêèå. Õóäîæíèêè íå æåëàþò
áîëüøå íàõîäèòüñÿ â êðèòè÷åñêîé ðåçåðâàöèè 90-õ, âûïîëíÿÿ äèàãíîñòè÷åñêóþ ðàáîòó
ñîöèàëüíûõ êëèíèöèñòîâ. Îíè õîòÿò èíôèöèðîâàòü. Ìèôîñòðîèòåëüíûì ïàôîñîì ïðîíèçàíû
âñå óïîìÿíóòûå «ñáîðû» è èíòåðâüþ ñ õóäîæíèêàìè, äàæå åñëè îíè àòòåñòóþò ñåáÿ òàì
àíàðõèñòàìè, ëåâûìè, èëè àòåèñòàìè. Ò.å. ïðîáëåìà ñîñòîèò íå â òîì, ÷òî õóäîæíèêè â
îäíî÷àñüå ñòàëè (åñëè íå âñåãäà áûëè) «âåðóþùèìè», à  ÷òî îíè ïûòàþòñÿ ðàññìàòðèâàòü
èñêóññòâî èñêëþ÷èòåëüíî â âåðîâàòåëüíî-ìèôîëîãè÷åñêîì èçìåðåíèè, ãîâîðÿò î ñîçäàíèè
«íîâîé èäåîëîãèè» è ò.ï.
Â êîíöåïòå «âåðû» îíè ïûòàþòñÿ íàùóïàòü íîâûé ÿçûê äëÿ êîììóíèêàöèè ñ îáùåñòâîì. È
ýòî îêàçàëñÿ ÿçûê âëàñòè, ïîòîìó ÷òî õóäîæíèêè ñàìè õîòÿò òåïåðü óïðàâëÿòü èäåîëîãè÷åñêèìè
ïðîöåññàìè, à èñêóññòâî ïðåâðàòèòü â èíñòðóìåíò òàêîãî óïðàâëåíèÿ. Ðå÷ü èäåò òàêèì îáðàçîì
î ìèìåñèñå âëàñòè, ê êîòîðîìó íà÷èíàÿ åùå ñ Ïëàòîíà, ïîäòàëêèâàëà èñêóññòâî êîíñåðâàòèâíàÿ
ìûñëü.
Íî ÿ áû ïîîñòåðåãñÿ íàçûâàòü ýòó ñèòóàöèþ «ôàøèñòêîé». Âåäü ðåàêöèîííûé ïî ñóòè
êîíöåïò âåðû íàêëàäûâàåòñÿ ñåãîäíÿ íå íà ðåâîëþöèîííóþ ýìîöèþ êàêèõ-òî ìîëîäûõ
ðàçðóøèòåëåé-àíòèñèñòåìíèêîâ, ãîïíèêîâ èëè ñêèíîâ, à íà ðàçî÷àðîâàííûõ â
ñâîåé ïîêîëåí÷åñêîé ðåâîëþöèè (ïðèøåäøåéñÿ íà 80- è 90-å ãã.) è ìîäåëÿõ
êîëëåêòèâíîñòè õóäîæíèêîâ-ìåòåîðèòîâ, ïî áîëüøåé ÷àñòè æèâóùèõ çàãðàíèöåé. Ò.å. íà ñòîëü
æå ðåàêöèîííóþ (èëè èíåðöèîííóþ) ýìîöèþ ïîñòñîâåòñêîãî áóðæóàçíîãî èíäèâèäóàëèçìà,
êîòîðûé Êóëèê áåçóñïåøíî ïîïûòàëñÿ çàìêíóòü ïñåâäîìîáèëèçóþùèì ïðèçûâîì - «âåðþ».
Â ýòîì ñìûñëå èäåîëîãèÿ ïðîåêòà Îëåãà Êóëèêà ïðåäñòàâëÿåò ñîáîé áàíàëüíûé ïðèìåð
ñîâðåìåííîé öèíè÷åñêîé ïîçèöèè, êîòîðîé â ÷àñòíîñòè íå óñòàåò óäèâëÿòüñÿ Ñëàâîé Æèæåê.

Ñ íèì íåëüçÿ íå ñîãëàñèòüñÿ, ÷òî ïðîáëåìà öèíèçìà ñîñòîèò â íåöåëîìóäðåííîñòè,
íåïåðâîðîäíîñòè ïîäîáíûõ «âåðå» ñèìïòîìàòè÷íûõ êîíöåïòîâ. Îíè âûñòóïàþò çäåñü êàê
óæå ïðîèíòåðïðåòèðîâàííûå ïðèâëåêàåìûìè èõ àâòîðàìè. Ïîýòîìó íàøè êîëëåãè íå íàçûâàþò
ñåáÿ íè «íàöèîíàëèñòàìè», íè «ôóíäàìåíòàëèñòàìè», íè «ôàøèñòàìè». Íî äåéñòâóþò òàê,
êàê áóäòî ýòî íå âàæíî. Ò.å. îíè ñîçíàþò, ÷òî âñÿ ýòà òåìà äóðíî ïàõíåò, íî äåéñòâóþò â òîì
æå äóõå (ëîãèêà «êëèí êëèíîì âûøèáàåò»).
Ïîýòîìó è íåëüçÿ ïåðåîöåíèâàòü è äåìîíèçèðîâàòü ýòè âåðîèñêàíèÿ è âåðîèñïóñêàíèÿ (óïðåêàÿ
èõ â íåíàó÷íîñòè è èððàöèîíàëèçìå), à òåì áîëåå ïðèíèìàòü èõ çà ÷èñòóþ ìîíåòó (ïîäîáíî
íåâåäîìî îòêóäà íàëåòåâøèì íà ýòîò «ìåä» ïñîé-ëèòåðàòóðîâåäàì, íå ñìåøíûì àíàëèòèêàì
ñìåõà è ôèçèêàì-èñèõàñòàì). Ïî÷èòàéòå áåñåäó Êóëèêà ñ Àíóôðèåâûì: âåðà - çíàíèå, çíàíèå
– âåðà, à âñå ðàâíî âñå êîí÷àåòñÿ òðàâîé, ãðèáàìè è òåì æå äæàêóçè.
Ìåæäó òåì â ïðîáëåìàòèêå âåðû äåéñòâèòåëüíî åñòü âàæíûé ýòè÷åñêèé ñìûñë, êîòîðûé
óñòðîèòåëè è ó÷àñòíèêè âûñòàâêè îáîøëè ìîë÷àíèåì.
Åäèíñòâåííî äîñòóïíûé ÷åëîâåêó îïûò âåðû íå íîñèò õàðàêòåðà ïðèñâàèâàåìîãî ÷óâñòâà
èëè êàêîãî-òî èíäèâèäóàëüíîãî ïåðåæèâàíèÿ. Îí â ïîëíîé ìåðå ïðèíàäëåæèò Äðóãîìó, åãî
ñâîáîäíîé âîëå. Äðóãîé ÷åëîâåê ÿâëÿåòñÿ çäåñü íå ïðåäìåòîì èëè îáúåêòîì âåðû, à åå
åäèíñòâåííûì «ñóáúåêòîì». Íå â òîì ñìûñëå, ÷òî âåðèò âñåãäà òîëüêî êòî-òî äðóãîé, à â òîì,
÷òî íàçûâàåìîå âåðîé íå ïîäâëàñòíî âîëå ñóáúåêòà-ß. Äðóãèìè ñëîâàìè ÿ íå ìîãó îäíèì
ñâîèì æåëàíèåì çàñòàâèòü Äðóãîãî îòâå÷àòü íà çàïðîñ ìîåé âåðû. Âåðà â ýòîì ñìûñëå
ïîñòðîåíà íà àáñîëþòíîì ðàçðûâå, íà ðàçëè÷èè, êîòîðîå íèêîãäà íå ïåðåõîäèò â òîæäåñòâî.
Îíà ëèøü îòêðûòàÿ ïîòåíöèàëüíîñòü Äðóãîãî, êàê âîçìîæíîñòü îïðàâäàíèÿ ìîåãî ê íåìó
äîâåðèÿ. Íå áîëåå òîãî, íî è íå ìåíåå. Òàêèì îáðàçîì, âåðà äîñòóïíà íàì òîëüêî â ìîäóñå äî-
âåðèÿ, íåêîåé ñîáñòâåííîé ïîòåíöèè, êàê ðåàëüíîé âîçìîæíîñòè ëþáâè ê Äðóãîìó, à íå ó-
âåðåííîé ìàíèïóëÿöèè åãî ÷óâñòâàìè, êîòîðîå áîëüøå èíòåðåñóåò Êóëèêà è Êî – èçîáðåòàòåëåé
íîâîé ìàñòóðáàòîðíîé èäåîëîãè÷åñêîé ìàøèíû (Äðóãîé êàê ìàñòóðáàòîðíûé ôàíòàçì
áîæåñòâåííîé ñóáúåêòèâíîñòè Îëåãà, ñëåäóþùåãî çäåñü çà Àëüôðåäîì Ðîçåíáåðãîì, òàêæå
óñìîòðåâøåì êîãäà-òî «âñåìîãóùåñòâî âñåâûøíåãî â ñîáñòâåííîé äóøå»).
Â ýòîé èäåîëîãè÷åñêîé ïëîñêîñòè âåðà íå åñòü íå÷òî íåâèííîå. Ýòî çàïèñü íàñèëèÿ è
÷åëîâå÷åñêîãî íåñ÷àñòüÿ íà òåëå îáùåñòâà, ðåëèãèîçíàÿ àñêåçà êàê äîáðîâîëüíûé àä è íàäåæäà
íà âîçäàíèå çà çåìíûå ìó÷åíèÿ, ðàáñêèé äîãîâîð î äîïóñòèìîì óðîâíå íèùåòû è áîëè, êîòîðûé
ê òîìó æå ïîñòîÿííî íàðóøàåòñÿ ñî ñòîðîíû ãîñïîäèíà. Ïîýòîìó âåðà â ýòîì
«âíóòðèïîëèòè÷åñêîì» ñìûñëå, òî è äåëî îáðàùàåòñÿ â âåðó êàê îðóäèå ïîëèòèêè âíåøíåé –
èíñòðóìåíò ðåëèãèîçíîé è íàöèîíàëüíîé âîéíû, ñëóæà êëþ÷åâûì ñðåäñòâîì èäåíòèôèêàöèè
ñóáúåêòà íàñèëèÿ (Æ.-Ë. Íàíñè, Ô. Ëàêó-Ëàáàðò, Íàöèñòñêèé ìèô). Âåðà â «èñòèííîãî áîãà»,
«ðàñó», «íàöèþ» ñòàíîâèòñÿ çäåñü ëæèâûì îáùåãðàæäàíñêèì ìèôîì, îïðàâäûâàþùèì
óíè÷òîæåíèå Äðóãîãî è äðóãèõ ðàáîâ íå îáëàäàþùèõ ýòîé «èñòèííîé âåðîé» (ïåðâûìè ðàáàìè
áûëè ïëåíåííûå âîèíû). Ïîýòîìó ðåàêöèîííîñòü ýòîãî êîíöåïòà â ïîëèòè÷åñêîì ïëàíå
ñîìíåíèé íå âûçûâàåò.
Íàèâíî áûëî áû ïîëàãàòü, ÷òî ïîçèöèè öèíè÷åñêîé âåðû è ìèôà «äëÿ äðóãèõ» ñïîñîáíî
óáåðå÷ü ñîâðåìåííîå ðîññèéñêîå îáùåñòâî îò ðàçëîæåíèÿ è êðàõà. Èáî öèíèçì ïëîõ íå ñàì
ïî ñåáå, à áåññèëèåì ïåðåä ëèöîì íàñòóïàþùåé ïîëèòè÷åñêîé ðåàêöèè, ìîë÷àëèâûì, à èíîãäà
è îòêðîâåííûì ïðèíÿòèåì ðåàêöèîííûõ èäåîëîãåì âëàñòè, êîòîðûì âûñòàâêà «Âåðþ» âòîðèò
ìèìåòè÷åñêèì êîíòðàïóíêòîì.

Èãîðü ×óáàðîâ | Çàìåòêè î âåðå , èëè â äæàêóçè
ñ Îëåãîì Êóëèêîì

Therefore, what we are lacking (for we do lack something in particular—there is no point in
hiding that it is politics we lack) is not at all the matter and the forms from which myth might be
fabricated. For that there is always sufficient rubbish, ideological kitsch that is as banal as it
dangerous. What we lack, however, is the insight necessary to discern the events in which our
future truly has its origins. They are not, of course, produced in the return of myths. We longer
dwell in that dimension, in the logic of the source. We exist belatedly, in a historical future
perfect. Which does not rule out the fact that the limit of belatedness might prove to be the
starting point of some innovation. Moreover, it is precisely this that demands our thought.

Philippe Lacoue-Labarthe and Jean-Luc Nancy, Le mythe nazi

Many visitors to the pretentiously titled I Believe! (which opened on the eve of the Second
Moscow Biennale) share the opinion that the show is no different from any other group exhibition
of contemporary Russian art. Even critics previously hostile to the show and several participants
agree with this assessment. They differ, perhaps, only in what they choose to emphasize.

The curatorial team and a number of the participating artists insist on emphasizing the show’s
ideological aspect. The exhibition thus addresses, as it were, the search for “positivity,” the
legitimation of “faith” in the minds of the intelligentsia. (However, faith here isn’t understood
narrowly; there is no necessary reference to a particular confession, or, even, religion in general.)
The project, then, aims to restore faith in contemporary art and, thus, between people. These
themes have been discussed to death, and the roads taken trampled into deep ruts by the
herds of god-seekers and theomachists who arose within our very same Russian intelligentsia
at the turn of the nineteenth century. And so the “tragedy of the Russian intelligentsia” repeats
itself as farce. Something new catches the eye in this latest production, however.

For the stated theme isn’t meant simply to accessorize the new, bearded image of Oleg Kulik
and Co. Swaddling themselves in faith’s blinding rays, they would love to exit from the twilight
of the nineties in order finally to go legal on the more-or-less emergent Russian art market. In
this sense, we might compare the artists to the notorious Russian oligarchs: they didn’t pay
taxes for ten years and even paid lip service to alternative economies and means of production.
After the Yukos affair, though, their chutzpah immediately flagged and they began humbly serving
the Fatherland. That is, they rejected the social-political projects that were in any case a heavy
load for these ex-black marketeers and limited themselves to individual projects: building yachts
and vacationing at upscale resorts with harems of underage supermodels. They satisfy their
metaphysical yearnings by buying “black squares” at Sotheby’s. They atone for the above-
mentioned sins by paying tithes to bureaucrats and the church.

Our artists also had their own Yukos affair—the Caution: Religion! show at the Sakharov Center,
which was vandalized by Orthodox thugs and then officially condemned by the authorities.
Despite the conceptual feebleness of the project itself (wholly trapped in the liberal illusions of
the nineties), at least the show’s participants didn’t suck up to the powers-that-be by so flagrantly
imitating their current ideological ambitions. Caution: Religion! pretended that we still live in a
secular social democracy, although it was already clear to everyone that this wasn’t the case.

The organizers of I Believe! learned the necessary lessons from this disgusting story. They’ve
harnessed the inertia of society’s unhealthy interest in the para-ecclesiastical problematic while
deleting all those of its elements that Orthodox actionists and the courts might interpret as
instances of Christiano-Russophobia and “incitement of interconfessional conflict.” To this end,
under the pretense of combating “liberal postmodernism,” they’ve even rejected a minimal
critical distance from the reactionary concepts—“faith,”  “myth,” “national art”—that have inflamed
post-Soviet social consciousness. They’ve eschewed the slightest hint of ambivalence or
subversion in their presentation of these themes.

I g o r  C h u b a r o v  |  N o t e s  o n  F a i t h ,  o r ,  O l e g
K u l i k ’ s  J a c u z z i

Èãîðü ×óáàðîâ (1965) ôèëîñîô, àíòðîïîëîã, ãëàâà èçäàòåëüñòâà Logosaltera è ðåäàê-
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Even if it’s possible to speak of irony in a number of the works exhibited, this irony is individualistic.
Such works revolve around harmless personal myths that, having outlived their historical moment,
are immediately filed in the brand-new card catalogs of the conceptualist archive. Such is the
impression made by the contributions of Andrei Monastyrsky, Dmitry Prigov, and Vadim Zakharov,
which are interesting apart from their faithological connotations.

As we assumed would be the case, however, neither these works nor the new masterpieces of
our leftist comrades (Anatoly Osmolovsky and Dmitry Gutov) and our outstanding video artists
(Olga Chernysheva and Viktor Alimpiev) has proved capable of decoding the “social commission”
issued by the curator.

Several years ago, Oleg Kulik invited the members of our contemporary philosophy seminar
(based at the Philosophy Institute of the Russian Academy of Sciences, it included both Gutov
and Osmolovsky) to accompany him to the jacuzzi along with the prostitutes he was researching
at the time. Kulik assumed that, whatever the content of the ensuing discussion, he would be
able to present our seminar as part of a more-significant performance—and that to boot we’d
benefit from PR-buzz that most intellectuals could only dream of. We turned him down, of course.
But time has passed and several of our comrades have slipped into this very same baptismal
font in hopes of drowning out the noisy flounderings of the Blue Noses Group and AES+F. They
hoped in vain.

We do understand that for the fifty-some participating artists (all very different in their own ways)
the topic of faith is just the latest and not terribly significant occasion to show new works. Housed
in the common space of a former distillery, the works might just as well have been exhibited
anywhere else and under any banner whatsoever—even I Don’t Believe! That was the impression
garnered by several initially critically minded art-scenesters when they visited the show. The
colloquia on religion and culture that Kulik conducted over the course of the past year and published
in the show’s catalog, entitled Xenia, were likewise viewed merely as successful preventive PR-
strikes that sold the project to many people.

But the topic of faith isn’t an innocent incidental detail in Kulik’s feast of the fine arts. In the given
instance, faith is the big bathtub where the artists splish-and-splash with priests and Kremlin
spinmeisters instead of whores. Although none of the works in I Believe! directly engages in
aestheticizing the religious symbols and values that are actively represented in the contemporary
Russian mediasphere, the project’s political meaning is flagrantly conformist and reactionary.
We see represented the willingness of artists to fulfill functions contrary to the nature of
contemporary art—to further the cause of ideology and myth-construction, rather than protest,
criticism, and revolution. Artists have grown weary of dwelling in the critical reservation of the
nineties, where they carried out the diagnostic work of social clinicians. They want to infect society.
This mythopoetic sentiment permeates all the “gatherings” transcribed in the catalog as well as
the interviews with participating artists, even when they identify themselves as anarchists, leftists
or atheists. The problem, then, is not that the artists have suddenly become “believers” (if they
weren’t ones already), but that they try to view art exclusively in its faithological-mythological
dimension, that they speak of creating a “new ideology,” and so forth.

Via the concept of faith they attempt to feel their way towards a new language for communicating
with society. This language turns out to be the language of power: the artists want to guide
ideological processes themselves and turn art into an instrument of this control. Thus, we are
dealing here with the mimesis of political power that conservative thought has urged on art since
Plato onwards.

I would caution, however, against calling this situation fascistic. For the essentially reactionary
concept of faith is superimposed not on the revolutionary emotion of youthful antisystemic wreckers
(yobs or
skinheads), but rather on artists (most of whom live outside Russia) whose careers blazed like
meteorites in the eighties and nineties. Nowadays, they are disenchanted with the revolution
their generation made during that period and its models of collectivity. Thus, the reactionary
concept of faith gets mixed up with the equally reactionary (or inert) emotion of post-Soviet
bourgeois individualism, which Kulik has unsuccessfully attempted to foreclose with the pseudo-
mobilizing appeal I Believe!

Igor Chubarov (born 1965). Philosopher, anthropologist, head of the Logosaltera publishing

house, and editor of a series of books on intellectual concerns and current affairs. Lives in

Moscow.
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In this sense, the ideology behind Kulik’s project represents a trite illustration of the
contemporary cynical stance that never ceases to amaze, most conspicuously, Slavoj •i•ek.
One cannot help but agree with him that the problem of cynicism lies in the lack of chasteness
and unoriginality on display in symptomatic concepts like faith. Here they appear pre-
interpreted by the artists who appeal to them for support. That is why our colleagues don’t
call themselves nationalists, fundamentalists or fascists. They act, however, as if this weren’t
important. They recognize, that is, that the entire topic stinks, but they act in the exact same
spirit (thus obeying the logic that like cures like).

Thus it would be wrong to overestimate and demonize these virtual pilgrimages and acts of
faith by accusing them of irrationalism and a lack of scientific rigor. It would be even more
wrong to take them at face value, like the Psoi Korolenko-type literature scholars, unfunny
analysts of laughter, and hesychast physicists who’ve come swooping down on this veritable
honey pot from out of nowhere. Read the transcript of the conversation between Kulik and
Sergei Anufriev: faith is knowledge, knowledge is faith—but it all still ends up in weed,
shrooms, and that same-old jacuzzi.

The problematic of faith contains, nevertheless, an important ethical meaning that the
exhibition’s curators and artists have passed over in silence.

The only kind of faith accessible to the individual isn’t a sentiment that can be acquired or
an individual experience. This faith belongs wholly to the Other, to his free will. The Other
isn’t here an object of faith, but rather its only subject. Not in the sense that it is always
someone else who believes, but in the sense that what faith names isn’t dependent on the
ego-subject’s will. In other words, my desire alone isn’t enough to force the Other to respond
to the solicitation of my faith. Faith is founded on an absolute break, on difference that
never passes into identity. It is merely the Other’s open-ended potentiality, the possibility
that my trust in him will prove justified. It is no more than this, but also no less. Thus, we
have access to faith only in the mode of trust (in Russian, doverie: literally, “pre-faith,” as
opposed to vera, “faith”), only as a certain personal potential, as the real possibility of love
for the Other—not as the confident (uverennoi) manipulation of his feelings. This
manipulation, though, is what most interests Kulik and Co., the inventors of a newfangled
ideological masturbatory machine. For Kulik, the Other is the masturbatory phantasm of his
own divine subjectivity. In this he follows Alfred Rosenberg, who also once detected the
“strong one from above” in his own soul.

Faith isn’t something innocent on this particular ideological plane. It is the inscription of
violence and human misery on society’s body. It is a voluntary hell that masks itself as
religious asceticism and the hope of heavenly reward for one’s earthly torments. It is a
slave’s compact with his master about an acceptable measure of poverty and pain—a
compact that the master constantly breaks in any case. Faith as a matter of “domestic
policy” thus time and again is transformed into faith as a weapon of foreign policy, as an
instrument of religious and ethnic warfare, as the principal key to the subject of violence’s
identity (as Lacoue-Labarthe and Nancy argue in Le mythe nazi). Belief in the “true God,” in
“race” and “nation,” is here transformed into a mendacious public myth that justifies the
destruction of the Other, and of other slaves who aren’t in possession of the “true faith.”
(The first slaves were prisoners of war.) There thus can be no doubt about the reactionary
nature of this concept in the political realm.

It would be naive to assume that the practice of a cynical faith and the construction of myths
“for others” are capable of saving contemporary Russian society from decay and collapse.
For cynicism is a bad thing not in itself. It is bad because it is a form of powerlessness in the
face of advancing political reaction. It is bad because it is the silent (and, sometimes, frank)
acceptance of power’s reactionary ideologemes, which I Believe! amplifies with its mimetic
counterpoint.

translated by Thomas Campbell
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”Â “ñèëå íåãàòèâíîñòè” Ãåãåëü óñìàòðèâàë
æèçíåííóþ ñòèõèþ äóõà è, ñëåäîâàòåëüíî, ðàçóìà.
Â êîíå÷íîì ñ÷åòå, ýòà ñèëà áûëà ñèëîþ ïîñòè-
ãàòü è èçìåíÿòü äàííûå ôàêòû â ñîîòâåòñòâèè
ñ ðàçâèòèåì ïîòåíöèàëüíûõ âîçìîæíîñòåé è
ïóòåì îòðèöàíèÿ “ïîçèòèâíîãî” êàê òîëüêî îíî
ñòàíîâèëîñü ïðåãðàäîé íà ïóòè ñâîáîäíîãî
ðàçâèòèÿ. Â ñàìîé ñâîåé ñóùíîñòè ðàçóì åñòü
ïðîòèâîðå÷èå, ïðîòèâîñòîÿíèå, îòðèöàíèå äî
òåõ ïîð, ïîêà ñâîáîäà íå áóäåò ðåàëèçîâàíà. Åñëè
ïðîòèâîðå÷èâàÿ, ïðîòèâîáîðñòâóþùàÿ, îòðèöà-
òåëüíàÿ ñèëà ðàçóìà òåðïèò ïîðàæåíèå, ðåàëü-
íîñòü ñîâåðøàåò ñâîå äâèæåíèå, ïîâèíóÿñü
ñîáñòâåííîìó ïîçèòèâíîìó çàêîíó, è, íå âñòðå÷àÿ
ïðîòèâîäåéñòâèÿ ñî ñòîðîíû äóõà, ðàñêðûâàåò
ñâîþ ðåïðåññèâíóþ ñèëó”.

Ãåðáåðò Ìàðêóçå èç “Ðàçóìà è Ðåâîëþöèè”

“ß íå öåíçóðó îñóùåñòâëÿþ, à ôåéñ-êîíòðîëü.
Íàäî ïîíèìàòü, â êàêîå âðåìÿ ìû æèâåì”.

Îëåã Êóëèê, î ñâîåé ðîëè êóðàòîðà íà ïðîåêòå
“Âåðþ!”

01. Ðîññèÿ, íà÷àëî 2007 ãîäà

Â ïîñëåäíåå âðåìÿ íàðàñòàåò âîëíà ïðîïàãàíäû,
êîòîðàÿ ñòðåìèòñÿ âíóøèòü, ÷òî æèçíü ñòàíîâèòü-
ñÿ âñå ëó÷øå, ÷òî âñå áåäû ïåðåõîäíîãî ïåðèîäà
óæå ïîçàäè. Íàñòóïàåò âðåìÿ ñòàáèëüíîñòè,
íîðìàëèçàöèè, ðàñòåò óðîâåíü áëàãîñîñòîÿíèÿ,
ñòðàíîé ïðàâÿò ìóäðûå ïðàâèòåëè, êîòîðûõ íàðîä
íå ïðîñòî âûáðàë, – îí èì äîâåðÿåò, ÷òî îíè âåäóò
ñòðàíó åäèíñòâåííî âåðíûì ïóòåì, êîòîðîìó íå
ìîæåò áûòü íèêàêîé àëüòåðíàòèâû. Ëþáîé,
âûðàæàþùèé â ýòîì ñîìíåíèå, ïî íåäàâíî
ïðèíÿòîìó çàêîíó ëåãêî ìîæåò áûòü îáúÿâëåí
ýêñòðåìèñòîì, âíóòðåííèì âðàãîì – ïîñîáíèêîì
îòêóäà-òî ñòðåìèòåëüíî ìíîæàùèõñÿ âðàãîâ
Ðîññèè. Ýôèð è ìåäèà íà÷àëè çàïîëíÿòüñÿ øòàìïà-
ìè, óäèâèòåëüíî íàïîìèíàþùèìè ôðàçåîëîãèþ
ýïîõè áðåæíåâñêîãî çàñòîÿ, è íå ñëó÷àéíî, ÷òî
100ëåòíèé þáèëåé ñî äíÿ ðîæäåíèÿ Áðåæíåâà â
äåêàáðå 2006 ãîäà áûë âäðóã îòìå÷åí ñ îãðîìíûì
âîîäóøåâëåíèåì. Âëàñòü, ëèõîðàäî÷íî âûèñêèâàÿ
â ïðîøëîì èñòîðè÷åñêèå ýïîõè äëÿ ñâîåé ëåãèòè-
ìàöèè, âûáèðàåò òå ìîìåíòû èñòîðèè, çà êîòîðûìè
â ïîñëåäñòâèè óñòîé÷èâî çàêðåïèëèñü îïðåäå-
ëåíèÿ ðåàêöèè è çàñòîÿ, óïîðíî âûòåñíÿÿ èç
êîëëåêòèâíîé ïàìÿòè, ÷åì îíè âñåãäà êîí÷àëèñü.

02. Î âåðå ê âëàñòè

Ñåãîäíÿ âëàñòü â Ðîññèè íà÷àëà îñîçíàâàòü, ÷òî
óæå íåäîñòàòî÷íî êîíòðîëèðîâàòü ýêîíîìèêó è
ìàíèïóëèðîâàòü ïîëèòè÷åñêîé  æèçíüþ. Æåñòêîãî
êîíòðîëÿ ïóáëè÷íîé ñôåðû, êðèìèíàëèçàöèè
èíñòèòóòîâ ãðàæäàíñêîãî îáùåñòâà è òðóäîâûõ
îòíîøåíèé óæå íåäîñòàòî÷íî. Èäåÿ “ñóâåðåííîé
äåìîêðàòèè” íà ñàìîì äåëå óòâåðæäàåò òîëüêî òî,
÷òî ýëèòû ðîññèéñêîãî îáùåñòâà óæå äîñòèãëè
âûñî÷àéøåé ñòåïåíè ñóâåðåííîñòè ïî îòíîøåíèþ
êî âñåìó îñòàëüíîìó íàñåëåíèþ è ýòà ñóâåðåí-
íîñòü äîëæíà áûòü âûâåäåíà èç-ïîä ëþáûõ ôîðì
êðèòèêè. Åäèíûé ñóâåðåí ãîñóäàðñòâà-êîðïîðàöèè
òðåáóåò ñâîåãî óòâåðæäåíèÿ â íîâîì ñèìâîëè-
÷åñêîì ïîðÿäêå, êîòîðûé îñíîâàí íà  ìíîæåñòâåí-
íîñòè ðåïðåçåíòàöèè ñâîåãî ïðèçíàíèÿ. Òðåáóåòñÿ
ðå-êîíñòðóèðîâàíèå ïóáëè÷íîé ñôåðû êàê åäèíîãî
àôôèðìàòèâíîãî öåëîãî è îòêàçà îò ëþáûõ èäåé
òðàíñôîðìàöèè, âíå ïðîåêòîâ âëàñòè. Çàäåéñòâî-
âàíèå ìåõàíèçìîâ âåðû, êàê ãëàâíîãî ñðåäñòâà
“îáìàíà ìàññ”, íåîáõîäèìî äëÿ óòâåðæäåíèÿ
ñàêðàëüíîñòè âëàñòè è ñêðûòèÿ ìåõàíèçìîâ åå
ðàáîòû. Äëÿ ðåøåíèÿ ýòèõ çàäà÷ ñèëû êàïèòàëà è
áþðîêðàòèè óæå ÿâíî íåäîñòàòî÷íû è âîò òóò,
êîíå÷íî æå, íåîáõîäèìà ïîääåðæêà ðàáîòíèêîâ
êóëüòóðû.

03. Àâòîíîìèÿ. Ïåðåçàãðóçêà ïî-ðóññêè.

Êàê ðîññèéñêàÿ ýëèòà ñòðåìèòüñÿ ê ñâîåé ñóâåðåí-
íîñòè, òàê è áîëüøèíñòâî ñîâðåìåííûõ ðîññèé-
ñêèõ äåÿòåëåé êóëüòóðû âîñòðåáóåò èäåè àâòîíî-
ìèè êóëüòóðû. Ïðè ýòîì èäåè àâòîíîìèè îêàçûâà-
þòñÿ íàïîëíåííûìè âåñüìà ïîäîçðèòåëüíûì
ñìûñëîì, è âîñïðèíèìàþòñÿ, êàê íåçàâèñèìîñòü
îò ëþáûõ çàäà÷ ñîöèàëüíîé àíãàæèðîâàííîñòè è
êðèòèêè. Ïîäîáíûì, áîëåå ÷åì âîëüíûì, èíòåð-
ïðåòàöèÿì ñîîòâåòñòâóåò òðàäèöèîííàÿ îðèåí-
òàöèÿ ðîññèéñêèõ äåÿòåëåé êóëüòóðû íà äèñòàíöè-
ðîâàíèå îò ïîëèòèêè, óõîä â ìèñòè÷åñêèå,
ñàêðàëüíûå ïðàêòèêè, îòêàç îò íåãàöèè â ïîëüçó
ïîçèòèâíîãî óòâåðæäåíèÿ.  Ñî âðåìåí çíàìåíèòîãî
ïèñüìà Ïóøêèíà ê ×ààäàåâó 1836 ãîäà, ãäå îí
ïèøåò î ñèòóàöèè â Ðîññèè ñâîåãî âðåìåíè: «Ýòî
îòñóòñòâèå îáùåñòâåííîãî ìíåíèÿ, ýòî áåçðàçëè-
÷èå ïî îòíîøåíèþ ê òîìó, ÷òî ÿâëÿåòñÿ äîëãîì,
ñïðàâåäëèâîñòüþ è èñòèíîé, ýòî öèíè÷íîå
ïðåçðåíèå ê ìûñëè è äîñòîèíñòâó ÷åëîâåêà
ïðèâîäÿò â îò÷àÿíèå» - ìàëî ÷òî èçìåíèëîñü.
Ñìèðåííî ðåøèâ, ÷òî â ìèðå íèêàêèå èçìåíåíèÿ
íåâîçìîæíû è êîíåö èñòîðèè âîïëîòèëñÿ â
áåñêîíå÷íûõ âîïëîùåíèÿõ ñóâåðåííîñòè ãàðàíòà
Êîíñòèòóöèè, èñêóññòâî îáðàùàåòñÿ ê ñóãóáî
èíäèâèäóàëüíûì ïîçèòèâíûì öåííîñòÿì. Â ýòèõ

ïðîöåññàõ êóëüòóðà êîíñîëèäèðóåòñÿ ñ âëàñòíûìè
ýëèòàìè, îòêàçûâàÿñü îò ïðîáëåìàòèçàöèè óñëîâèé
ñâîåãî ñóùåñòâîâàíèÿ è âîñïðîèçâîäñòâà â
ïóáëè÷íîé ñôåðå. “Ñåãîäíÿ íóæíû ïîçèòèâíûå
öåííîñòè!” çàÿâëÿåò Îëåã Êóëèê è âåäóùèå è
ðÿäîâûå äåÿòåëè êóëüòóðû ãîòîâû âûðàçèòü ñ íèì
ïîëíóþ ñîëèäàðíîñòü. Íî çà ýòèìè ñóïåð-ïîçèòè-
âíûìè óòâåðæäåíèÿìè ìîæíî óâèäåòü ñåðüåçíûé
ýêîíîìè÷åñêèé ðàñ÷åò íà òî, ÷òî êóëüòóðà îáðåòàåò
ñâîþ íàäåæíóþ âïèñàííîñòü â èíñòèòóöèè âëàñòè
è êàïèòàëà. Ìàíèôåñòàöèè ïîçèòèâíîñòè, ÷åðåç
âîçãëàñû “Âåðþ!” (íå ñòîëü ïðèíöèïèàëüíî âî ÷òî)
ùåäðî îïëà÷èâàþòñÿ ïîëíîöåííûì ðîññèéñêèì
ðóáëåì – ïîäòâåðæäåíèå òîìó ðåêîðäíûé áþäæåò
âûñòàâêè ñ îäíîèìåííûì íàçâàíèåì. È ñåðèÿ
ïðîåêòîâ, íîñÿùèõ ñõîäíûå íàçâàíèÿ, íå çàñòàâèëà
ñåáÿ æäàòü - ïðèìåð òîìó – íåäàâíåå ó÷ðåæäåíèå
ïðåìèè Àêàäåìèè Õóäîæåñòâ “Âåðà”.

04. Ïðîåêò(û) õóäîæåñòâåííîãî îïòèìèçìà

Ñîâðåìåííîå èñêóññòâî ïîñëå íåïðîäîëæèòåëü-
íîãî ïåðèîäà äåâèàöèé 90-ûõ ãîäîâ â ïðîåêòå
“Âåðþ!” íàêîíåö äåëàåò çàÿâëåíèå î ñâîåì ïîëíîì
ïðèíÿòèè ñôîðìèðîâàííîãî ðåæèìà ñâîåãî
ôóíêöèîíèðîâàíèÿ. Êàêîâ îí, ýòîò ðåæèì?
Õóäîæåñòâåííûå ïðîåêò – îòðàáàòûâàþùèå
ìàòðèöû ñàêðàëüíîãî-íàöèîíàëüíîãî-òðàäèöèîí-
íîãî â ñîâðåìåííîé âåðñèè New Age fusion
äîêàçûâàþò ñâîþ ïðèòÿãàòåëüíîñòü íå òîëüêî äëÿ
áèçíåñà. Åñòü íàäåæäà, ÷òî è ãîñóäàðñòâî, íàêîíåö-
òî, çàôèêñèðóåò ñâîé âûáîð – âåäü “íåêîòîðîå
áëàãîëåïèå ñ ýëåìåíòîì òàéíû, ñêàçêè, ìèñòèêè”
(Îëåã Êóëèê î ïðîåêòå “Âåðþ!”) âïîëíå ìîæåò
ïîòÿíóòü íà íàöèîíàëüíûé áðýíä. Ïðîåêò
“Âåðþ!”, ñëîâàìè ñâîåãî èäåîëîãà Êóëèêà î÷åíü
òî÷íî ôîðìóëèðóåò çàäà÷ó, â êîòîðîé ñîìêíóëèñü
èíòåðåñû ýëèòû õóäîæåñòâåííîé, ïðàâÿùåé, è
áèçíåñà. Ñîâðåìåííîé Ðîññèè íóæåí íå êðèòè÷åñ-
êèé èíòåëëåêòóàëèçì êóðàòîðñêèõ ïðàêòèê, à face
control [1] – òî åñòü àíàëîã ñîâðåìåííîé ðîññèéñ-
êîé ïîëèòèêè – âûòåñíåíèå âñåõ, êòî ñïîñîáåí
ñîõðàíÿòü ñîìíåíèÿ è ïðàêòèêîâàòü êðèòèêó, â çîíó
íå-ðàçëè÷åíèÿ, â «ãîëóþ æèçíü» áîðüáû çà
ôèçè÷åñêîå âûæèâàíèå.

04. Âûáðàòü ñòîðîíó ñèëû

Ìîìåíò ðåàêöèè õàðàêòåðåí òåì, ÷òî â íåì
ïîëó÷àþò ïðåèìóùåñòâåííîå ðàçâèòèå íàèáîëåå
ðåãðåññèâíûå ìîäåëè ðàçâèòèÿ êóëüòóðíîãî
ïðîèçâîäñòâà, ñòàâÿ åãî â ïîëíóþ çàâèñèìîñòü îò
ïîïóëèñòêèõ çàäà÷ ýëèò. Â ïåðåâîäå íà ïîëèòè÷åñ-
êèé ÿçûê ýòî çâó÷èò òàê: èñêóññòâî îòêàçûâàåòñÿ
îò ñâîåé ñïîñîáíîñòè ó÷ðåæäàþùåé âëàñòè è
ñòàâèò ñåáÿ â ïîçèöèþ îáñëóæèâàíèÿ âëàñòè
ñóùåñòâóþùåé, òî åñòü èç îïïîçèöèîííî-êðèòè-
÷åñêîé ïðàêòèêè îíî ïåðåõîäèò íà ñòîðîíó ñèëû
è ñòàíîâèòüñÿ ÿçûêîì îôîðìëÿþùèì èäåîëîãèþ
ïðàâÿùåãî êëàññà. “Ñêðåïëÿòü íàðîä ìîæåò òîëüêî
îáùàÿ ñèñòåìà îáðàçîâ, îáùåå ïîíÿòèå öåííîñòåé
è ñèìâîëîâ” (Âë. Ñóðêîâ) Òàêîâî èñòîðè÷åñêîå
çíà÷åíèå èñêóññòâà â ýïîõè ðåàêöèè, è ðîññèéñêàÿ
ñèòóàöèÿ íå ñòàëà èñêëþ÷åíèåì. Êóëüòóðà, êàê è
âñå îáùåñòâî, ðàçâèâàåòñÿ â ãèïåðòðîôèðîâàííîé
ôîðìå, ÷òî ïðèâîäèò ê ñàìûì ñïåêòàêóëÿðíûì
ïðîÿâëåíèÿì âàðâàðñòâà – íîâàÿ ìîñêîâñêàÿ
àðõèòåêòóðà, íîâûå ðîññèéñêèå òåëå-øîó è êèíî,
ïîòîêè ìóñîðíîé êíèæíîé ïðîäóêöèè è ïîñëåäíèå
«ñàëîííûå» òåíäåíöèè â ñîâðåìåííîì èñêóññòâå
– ÿðêîå òîìó ïîäòâåðæäåíèå.

05. Â ÷åì ñèëà íàøåé “creative industry”?

Ñîâðåìåííàÿ âëàñòü â Ðîññèè äî ïîñëåäíåãî
âðåìåíè îñòàâàëàñü äåçîðèåíòèðîâàííîé ïî
îòíîøåíèþ ê ñîâðåìåííîìó èñêóññòâó. Ýòà
ñîâåðøåííî ìàðãèíàëüíàÿ çîíà â ñðàâíåíèè ñ ïîï-
êóëüòóðîé èëè ñïîðòîì áûëà ïðåäîñòàâëåíà ñàìîé
ñåáå è ïðàêòè÷åñêè ëèøåíà êàêîé-òî ðåëåâàíòíîé
ïîääåðæêè, êàê áèçíåñà, òàê è ãîñóäàðñòâà. Â òîæå
âðåìÿ, ýëèòà, íàáèðàÿñü îïûòà, îñîçíàâàëà, ÷òî
ýïîõà ãëîáàëèçàöèè òðåáóåò ñîâðåìåííîãî íàöèî-
íàëüíîãî áðýíäèíãà.  Ñòàëî ÿñíî, ÷òî èãíîðèðîâàòü
ïîòåíöèàë ñîâðåìåííîãî èñêóññòâà ñîâñåì óæ
ãëóïî – ò.ê. îíî â ïîñëåäíåå äåñÿòèëåòèå ðàçâèëîñü
â ìîùíóþ èíäóñòðèþ ñ îãðîìíîé êàïèòàëèçàöèåé
è ïðèâëåêàòåëüíûì èìèäæåì, ïåðåïëåòàþùèìñÿ
ñ ñîâðåìåííîé èíäóñòðèåé äîñóãà, òóðèçìà è
òðàíñôîðìàöèåé ãîðîäñêîé ñðåäû â åäèíûé
øîïèíã-öåíòð.
Îäíàêî, ÷òîáû ñîêðàòèòü ÿâíîå îòñòàâàíèÿ Ðîññèè
â ýòîé îáëàñòè, íå äîñòàòî÷íî ïðîñòî ïîçâàòü
çàïàäíîãî òðåíåðà äëÿ íàöèîíàëüíîé ñáîðíîé,
õîòÿ êîìàíäà êóðàòîðîâ Ìîñêîâñêîé áèåííàëå
ìîãëà ñûãðàòü ïîäîáíóþ ôóíêöèþ, åñëè áû åå
ìîãëè áû çàèíòåðåñîâàòü â Ðîññèè ÷åì-òî áîëü-
øèì, ÷åì ðàçîâûìè âûïëàòàìè êðóïíûõ ãîíîðà-
ðîâ. Íåîáõîäèìî ñîçäàòü óíèêàëüíûé íàöèîíàëü-
íûé ïðîäóêò, êîòîðûé ìîã áû êîíêóðèðîâàòü ñ
çàïàäíûìè òîâàðàìè.
Äî ïîñëåäíåãî âðåìåíè ýòîãî ïðîäóêòà â äî-
ñòîéíûõ îïòîâûõ ïðîäàæ êîëè÷åñòâàõ íå âûðèñî-
âûâàëîñü. Èëè æå ýòîò ïðîäóêò íàõîäèëñÿ â çîíå
íåðàçëè÷åíèÿ äëÿ ðîññèéñêèõ ýëèò, ñôîðìèðîâàí-
íûõ â óñëîâèÿõ ñûðüåâîé ýêîíîìèêè, êðèìèíàëè-
çèðîâàííûõ áþðîêðàòè÷åñêèõ ñòðóêòóð, îáúåêòèâ-

íî íå íóæäàþùèõñÿ íè â êàêîì
èíîâàöèîííî- ðèñêîâàííîì áèçíåñå, êàê
ñîâðåìåííîå èñêóññòâî. È ëèøü òîãäà,
êîãäà ðîññèéñêèå äåÿòåëè êóëüòóðû
íà÷àëè äèñêóòèðîâàòü “ïîïûòêè èñêóñ-
ñòâà âûñêî÷èòü èç îáùåé ñèòóàöèè
èííîâàöèè, à ñîçäàòü ñèòóàöèþ êàêîãî-òî
ñîâñåì äðóãîãî òèïà: ñòàáèëüíîñòè,
íåèçìåííîñòè” (Àíàòîëèé Îñìîëîâ-
ñêèé), òî òóò ïîâåÿëî ÷åì-òî î÷åíü
ðîäíûì, è ïîääåðæêà îêàçàëàñü îáåñïå-
÷åíà. Íî äåëî äàæå íå òîì, íàðàñòåò ëè
ñåðüåçíûé ñïðîñ “íà âåðó” íà ìåæäóíà-
ðîäíîé  ñöåíå èëè íå íàðàñòåò. Ãëàâíîå,
÷òî íà ýòî óæå åñòü ñïðîñ âíóòðåííèé.
Êàïèòàëèçàöèÿ “Âåðû” ðîññèéñêèõ
èíòåëëèãåíòîâ ñòàëà ìåñòíûì íîó-õàó êàê
ðàçðàáîòêà ñâîåé îðèãèíàëüíîé âåðñèè
“creative industry”.

06. Ïî÷åì îïèóì?

Îïèóì íûí÷å äîðîã. Ýêîíîìèêà âåðû
äàâíî óæå îòîøëà îò àðõàè÷åñêèõ ôîðì
öåðêîâíîãî âëèÿíèÿ íà ïàñòâó. Øîïïèíã-
öåíòðû ïîñëåäíåãî ïîêîëå-íèÿ è òåëåøîó
ðàáîòàåò ýôôåêòèâíåå, ÷åì ìíîæåñòâî
îòêðûâàþùèõñÿ öåðê-âåé. Ãëàâíîå – íå
äîïóñòèòü è òåíè ñîìíåíèÿ â òîì, ÷òî ÷òî-
òî ìîæåò áûòü ïðåêðàñíåå è æåëàííåå,
÷åì ïðåçèäåíò – îòåö íàöèè, åãî ïðàâÿùèå
ïàðòèè, ïðèëàâêè, ïîëíûå òîâàðîâ,
âûñîêèå çàáîðû íà Ðóáëåâêå,  çà êîòîðûìè
ñòîÿò äîìà âàæíûõ ëþäåé â îæèäàíèè,
êîãäà èõ ãîñòèíûå íàêîíåö-òî áóäóò
óêðàøåíû ïðîèçâåäåíèÿìè íàöèîíàëü-
íûõ õóäîæíèêîâ. Ê òîìó æå, ÷åì áîëüøå
èíâåñòèöèè, òåì âûøå îòêàò. Ñôîðìèðî-
âàâøàÿñÿ â ýòîé ýêîíîìè÷åñêîé ïàðàäèã-
ìå ëîãèêà ìåñòíîãî êàïèòàëà ãîâîðèò î
òîì, ÷òî íèêîìó íå èíòåðåñíî ïîääåð-
æèâàòü íåáîëüøèå ïðîåêòû, –  íåîáõîäèì
ðàçìàõ. Åñëè êðèòè÷åñêîå ñîçíàíèå â
ðåàëüíîì äåôèöèòå â Ðîññèè, òî âîò óæ
âåðû âñåãäà áûëî áîëåå ÷åì äîñòàòî÷íî.
Ãëàâíîå íàéòè åé äîðîãóþ è ñîâðåìåííóþ
óïàêîâêó. È óïàêîâùèêè ïîÿâèëèñü. Â
áîëüøèõ êîëè÷åñòâàõ.

07. Î ïîëüçå íåâåðèÿ

Ñòðûé ëîçóíã “÷åì õóæå, òåì ëó÷øå” òàèò
òó îïàñíîñòü, ÷òî â ðåçóëüòàòå ëó÷øåå
ñòðîèòü áóäåò óæå íå èç ÷åãî. Ìîìåíò
ðåàêöèè, êàê è ëþáîå äðóãîå âðåìÿ,
ÿâëÿåòñÿ äèíàìè÷åñêèì ðàâíîâåñèåì, – â
ýòè ìîìåíòû ãëàâíóþ ðàçðóøèòåëüíóþ
ñèëó îáùåñòâà ïðåäñòàâëÿåò ñàìà âëàñòü,

êîòîðàÿ, óòðàòèâ ëþáûå îðèåíòèðû ïðîã-
ðåññà è ñâîáîäû, íåìèíóåìî ñðûâàåòñÿ â
î÷åðåäíîé êðèçèñ. Âðåìÿ ðåàêöèè âñåãäà
èñòîðè÷åñêè îáðå÷åíî, ò.ê. èç-çà áîÿçíè
ïîòåðÿòü ìíèìóþ ñòàáèëü-íîñòü îíî
ðàáîòàåò â ðåæèìå çàêðûòèÿ ìíîæåñòâà
âîçìîæíîñòåé. Ê òîìó æå, ëþáàÿ âëàñòü,
äàæå çàâÿçàííàÿ íà ïðèðîäíûå ðåñóðñû, íå
åäèíà è âñåãäà ðàñêîëîòà íà ìíîæåñòâî
æåñòêî âðàæäóþùèõ ãðóïïèðîâîê, êîòî-
ðûå íå ñïîñîáíû ñîõðàíèòü äàæå âíåø-
íþþ ðåïðåçåíòàöèþ åäèíñòâà. È ñàìè
÷óòêèå äåÿòåëè ïîëèòèêè ÷óâñòâóþò
îòñóòñò-âèå ïåðñïåêòèâû, äàæå â ìîìåíòû,
êîãäà êàæåòñÿ, ÷òî âñå èäåò áëåñê, êàê
õîðîøî.

Çà ðåàêöèåé íåèçáåæíî ïðèõîäèò âðåìÿ
ïîäúåìà, ñóáúåêòû êîòîðîãî âûíóæäåíû
îáðàùàòüñÿ ê èíûì èñòîðè÷åñêèì ñîáû-
òèÿì è õðàíèòü âåðíîñòü ïðàêòèêàì
ýìàíñèïàöèè äàæå â ñàìûå ìðà÷íûå
âðåìåíà. Èñòî÷íèê ïîäëèííîãî îáùåñ-
òâåííîãî ðàçâèòèÿ çàêëþ÷åí â ñîõðàíåíèè
êðèòè÷åñêîé ìíîæåñòâåííîñòè ïîäõîäîâ ê
âîçíèêàþùèì çàäà÷àì, ñòîÿùèì ïåðåä
îáùåñòâîì. Â ñïîñîáíîñòè âèäåòü è
îòñòàèâàòü ðàçëè÷èÿ, òàì, ãäå âëàñòü
íàâÿçûâàåò òóïèêîâóþ êîìïîçèöèþ
òîòàëèçèðóþùåãî åäèíñòâà – íàöèè,
êîðïîðàöèè, ïîòðåáëåíèÿ, ãîñóäàðñòâà.

Ó÷ðåæäàþùèé ÷åëîâå÷åñêèé òðóä, êàæ-
äûé ðàç îñâîáîæäàÿñü îò îêîâ, ñâÿçû-
âàþùèõ åãî òâîð÷åñêóþ ýíåðãèþ, ñïîñî-
áåí ñîçäàâàòü íå÷òî ïîäëèííî íîâîå â
èñêóññòâå, ïîëèòèêå è ïîâñåäíåâíîñòè, òî,
÷òî óæå íåâîçìîæíî ïðèâàòèçèðîâàòü è
÷òî ìîæåò áûòü ðàçäåëåíî âî áëàãî âñåõ.
Èìåííî ïîýòîìó òîëüêî îäèí àñïåêò âåðû
îêàçàëñÿ íå äîñòóïåí ïðîöåäóðå êàïèòà-
ëèçàöèè â ýòîì ïàðêå àòòðàêöèîíîâ ïîä
íàçâàíèåì “Âåðþ!”. Âåðà â êðèòè÷åñêèé
ðàçóì è äîñòîèíñòâî ÷åëîâåêà; âåðà,
íàïîëíåííàÿ ñòðàñòüþ ê ðàâåíñòâó; âåðà â
èäåþ ñïðàâåäëèâîñòè; âåðà, êîòîðàÿ äàåò
ñèëû êàæäûé ðàç ïðåâîñõîäèòü ñåáÿ è
ñòàíîâèòüñÿ áîëüøå, èíûìè ñëîâàìè –
âåðà â êîììóíèçì.

1. ñì. ñòàòüþ Äàâèäà Ðèôôà  “Face-Control

èëè ïîòåðÿ ëèöà íà Ìîñêîâñêîé

Áèåííàëå”, îïóáëèêîâàííîé â Ìîñêîâñêîì

Õóäîæåñòâåííîì Æóðíàëå â 2005 ãîäó
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W h a t  t h e  E x h i b i t i o n  “ I  B E L I E V E ”  i s  a b o u t

In the “strength of negativity,” Hegel saw the vitality of the spirit, and, consequently, of reason.

In the final analysis, this strength was the strength to grasp and change given facts in

correspondence with the development of potentialities, and through the negation of the “positive”

as soon as it became an obstacle blocking the path of free development. At its very essence,

reason is contradiction, opposition, and negation until freedom does not become a reality. If the

contradictory, antagonistic negative force of reason suffers a defeat, reality moves in accordance

with its own positive laws; meeting no resistance from the side of reason, it unfolds its own

repressive force.

Herbert Marcuse, from “Reason and Revolution”

 I’m not exercising censorship but face control. You have to know what times we’re living in.

Oleg Kulik on his curatorial role in the project I BELIEVE

0 1 .  R u s s i a .  E a r l y  2 0 0 7

Recently, there has been a flood of propaganda to convince us that life is getting better and that

all the miseries of the transitional period are a thing of the past. Ours is a time of stability and

normalization. The quality of life is improving. Wise leaders rule the country, enjoying the

population’s blind trust. There are no alternatives to the road ahead. Recent legislation makes

it easy to declare that anyone who voices any serious doubts as an extremist, an inner enemy,

or an agent of one of the growing number of adversaries abroad. In the media, there are more

and more stereotypes convincingly reminiscent of Brezhnev-era phraseology. Feverishly

scouring bygone epochs for sources of legitimacy, power chooses those moments that epitomize

stagnation, stubbornly repressing their eventual outcome from collective memory.

0 2 .   B e l i e f  i n  p o w e r

The elite is beginning to realize that it is not enough to control the economy and to manipulate

politics. It is not enough to establish control over the public sphere, and to criminalize NGOs,

trade unions, and other institutions of civil society. The doctrine of “sovereign democracy” actually

only confirms that the elites of Russian society have already attained a maximum of sovereignty

over the rest of the population, a sovereignty that now needs to be placed beyond the pale of

doubt. The united sovereign of the state-corporate conglomerate requires confirmation in a

new symbolic order capable of representing its unified diversity. This demands the reconstitution

of the public sphere as a unified, affirmative whole, and the rejection of any idea of transformation

that is not part of the state’s projects. Mechanisms of belief are mobilized to confirm power as

something sacred, thus hiding its actual mechanisms. Businessmen and bureaucrats cannot

solve this task alone. They need cultural workers to help them.

0 3 .  A u t o n o m y  r e l o a d e d  ( R u s s i a n - s t y l e )

As the Russian elite strives to confirm its sovereignty, many people call for the autonomy of

culture. However, it turns out that their notion of autonomy has rather dubious implications,

especially when it entails a total rejection of social engagement or criticism. In fact, this

corresponds to the distance Russian cultural producers have traditionally taken to politics,

escaping into mysticism and sacral practices, renouncing negation in favor of optimistic

affirmations. In a letter to Chadeev, dated 1836, Pushkin complains: “This absence of public

opinion, this indifference to what is duty, justice, and truth, this cynical contempt of thought and

human dignity leads to deep despair.” Since then, it seems that very little has changed.

Meekly deciding that it is impossible to change the world, art turns to the affirmative. “What we

need today are positive values,” Oleg Kulik declares, finding general resonance among all

kinds of cultural producers. One can easily see the economic motives behind such super-

positive affirmations, no matter what they actually believe in; the general assumption is that

culture will soon be firmly inscribed into the institutions of power and capital. Manifestations of

positive thinking are rewarded generously.

0 4 .  P r o j e c t ( s )  o f  a r t i s t i c  o p t i m i s m

The exhibition I BELIEVE has a record budget. But more importantly, it shows that an

overwhelming majority of contemporary artists has finally come to terms with art’s new function,

after a short period of deviance in the early 1990s. As testing grounds for a new age remix of

sacral-national-traditional values, art projects like I BELIEVE are not only attractive to business.

There is also a hope that the state will commit: “beauty with an element of secrets, fairytales,

and mysticism” (Oleg Kulik) may well be a viable national brand. In any case, the elites of art,

business, and government can agree: contemporary Russia does not need critical curatorial

practices, but face control (1), a door policy in analogy to contemporary Russian politics:

everyone incapable of suspending their disbelief is kept outside in a zone of in-difference,

exposed to the elements as “bare life.”

0 5 .  S i d i n g  w i t h  s t r e n g t h

Reactionary times usually signal intense development of the most regressive cultural models,

which are totally subordinate to populist tasks, set by the elite. Translating this into a political

language, one could say that art renounces its constituent power and puts itself into the position

of serving constituted power. Abandoning oppositional-critical practices, it gravitates to the

stronger side and becomes a decoration for the dominant ideology. As Vladislav Surkov, Putin’s

deputy chief of staff and Kremlin ideologist puts it: “The people can only be fastened together

by a system of common images, common values, and common symbols.” Art’s historical role

in times of reaction is to create such a system, and the Russian situation today is no exception.

Contemporary culture, just like society at large, hypertrophies, leading to the most spectacular

displays of barbarism, such as new Moscow architecture, new Russian TV shows, new

blockbusters, pulp fiction and cheap biographies printed by the ton, and the latest tendencies

in contemporary art’s salon.

06. What is the strength of our “creative industry”?

Until very recently, the Russian elite has been disoriented as far as contemporary art is

concerned. In comparison to pop-culture or sports, contemporary art was very much marginal

and left unto itself, practically bereft of corporate or governmental funding. At the same time,

the elite has garnered enough experience to know that the epoch of globalization requires a

more contemporary form of national branding. Clearly, it would be quite stupid to ignore the

potential of contemporary art entirely; over the last decade, the latter has developed into a

major industry with plenty of capitalizations and an attractive image, interwoven with the leisure

industry, tourism, and real estate development, all of which are transforming cities into unified

shopping centers. Yet since Russia obviously is lagging behind in this regard, it is not enough

just to call in foreign trainers for the national team. What it really needs is a national product

that might compete with Western cultural goods.

Until very recently, this product had not reached the quantity or scale of wholesale distribution,

remaining in a piece-meal zone of indifference for an elite largely formed under the conditions

of a resource economy with a criminalized bureaucratic structure, lacking any objective need

to embark innovative, risk-intensive ventures like contemporary art. Recently, however, Russian

cultural producers have been discussing “art’s attempt to leapfrog out of the general atmosphere

of innovation, creating a situation of a very different type: one of unchanging stability” (Anatoly

Osmolovsky). This sounds far more familiar, so that funds have been forthcoming. The question

is not whether there is any serious demand for “belief” on the international scene or not. The

point is that the domestic demand for it is clearly present.

The Russian intelligentsia’s capitalization of “belief” has become a local form of know-how,

developing its own original “creative industry.”

0 7 .  H o w  m u c h  i s  o p i u m ?

Opium is expensive now. The economy of belief has long since abandoned archaic forms of

the church’s influence over its flock. Next-generation shopping malls and TV shows are far

more effective than any number of newly opened churches. The main thing is not let any doubt

arise that anything could be better or more desirable than the president (father of the nation),

his ruling parties, full shop-shelves, high fences around the country villas with important owners

eagerly waiting for a national artist’s work to decorate their living room. At the same time,

kickbacks rise in proportion to investments. Formed by this economic paradigm, the logic of

local capital says that no one is interested in supported modest projects. What we need today

is scale. While there may be a deficit of critical consciousness in Russia today, there has

always been more than enough belief to go around. The main thing is find the right packaging.

And as usual, there are plenty of packagers to be found.

0 8 .  O n  t h e  i m p o r t a n c e  o f  d i s b e l i e f

One of the pitfalls in an old slogan like “the worse, the better” is that there may well be nothing

left with which to build a better world. Like any other moment in history, a time of reaction is a

dynamic equilibrium. In moments like these, the most destructive force in society is power

itself. Having lost all point of orientation toward progress and freedom, it invariably plunges

into yet another crisis. Reactionary times are always historically doomed, since the fear of

losing they close off so many possibilities for further development. for fear of losing its illusory

stability. Moreover, power is never unified, and falls apart into a great many groups desperately

vying for supremacy, and thus incapable of keeping up the outer appearance of representative

unity. And the most sensitive politicians sense the lack of any further perspective even in

moments in which everything seems to be going extremely well.

Reactionary times are inevitably followed far more progressive periods, whose subjects will be

forced to turn to other histories for a frame of reference. This is why some people still retain

their fidelity to emancipatory practices even in the darkest of times. The source of any genuine

social development lies in the presence of a critical multiplicity of approaches to the questions

that society faces, and in the ability of seeing and insisting upon difference whereever power

imposes the dead-end composition of totalizing integrators, such as nations, corporations,

consumption, or the state.

The constituent power of human labor, freeing itself of the shackles that bind its creative energies

time and time again, is capable of creating something new in art, politics, and the everyday,

impossible to privatize and freely available for the common good. This is precisely why only

one belief is not available for privatization in the theme park of an exhibition like I BELIEVE, a

belief that gives people the strength to overcome themselves and become more, a belief in a

world in which critical reason, human dignity, equality, or justice are not just empty words, in

short: the belief in communism

1. Cf. David Riff,  Face-Control, or Losing Face at the Moscow Biennial,

http://xz.gif.ru/numbers/moscow-art-magazine/face-control/

tranlated by David Riff



F r om An I n t e r v i e w w i t h  A l a i n  B a d i o u
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Alain Badiou gave this interview on the occasion of a conference titled “Is a History of the
Cultural Revolution Possible?” The conference was held at the University of Washington in
February, 2006. Most of the following questions were prepared by Nicolas Veroli, who could not
be present. Diana George conducted the interview.

This text first appeared in October 2006 at
http://info.interactivist.net/  article.pl?sid=06/10/26/2128249&mode=nested&tid=9

Q: I’d like to ask you about your political and intellectual trajectory from the mid 60s until today.
How have your views about revolutionary politics, Marxism, and Maoism changed since then?

Badiou: During the first years of my political activity, there were two fundamental events. The
first was the fight against the colonial war in Algeria at the end of the 50s and the beginning of
the 60s. I learned during this fight that political conviction is not a question of numbers, of
majority. Because at the beginning of the Algerian war, we were really very few against the war.
It was a lesson for me; you have to do something when you think it’s a necessity, when it’s right,
without caring about the numbers.
The second event was May 68. During May 68, I learned that we have to organize direct relations
between intellectuals and workers. We cannot do that only by the mediation of parties,
associations, and so on. We have to directly experience the relation with the political. My interest
in Maoism and the Cultural Revolution during the end of 60s and the beginning of the 70s, was
this: a political conviction that organizes something like direct relations between intellectuals
and workers.

Q: What is your idea of fidelity?

Badiou: That’s already contained in the first answer. For me, fidelity is fidelity to great events
which are constitutive of my political subjectivity. And perhaps there is also something much
older, because during the war my father was in the Resistance against the Nazis. Naturally,
during the war, he did not say anything about it to me; it was a matter of life and death. So my
fidelity is also a fidelity to my father. Generally speaking, my fidelity is to two great events: the
engagement against the colonial war, and to May 68 and its consequences. Not only the event
of May 68 as such, but also its consequences. Fidelity is a practical matter; you have to organize
something, to do something. This is the reality of fidelity.

Q: You’ve said that there has been a rupture, that the entire question of politics is currently in
great obscurity. Also, you have written that we must think a politics without party. After the
saturation of the class-party experiment, what next?
Badiou: I think a fidelity does not really finish, but sometimes it is saturated; that is my term for
it. There is a saturation; you cannot find anything new in the field of your first fidelity. Many
people, when this is the case, just say, “It’s finished.” And really, a political sequence has a
beginning and an end, too, an end in the form of saturation. Saturation is not a brutal rupture,
but it becomes progressively more difficult to find something new in the field of the fidelity.
Since the mid-80s, more and more, there has been something like a saturation of revolutionary
politics in its conventional framework: class struggle, party, dictatorship of the proletariat, and
so on. So we have to find something like a fidelity to the fidelity. Not a simple fidelity.
For my generation, it’s a choice between saying, on the one hand, “Nothing is possible today in
the political field; the reactionary tendency is too strong.” That’s the position of many people in
France today; it’s the negative interpretation of saturation.
When the fidelity is saturated, you have a choice. The first possibility is to say it’s finished. The
second possibility is this: With the help of certain events — like the events in South America
today — you find what I name a fidelity to the fidelity. Fidelity to the fidelity is not a continuation,
strictly speaking, and not a pure rupture, either. We have to find something new. When I was
saying yesterday that “from outside, you can see something you don’t see from inside,” that’s
merely a rule by which to find something new.

Q: If I can press you further about the something new: After the saturation of party politics, what
now?

Badiou: If the answer to that were clear, the discussion would be finished, too. You have to find
that out; it’s not so clear. Today we have an experimental sequence from the point of view of
political practice. We have to accept the multiplicity of experiences. We lack a unified field —
not only in something like the Third International, but also in concepts there is no unified field.
So you have to accept something like local experiments; we have to do collective work about all
that. We have to find — with help of philosophical concepts, economic concepts, historical
concepts — the new synthesis.
I think our situation is much more similar to that of the 19th century than to that of the 20th.
Nearer Marx than Lenin, if you like, metaphorically speaking. Lenin was really the thinker of the
new concept of revolutionary politics, with the idea that we could be victorious, that the revolution
was a possibility. That’s not exactly the situation today; the idea of revolution is obscure in itself
today. But we can do as Marx did — it’s a metaphor, an image. You have to think the multiplicity
of popular experiences, philosophical directions, new studies, and so on. You must do these
things as Marx himself did.
Today, there’s something violent and cynical in capitalism, very much like the capitalism of the
19th century. In the 20th century, capitalism was limited by revolutionary action. Today, the
capitalists have no fear of anything. They are in the stage of primitive accumulation, and there
is a real brutality to the situation. That’s why I think the work today is to find a new synthesis, a
new form of organization, like our predecessors of the 19th century. Our grandfathers, if you
will, rather than our fathers in the political field.

Q: I’d like to ask about the current global situation and of the relationship of the US to that
situation. Is the US simply a privileged node in a network of global sovereignty (as Hardt and
Negri argue) or is the US playing the role of a traditional imperialist power in Lenin’s sense?

Badiou: I don’t completely agree with Negri. I think [his] perception is too systemic. Empire is a
system. Negri’s conviction is always that within the system there are also resources for something
new on the side of revolutionary politics, or politics of emancipation. There is always in Negri
the conviction that the strength of capitalism is also the creativity of the multitude. Two faces of
the same phenomenon: the oppressive face and, on the other side, the emancipatory, in
something like a unity. Not exactly a dialectical unity in the Hegelian sense, but still a unity. So
there is no necessity of an event in Negri, because there’s something structural in the movement
of emancipation. One consequence for Negri is that the great question in the political field is the
question of the movement. Movements are certainly of great importance. But the real question
today is not the relation between the movement and the state. The real question is, what is the
new form of organization after the party? More generally, what is a new political discipline?
People who have nothing — no power, no money, no media — have only their discipline as a
possibility of strength. Marxism and Leninism defined a first form of popular discipline, which
was trade unions and party. There were many differences, but finally that was the form of popular
discipline, and the possibility of real action. And today we cannot hope that this form will continue.
The real situation is that we have no discipline in the popular camp, and so we have a great
weakness. In fact the best situations today are ones where the state is not really in the hands of
the reactionaries, for example, the situation of Chavez in Venezuela. But that’s not a complete
change of the situation; it’s a chance, a local chance, nothing more. It’s something, but it’s not
the solution. The solution of the problem in the long term will be the invention of a new form of
immanent discipline in the popular camp. That will be the end of the long weakness of the
popular camp after the success — but also the failure — of the form of the party.

Àëåí Áàäüþ äàë ýòî èíòåðâüþ â ñâÿçè ñ êîíôåðåíöèåé «Âîçìîæíà ëè èñòîðèÿ Êóëüòóðíîé

ðåâîëþöèè?», ñîñòîÿâøåéñÿ â Âàøèíãòîíñêîì óíèâåðñèòåòå â ôåâðàëå 2006 ãîäà.

Áîëüøèíñòâî âîïðîñîâ ïîäãîòîâèë Íîêîëàñ Âåðîëè, êîòîðûé íå ñìîã ïðèñóòñòâîâàòü íà

èíòåðâüþ ëè÷íî. Çàäàâàëà âîïðîñû Äèàíà Äæîðäæ.

Òåêñò áûë ïîëíîñòüþ îïóáëèêîâàí íà ñàéòå

http://info.interactivist.net/article.pl?sid=06/10/26/2128249&mode=nested&tid=9

Âîïðîñ: ß õîòåëà áû ñïðîñèòü âàñ î âàøåé ïîëèòè÷åñêîé è èíòåëëåêòóàëüíîé

òðàåêòîðèè ñ ñåðåäèíû 1960-õ ãîäîâ ïî íàñòîÿùåå âðåìÿ. Êàê ñ òåõ ïîð èçìåíèëèñü âàøè

âçãëÿäû íà ðåâîëþöèîííóþ ïîëèòèêó, ìàðêñèçì è ìàîèçì?

Áàäüþ: Â ïåðâûå ãîäû ìîåé ïîëèòè÷åñêîé äåÿòåëüíîñòè èìåëè ìåñòî äâà

ôóíäàìåíòàëüíûõ ñîáûòèÿ. Ïåðâîå – ýòî áîðüáà ïðîòèâ êîëîíèàëüíîé âîéíû â Àëæèðå â

êîíöå 1950-õ – íà÷àëå 1960-õ ãîäîâ. Èç ýòîé áîðüáû ÿ âûíåñ, ÷òî ïîëèòè÷åñêèå

óáåæäåíèÿ – ýòî íå âîïðîñ êîëè÷åñòâà, áîëüøèíñòâà. Ïîòîìó ÷òî â íà÷àëå Àëæèðñêîé

âîéíû íàñ, ïðîòåñòóþùèõ ïðîòèâ ýòîé âîéíû, áûëî íà ñàìîì äåëå î÷åíü ìàëî. Äëÿ ìåíÿ

ýòî áûë óðîê; òû äîëæåí ÷òî-òî äåëàòü, êîãäà ñ÷èòàåøü ýòî íåîáõîäèìûì, êîãäà ýòî

ïðàâèëüíî, íå çàáîòÿñü î êîëè÷åñòâå. Âòîðûì ñîáûòèåì ñòàë Ìàé 68-ãî, â õîäå êîòîðîãî

ÿ íàó÷èëñÿ òîìó, ÷òî ìû äîëæíû îðãàíèçîâàòü ïðÿìóþ ñâÿçü ìåæäó èíòåëëåêòóàëàìè è

ðàáî÷èìè. Ìû íå ìîæåì äåëàòü ýòî òîëüêî ÷åðåç ïîñðåäñòâî ïàðòèé, ñîþçîâ è òàê äàëåå.

Ìû äîëæíû íàïðÿìóþ âñòóïèòü â îòíîøåíèÿ ñ ïîëèòè÷åñêèì. Ìîé èíòåðåñ ê ìàîèçìó è

Êóëüòóðíîé ðåâîëþöèè â êîíöå 1960-õ – íà÷àëå 1970-õ çàêëþ÷àëñÿ â ñëåäóþùåì:

ïîëèòè÷åñêîå óáåæäåíèå, îðãàíèçóþùåå íå÷òî âðîäå ïðÿìûõ ñâÿçåé ìåæäó

èíòåëëåêòóàëàìè è ðàáî÷èìè.

Âîïðîñ: Â ÷åì âàøà èäåÿ âåðíîñòè?

Áàäüþ: Îíà óæå ñîäåðæèòñÿ â ïåðâîì îòâåòå. Âåðíîñòü äëÿ ìåíÿ – ýòî âåðíîñòü âåëèêèì

ñîáûòèÿì, êîòîðûå ÿâëÿþòñÿ îñíîâîïîëàãàþùèìè, êîíñòèòóèðóþùèìè äëÿ ìîåé

ïîëèòè÷åñêîé ñóáúåêòèâíîñòè. È åùå, âîçìîæíî, íå÷òî áîëåå äàâíåå, ïîòîìó ÷òî âî

âðåìÿ âîéíû ìîé îòåö ó÷àñòâîâàë â Ñîïðîòèâëåíèè, áîðîëñÿ ñ íàöèñòàìè. Åñòåñòâåííî,

âî âðåìÿ âîéíû îí íè÷åãî ìíå îá ýòîì íå ãîâîðèë; òî áûë âîïðîñ æèçíè è ñìåðòè. Òàê

÷òî ìîÿ âåðíîñòü – ýòî òàêæå âåðíîñòü ìîåìó îòöó. Îáîáùàÿ, ìîæíî ñêàçàòü, ÷òî ìîÿ

âåðíîñòü – ýòî âåðíîñòü äâóì âåëèêèì ñîáûòèÿì: ó÷àñòèþ â áîðüáå ïðîòèâ

êîëîíèàëüíîé âîéíû è Ìàþ 68-ãî è åãî ñëåäñòâèÿì. Íå òîëüêî ñàìîìó Ìàþ 68-ãî, íî è

åãî ñëåäñòâèÿì. Âåðíîñòü – ýòî ïðàêòè÷åñêèé âîïðîñ, òû äîëæåí ÷òî-òî îðãàíèçîâàòü,

äîëæåí ÷òî-òî äåëàòü. Òàêîâà ðåàëüíîñòü âåðíîñòè.

Âîïðîñ: Âû ñêàçàëè, ÷òî èìåë ìåñòî ðàçðûâ, ÷òî ïðîáëåìà ïîëèòèêè â íàñòîÿùèé

ìîìåíò êðàéíå çàòåìíåíà. Êðîìå òîãî, âû ïèñàëè, ÷òî ìû äîëæíû ìûñëèòü ïîëèòèêó áåç

ïàðòèé. Ïîñëå òîãî, êàê ýêñïåðèìåíò êëàññà-ïàðòèè äîñòèã ïðåäåëà íàñûùåíèÿ, ÷òî

äàëüøå?

Áàäüþ: ß äóìàþ, âåðíîñòü â äåéñòâèòåëüíîñòè íå êîí÷àåòñÿ, íî èíîãäà îíà äîñòèãàåò

íàñûùåíèÿ; òàêîâ ìîé òåðìèí äëÿ ýòîãî ñîñòîÿíèÿ. Èìååò ìåñòî ïðåäåë íàñûùåíèÿ; âû

íå ìîæåòå íàéòè íè÷åãî íîâîãî â ïîëå âàøåé ïåðâîé âåðíîñòè. Ìíîãèå â òàêîì ñëó÷àå

ïðîñòî ãîâîðÿò: «Êîí÷åíî». È äåéñòâèòåëüíî, ïîëèòè÷åñêàÿ ïîñëåäîâàòåëüíîñòü òîæå

èìååò íà÷àëî è êîíåö, êîíåö â ôîðìå ïðåäåëà íàñûùåíèÿ. Íàñûùåíèå íå åñòü ðåçêèé

ðàçðûâ, îäíàêî ñòàíîâèòñÿ âñå òðóäíåå îòûñêàòü íå÷òî íîâîå â ïîëå âåðíîñòè.

Ñ ñåðåäèíû 1980-õ ãîäîâ âñå áîëüøå è áîëüøå èìåëî ìåñòî íå÷òî âðîäå ïðåäåëà

íàñûùåíèÿ ðåâîëþöèîííîé ïîëèòèêè â åå òðàäèöèîííîé ñõåìå: êëàññîâàÿ áîðüáà,

ïàðòèÿ, äèêòàòóðà ïðîëåòàðèàòà è òàê äàëåå. Âîò ïî÷åìó ìû äîëæíû îòûñêàòü ÷òî-òî

âðîäå âåðíîñòè âåðíîñòè, à íå ïðîñòî âåðíîñòü.

Èç èíòåðâüþ ñ Àëåíîì Áàäüþ | Ðîäîâàÿ èäåíòè÷íîñòü
ðàáî÷åãî êëàññà äîñòèãëà ïðåäåëà íàñûùåíèÿ

Q: I’d like to ask about the politics of identity, which can be summed up in the thesis that for
every oppression there must be a resistance by the group which is being oppressed —
otherwise the oppression (racism, sexism, homophobia, etc...) will remain unaddressed —
this politics of identity is something you are quite critical of.

Badiou: The question of the political process is always a question that goes beyond identities.
It’s the question of finding something that is, paradoxically, a generic identity, the identity of
no-identity, the identity which is beyond all identities. For Marx, “proletariat” was the name of
something like that. In the Manuscripts of 1844, Marx writes that the very nature of the proletariat
is to be generic. It’s not an identity. It’s something like an identity which is non-identity; it’s
humanity as such. That’s why for Marx the liberation of the working class is liberation of
humanity as such, because the working class is something generic and not a pure identity.
Probably that function of the working class is saturated. We cannot substitute a mere collection
of identities for the saturated generic identity of the working class. I think we have to find the
political determination that integrates the identities, the principles of which are beyond identity.
The great difficulty is to do that without something like the working class. Without something
that was a connection between particularity and universality, because that’s what the working
class was. The particularity of the working class was its location in a singular place; the
working class was generic. The solution of the problem for Marxism was the human group
which is not really an identity, which is beyond identity.
We have to do the same thing, but probably without that sort of solution. We cannot say that
today this group is the generic group and that the emancipation of this group is also the
emancipation of us all. So we have to find something more formal. Why formal? Because it’s
less inscribed in the singularity of a group. It’s a relation between principles, between the
formalism of the new discipline and all identities in the social field. It’s a problem now for
which we don’t yet have the solution.
Marx’s solution is a sort of miracle: you find the group which is also the generic group. It was
an extraordinary invention. The history of this Marxist invention, in its concrete political
determination, was not so much the history of the generic group, of the working class as
such, but rather history of the representation of this generic group in a political organization:
it was the history of the party. The crisis now is the crisis of representation, and also the crisis
of the idea of the generic group.
When you see that a sequence of politics of emancipation is finished, you have a choice: you
can continue in the same political field, or you can find the fidelity to the fidelity. It’s the same
thing here: If the idea of the working class as a generic group is saturated, you have the
choice of saying that there are only identities, and that the best hope is the revolt of some
particular identity. Or you can say that we have to find something much more universal, much
more generic. But probably without the representative generic group.



Äëÿ ìîåãî ïîêîëåíèÿ ýòî âûáîð, ñ îäíîé ñòîðîíû, ìåæäó âûêàçûâàíèåì: «Íè÷åãî

íåâîçìîæíî â ïîëèòè÷åñêîì ïîëå; ðåàêöèîííàÿ òåíäåíöèÿ ñëèøêîì ñèëüíà». Òàêîâà ñåãîäíÿ

ïîçèöèÿ ìíîãèõ âî Ôðàíöèè; ýòî íåãàòèâíàÿ èíòåðïðåòàöèÿ íàñûùåíèÿ. Êîãäà âåðíîñòü

äîñòèãëà ïðåäåëà íàñûùåíèÿ, ó âàñ åñòü âûáîð. Ïåðâàÿ âîçìîæíîñòü – ýòî ñêàçàòü, ÷òî ñ

âåðíîñòüþ ïîêîí÷åíî. Âòîðàÿ æå âîçìîæíîñòü âîò â ÷åì: ñ ïîìîùüþ îïðåäåëåííûõ

ñîáûòèé – òàêèõ, êàê íûíåøíèå ñîáûòèÿ â Þæíîé Àìåðèêå – âû îáíàðóæèâàåòå òî, ÷òî ÿ

íàçûâàþ âåðíîñòü âåðíîñòè. Âåðíîñòü âåðíîñòè íå åñòü, ñòðîãî ãîâîðÿ, ïðîäîëæåíèå, íî ýòî

è íå ÷èñòûé ðàçðûâ. Ìû äîëæíû îáíàðóæèòü íå÷òî íîâîå. Êîãäà â÷åðà ÿ ãîâîðèë, ÷òî

«èçâíå ìîæíî óâèäåòü íå÷òî, ÷åãî íå âèäíî èçíóòðè», ÿ îçâó÷èë ïðàâèëî, ñ ïîìîùüþ

êîòîðîãî ìîæíî îòûñêàòü íå÷òî íîâîå.

Âîïðîñ: Íå ìîãëè áû âû âñå-òàêè óòî÷íèòü: ïîñëå íàñûùåíèÿ ïàðòèéíîé ïîëèòèêè – ÷òî

òåïåðü?

Áàäüþ: Åñëè áû èìåëñÿ ÿñíûé è ÷åòêèé îòâåò, äèñêóññèÿ áû íà ýòîì òîæå çàêîí÷èëàñü. Âû

äîëæíû â ýòîì ðàçîáðàòüñÿ; òóò âñå íå ñòîëü ÿñíî. Ñåãîäíÿ ó íàñ åñòü ýêñïåðèìåíòàëüíàÿ

ïîñëåäîâàòåëüíîñòü ñ òî÷êè çðåíèÿ ïîëèòè÷åñêîé ïðàêòèêè. Ìû äîëæíû ïðèíÿòü

ìíîæåñòâåííîñòü îïûòà. Íàì íå õâàòàåò åäèíîãî ïîëÿ – íå òîëüêî ÷åãî-òî âðîäå Òðåòüåãî

Èíòåðíàöèîíàëà, íî è â ñàìèõ ïîíÿòèÿõ. Ïîýòîìó íåîáõîäèìî ïðèíÿòü ÷òî-òî âðîäå

ëîêàëüíûõ ýêñïåðèìåíòîâ; ñî âñåì ýòèì íåîáõîäèìî ïðîäåëàòü êîëëåêòèâíóþ ðàáîòó. Ìû

äîëæíû íàéòè – ïðè ïîìîùè ôèëîñîôñêèõ ïîíÿòèé, ýêîíîìè÷åñêèõ ïîíÿòèé, èñòîðè÷åñêèõ

ïîíÿòèé – íîâûé ñèíòåç.

ß ïîëàãàþ, íàøà ñèòóàöèÿ êóäà áîëüøå ïîõîäèò íà ñèòóàöèþ äåâÿòíàäöàòîãî âåêà, ÷åì íà

ñèòóàöèþ äâàäöàòîãî. Åñëè óãîäíî, îíà áëèæå ê Ìàðêñó, ÷åì ê Ëåíèíó, ìåòàôîðè÷åñêè

ãîâîðÿ. Ëåíèí áûë â äåéñòâèòåëüíîñòè ìûñëèòåëåì íîâîãî ïîíÿòèÿ ðåâîëþöèîííîé

ïîëèòèêè, ñ òîé èäååé, ÷òî ìû ìîæåì ïîáåäèòü, ÷òî ðåâîëþöèÿ – ýòî âîçìîæíîñòü. Ñåãîäíÿ

ñèòóàöèÿ íå ñîâñåì òàêîâà; ñåãîäíÿ èäåÿ ðåâîëþöèè ñàìà ïî ñåáå òóìàííà. Íî ìû ìîæåì

ïîñòóïèòü òàê, êàê ïîñòóïèë Ìàðêñ – ýòî ìåòàôîðà, îáðàç. Íåîáõîäèìî ïîìûñëèòü

ìíîæåñòâåííîñòü íàðîäíîãî îïûòà, ôèëîñîôñêèõ íàïðàâëåíèé, íîâûõ èññëåäîâàíèé è òàê

äàëåå. Íåîáõîäèìî âñå ýòî ïðîäåëàòü, êàê ïðîäåëàë â ñâîå âðåìÿ Ìàðêñ.

Â ñåãîäíÿøíåì êàïèòàëèçìå åñòü ÷òî-òî íàñèëüñòâåííîå è öèíè÷íîå, âî ìíîãîì êàê è â

êàïèòàëèçìå äåâÿòíàäöàòîãî âåêà. Â äâàäöàòîì âåêà êàïèòàëèçì áûë îãðàíè÷åí

ðåâîëþöèîííûì äåéñòâèåì. Ñåãîäíÿ æå êàïèòàëèñòû íè÷åãî íå áîÿòñÿ. Îíè íàõîäÿòñÿ íà

ñòàäèè ïåðâîíà÷àëüíîãî íàêîïëåíèÿ, è â ýòîé ñèòóàöèè åñòü íàñòîÿùàÿ æåñòîêîñòü. Âîò

ïî÷åìó ÿ äóìàþ, ÷òî çàäà÷à ñåãîäíÿ ñîñòîèò â íàõîæäåíèè íîâîãî ñèíòåçà, íîâûõ ôîðì

îðãàíèçàöèè, êàê ýòî ñäåëàëè íàøè ïðåäøåñòâåííèêè â äåâÿòíàäöàòîì âåêå. Íàøè äåäû,

åñëè óãîäíî, à íå íàøè îòöû â ïîëèòè÷åñêîì ïîëå.

Âîïðîñ: ß õîòåëà áû ñïðîñèòü î òåêóùåé ãëîáàëüíîé ñèòóàöèè è îá îòíîøåíèè ÑØÀ ê ýòîé

ñèòóàöèè. ßâëÿþòñÿ ëè ÑØÀ ïðîñòî ïðèâèëåãèðîâàííûì çâåíîì â ñåòè ãëîáàëüíîé

ñóâåðåííîñòè (êàê óòâåðæäàþò Õàðäò è Íåãðè), èëè æå ÑØÀ èãðàþò ðîëü òðàäèöèîííîé

èìïåðèàëèñòè÷åñêîé äåðæàâû â ëåíèíñêîì ñìûñëå?

Áàäüþ:  ß íå âî âñåì ñîãëàñåí ñ Íåãðè. ß äóìàþ, åãî âîñïðèÿòèå ñëèøêîì ñèñòåìíî.

Èìïåðèÿ – ýòî ñèñòåìà. Íåãðè óáåæäåí, ÷òî âíóòðè ñèñòåìû ñóùåñòâóþò òàêæå è ðåñóðñû

äëÿ ÷åãî-òî íîâîãî ñî ñòîðîíû ðåâîëþöèîííîé ïîëèòèêè, èëè ïîëèòèêè îñâîáîæäåíèÿ. Â

Íåãðè íåèçìåííî æèâåò óáåæäåíèå, ÷òî ñèëà êàïèòàëèçìà åñòü òàêæå òâîð÷åñêàÿ

ñïîñîáíîñòü ìíîæåñòâ. Äâà ëèêà îäíîãî è òîãî æå ÿâëåíèÿ: ïîäàâëÿþùèé ëèê è, ñ äðóãîé

ñòîðîíû, îñâîáîäèòåëüíûé, â ÷åì-òî íàïîäîáèå åäèíñòâà. Íå ñîâñåì äèàëåêòè÷åñêîãî

åäèíñòâà â ãåãåëåâñêîì ñìûñëå, íî âñå æå åäèíñòâà. Ïîòîìó-òî äëÿ Íåãðè è íåò

íåîáõîäèìîñòè â ñîáûòèè, ïîòîìó ÷òî â äâèæåíèè îñâîáîæäåíèÿ åñòü íå÷òî ñòðóêòóðíîå.

Îäíèì èç ñëåäñòâèé ïîäõîäà Íåãðè ÿâëÿåòñÿ òî, ÷òî âåëè÷àéøèì âîïðîñîì â ïîëèòè÷åñêîì

ïîëå ñòàíîâèòñÿ âîïðîñ äâèæåíèÿ. Äâèæåíèÿ, áåçóñëîâíî, êðàéíå âàæíû. Îäíàêî

íàñòîÿùèé âîïðîñ ñåãîäíÿ – ýòî íå âîïðîñ îòíîøåíèÿ ìåæäó äâèæåíèåì è ãîñóäàðñòâîì.

Íàñòîÿùèé âîïðîñ, â ÷åì íîâàÿ ôîðìà îðãàíèçàöèè ïîñëå ïàðòèè? Áîëåå îáùî, â ÷åì íîâàÿ

ïîëèòè÷åñêàÿ äèñöèïëèíà?

Ó ëþäåé, ó êîòîðûõ íè÷åãî íåò – íè âëàñòè, íè äåíåã, íè ñðåäñòâ ìàññîâîé êîììóíèêàöèè, –

åñòü òîëüêî èõ äèñöèïëèíà êàê âîçìîæíîñòü ñèëû. Ìàðêñèçì è ëåíèíèçì îïðåäåëèëè

ïåðâóþ ôîðìó íàðîäíîé äèñöèïëèíû, à èìåííî ïðîôñîþçû è ïàðòèþ. Èìåëîñü ìíîãî

ðàçëè÷èé, íî, â êîíöå êîíöîâ, òî áûëà ôîðìà íàðîäíîé äèñöèïëèíû è âîçìîæíîñòü

ðåàëüíîãî äåéñòâèÿ. À ñåãîäíÿ ìû íå ìîæåì íàäåÿòüñÿ, ÷òî ýòà ôîðìà ïðîäîëæèò ñâîå

ñóùåñòâîâàíèå. Ðåàëüíàÿ ñèòóàöèÿ â òîì, ÷òî â íàðîäíîì ëàãåðå ó íàñ íåò äèñöèïëèíû,

îòñþäà è íàøà âåëè÷àéøàÿ ñëàáîñòü. Íà ñàìîì äåëå ëó÷øèå ñèòóàöèè ñåãîäíÿ òå, ãäå

ãîñóäàðñòâî íå íàõîäèòñÿ â ðóêàõ ðåàêöèîíåðîâ, íàïðèìåð, ñèòóàöèÿ ×àâåñà â Âåíåñóýëå.

Íî ýòî íå ïîëíîå èçìåíåíèå ñèòóàöèè; ýòî øàíñ, ëîêàëüíûé øàíñ, íè÷åãî áîëüøå. Ýòî ÷òî-

òî, íî ýòî íå ðåøåíèå. Ðåøåíèåì ïðîáëåìû â äàëåêîé ïåðñïåêòèâå áóäåò èçîáðåòåíèå íîâîé

ôîðìû èììàíåíòíîé äèñöèïëèíû â íàðîäíîì ëàãåðå. Ýòî áóäåò êîíåö äëèòåëüíîé ñëàáîñòè

íàðîäíîãî ëàãåðÿ ïîñëå óñïåõà – íî òàêæå è êðàõà – ôîðìû ïàðòèè.

Âîïðîñ: ß õîòåëà áû çàäàòü âîïðîñ î ïîëèòèêå èäåíòè÷íîñòè, êîòîðóþ ìîæíî ñóììèðîâàòü

â òåçèñå, ÷òî íà êàæäîå óãíåòåíèå äîëæíî áûòü ñîïðîòèâëåíèå ãðóïïû, êîòîðàÿ óãíåòàåòñÿ –

â ïðîòèâíîì ñëó÷àå óãíåòåíèå (ðàñèçì, ñåêñèçì, ãîìîôîáèÿ è òàê äàëåå) îñòàíåòñÿ íå

àäðåñîâàííûì. Ê ýòîé ïîëèòèêå èäåíòè÷íîñòè âû îòíîñèòåñü âåñüìà êðèòè÷íî.

Áàäüþ: Âîïðîñ ïîëèòè÷åñêîãî ïðîöåññà – ýòî âîïðîñ, âñåãäà âûõîäÿùèé çà ïðåäåëû

èäåíòè÷íîñòåé. Ýòî âîïðîñ íàõîæäåíèÿ ÷åãî-òî, ÷òî ïàðàäîêñàëüíûì îáðàçîì ÿâëÿåòñÿ

ðîäîâîé èäåíòè÷íîñòüþ, èäåíòè÷íîñòüþ áåç èäåíòè÷íîñòè, èäåíòè÷íîñòüþ ïî òó ñòîðîíó

âñåõ èäåíòè÷íîñòåé. Äëÿ Ìàðêñà «ïðîëåòàðèàò» áûë èìåíåì ÷åãî-òî ïîäîáíîãî. Â

ðóêîïèñÿõ 1844-ãî ãîäà Ìàðêñ ïèøåò, ÷òî ñàìà ïðèðîäà ïðîëåòàðèàòà äîëæíà áûòü ðîäîâîé.

Ýòî íå èäåíòè÷íîñòü. Ýòî ÷òî-òî íàïîäîáèå èäåíòè÷íîñòè, êàêîâàÿ åñòü íåèäåíòè÷íîñòü;

ýòî ÷åëîâå÷åñòâî êàê òàêîâîå. Ïîýòîìó-òî îñâîáîæäåíèå ðàáî÷åãî êëàññà äëÿ Ìàðêñà – ýòî

îñâîáîæäåíèå ÷åëîâå÷åñòâà êàê òàêîâîãî, ïîòîìó ÷òî ðàáî÷èé êëàññ åñòü íå÷òî ðîäîâîå, à íå

÷èñòàÿ èäåíòè÷íîñòü. Âîçìîæíî, ýòà ôóíêöèÿ ðàáî÷åãî êëàññà äîñòèãëà ïðåäåëà íàñûùåíèÿ.

Ìû íå ìîæåò çàìåíèòü ïðîñòîé ñîâîêóïíîñòüþ èäåíòè÷íîñòåé ðîäîâóþ èäåíòè÷íîñòü,

äîñòèãøóþ ïðåäåëà ñâîåãî íàñûùåíèÿ. ß äóìàþ, ìû äîëæíû îòûñêàòü èíòåãðèðóþùóþ

èäåíòè÷íîñòè ïîëèòè÷åñêóþ äåòåðìèíàöèþ, ïðèíöèïû êîòîðîé ëåæàò çà ïðåäåëàìè

èäåíòè÷íîñòè. Ñàìàÿ áîëüøàÿ òðóäíîñòü – ñäåëàòü ýòî áåç ÷åãî-òî íàïîäîáèå ðàáî÷åãî

êëàññà. Áåç ÷åãî-òî, ÷òî áûëî ñâÿçüþ ìåæäó îñîáîñòüþ è óíèâåðñàëüíîñòüþ, ïîòîìó ÷òî

èìåííî òàêîé ñâÿçüþ è áûë ðàáî÷èé êëàññ. Îñîáåííîñòü ðàáî÷åãî êëàññà ñîñòîÿëà â åãî

íàõîæäåíèè â ñèíãóëÿðíîì ìåñòå; ðàáî÷èé êëàññ áûë ðîäîâûì. Ðåøåíèå ïðîáëåìû äëÿ

ìàðêñèçìà çàêëþ÷àëîñü â ÷åëîâå÷åñêîé ãðóïïå, êîòîðàÿ â äåéñòâèòåëüíîñòè íå ÿâëÿåòñÿ

èäåíòè÷íîñòüþ, êîòîðàÿ ïî òó ñòîðîíó èäåíòè÷íîñòè.

Ìû äîëæíû ñäåëàòü òî æå ñàìîå, íî, âîçìîæíî, áåç ðåøåíèÿ â ïîäîáíîì äóõå. Ìû íå

ìîæåì ñêàçàòü, ÷òî ñåãîäíÿ ýòà ãðóïïà ÿâëÿåòñÿ ðîäîâîé è ÷òî îñâîáîæäåíèå ýòîé ãðóïïû

åñòü òàêæå îñâîáîæäåíèå âñåõ íàñ. Ñòàëî áûòü, íåîáõîäèìî íàéòè íå÷òî áîëåå ôîðìàëüíîå.

Ïî÷åìó ôîðìàëüíîå? Ïîòîìó ÷òî îíî ìåíüøå âïèñàíî â ñèíãóëÿðíîñòü ãðóïïû. Ýòî

îòíîøåíèå ìåæäó ïðèíöèïàìè, ìåæäó ôîðìàëèçìîì íîâîé äèñöèïëèíû è âñåõ

èäåíòè÷íîñòåé â ñîöèàëüíîì ïîëå. Ñåé÷àñ ýòî ïðîáëåìà, äëÿ êîòîðîé ó íàñ ïîêà íåò

ðåøåíèÿ. Ðåøåíèå Ìàðêñà – ýòî ÷òî-òî âðîäå ÷óäà: âû íàõîäèòå ãðóïïó, êîòîðàÿ ÿâëÿåòñÿ

òàêæå è ðîäîâîé ãðóïïîé. Ýòî áûëî âûäàþùååñÿ èçîáðåòåíèå. Èñòîðèÿ ìàðêñèñòñêîãî

èçîáðåòåíèÿ, â åãî êîíêðåòíîé ïîëèòè÷åñêîé äåòåðìèíàöèè, áûëà íå ñòîëüêî èñòîðèåé

ðîäîâîé ãðóïïû, ðàáî÷åãî êëàññà êàê òàêîâîãî, íî ñêîðåå èñòîðèåé ïðåäñòàâèòåëüñòâà ýòîé

ðîäîâîé ãðóïïû â ïîëèòè÷åñêîé îðãàíèçàöèè: ýòî áûëà èñòîðèÿ ïàðòèè. Ýòîò êðèçèñ

ÿâëÿåòñÿ ñåé÷àñ êðèçèñîì ïðåäñòàâèòåëüñòâà, à òàêæå êðèçèñîì èäåè ðîäîâîé ãðóïïû.

Êîãäà âû âèäèòå, ÷òî ïîñëåäîâàòåëüíîñòü ïîëèòèêè îñâîáîæäåíèÿ çàâåðøåíà, ó âàñ åñòü

âûáîð: âû ìîæåòå ïðîäîëæàòü â òîì æå ïîëèòè÷åñêîì ïîëå, ëèáî ìîæåòå îòûñêàòü âåðíîñòü

âåðíîñòè. Òî æå ñàìîå è çäåñü: åñëè èäåÿ ðàáî÷åãî êëàññà êàê ðîäîâîé ãðóïïû äîñòèãëà

ïðåäåëà íàñûùåíèÿ, ó âàñ åñòü âûáîð ñêàçàòü, ÷òî èìåþòñÿ îäíè ëèøü èäåíòè÷íîñòè è ÷òî

ëó÷øàÿ íàäåæäà – ýòî âîññòàíèå íåêîåé îñîáîé èäåíòè÷íîñòè. Ëèáî âû ìîæåòå ñêàçàòü, ÷òî

ìû äîëæíû îòûñêàòü íå÷òî áîëåå óíèâåðñàëüíîå, íå÷òî áîëåå ðîäîâîå. Íî, âîçìîæíî, áåç

ïðåäñòàâèòåëüñêîé ðîäîâîé ãðóïïû.

Ïåðåâîä ñ àíãë. Àëåêñàíäðà Ñêèäàíà
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Founded in early 2003 in Petersburg, the platform “Chto delat?” opens a space between theory, art,

and activism. It is a collective initiative that is aimed at creation and developing a dialogue of different

positions about politicization of knowledge production and about the place of art and poetics in this

process.


