MUP, KAK 4 ETO 3HAIO

Mup, Kax s ero 3Halo, HAYMHAETCA Ha yauLe Muepa,
[IaTusTa>kHslit oM noctpoiiku 1901 roma. [Jom 19, KBapTupa 19,
Bra)XHbIit BO3ZYX 1BOpa (TI0BaJI IABHO U Ge3HANEXHO 3ayT
Bopo0i1). @yT6OmM, IjIe OHYM BOPOTHI — BBICOKME KYCTBI, a Apyrife —
MeTa/IM4ecKie ABepy rapaka, UCIMcaHHble MenoM. Haime oxgo g
IIEPBOM 3TaXe, B KOTOPO€ ONHAK/BI B/IECTACT MCTKO 3aIlyIIEeHHOe
KEeM-TO Si1110, pa3buBIEecs O FIafUIBHYIO JOCKY. ITO HEOXMIaKH,
Mn1 3aCThIBA€M, U Ialla CypOBO ITOAXOAUT K OKHY M BbIT/IAbIBaeT
HapyXxy. Ho Tam, kak u cregoBano oxxuparh, Hukoro. I[Tama

BBITSATMBAET PYKY C BBITAHYTHIM ITa/IblieM ¥ IPOU3HOCUT “IIud-nad’.




THE WORLD AS I KNOW IT

The world as I know it begins on Miera Street. A five-story building
constructed in 1901. Building 19, apartment 19. The damp air of the
courtyard (the basement always hopelessly flooded). Soccer—the
tall bushes form one goal and the metal doors of a garage, scrawled
with chalk, the other. Our window on the first floor, into which one
day flies an egg that someone has thrown with some dexterity. It
smashes into the ironing board. This is surprising. We freeze, and
papa sternly approaches the window and looks outside. As might have

been anticipated, no one is there. Papa sticks out his hand with finger
extended and pronounces the words: “bang, bang.”

[KP]
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S 3Hat0 — mmany ¢ ymmusl TannuHac passeceyy

TONBKO OO/IbIIAs MallIMHA MYAILASCT MIMO CITMIIKOM Obicrpq

3a py/ieM KOTOPO¥1 MOJIOf{0¥ IIPU/IBOPHBbIif PacCKasbiBaer gy
JNIaTBIIICKOM |

06 ynoBONbCTBIUM OT IpHOBPETEHMIT B paccpouky... “3necs, kerayy

JIydIile He XOOUTb HOYbIO...” .. .IIpY IIOCTOSTHHOM, ITYCTb Jlaxe
HeOOMbILIOM, ToXOoTe.

“A B KaKOI1-TO CTpaHe Ha ore CyILUEeCTBYeT CIIeLMaIbHasA CIyxba,
OHa TalHO

| "
pa3bpachiBaeT Me/IKie MOHETHI B YTPEeHHMX TOPOJAX. .. UnTar obsrok
B HOBOCTHX. . . |

Tak 4yTo x0pomIee HaCTpOeHMe el IIOYTH HUIEro He CTOUT
BNIACTAM ), — ;
. . CCith
PaIIOCTHO TOABOAMT OH nTor. “A >k rOBOPIO, YMHOBHUIbA npode

1K MIIL MHaYe BEleT K HpaBCTBeHHOMY pacriagy”, — HUYyTh e
CTECHSASACD XO3AMHA MaLIVHbI ,

ACNACT CBOM BBIBOMBI 3a0YHEjf CTYHOEeHT

ITnrepckor akaneMuH |

XYIO>KEeCTB. ' 3

Qoo

Bce KOpPOTKO cMeroTcy, 4YTOOBI CMATYUTH BOIMOXKHOE CTOIIKHOBeHH |
B Tummune

BK/IOYaeT panuo, ..

IMocne HOBOCTEl CIpamugazg UmanTa, MOmvauero pagoM, 4T ak
KaK MaTephbri AusaiiHep lIpenmnounTaer

M
— PC unu Mac? Ha Henmox0
PYccKoM oH oTpeyaer,

1TO yXKe DaBHO He IIO)IJIBP)KHB

€T Takoi KoHdponTanMy, HO caM
paboTaer Tonbko Ha Macle, - dbporTanuy, He

“IlpocTo B arenTcrae Y Hac
HeTPC, . »« g
"t s BRIAZY BO3jte Gprpero
Purac Mogec...” 4 "

€«
...A, KCTaTH, KaK pycckue nenaor, . . ,,



06 ocobernocTAx PC, HO MyTaeT KOMIBIOTEPh] ¢ Moej;
HALIMOHA/IbHOCTBIO M OCEKAETCHA. ..

“346aBHO”, — C IIEPETHEr0 CUMIEHbA IIOIXBAaThIBaeT HeMOBy oy,
CTYJEHT:

“IlaBHO Y>K€ 3aMeTHI, YTO cobCcTBEeHHas HalMOHANBHOCTp, Hshgyy,
Ha IpPYTOM sA3bIKE

VU C AKIIEHTOM, BCETTIa 3BYYUT KaK-TO OCKOPOUTeNbHO, 1a... Mgy
CKa>Kelllb: LIUTaH,

¥ HET y>Ke TOJ CTIOBapHO HEMTPaTbHOCTH, IPaBfa? A uykya,
TaK Boobue...” :) |

OH CMOJIKaeT, OXKM/Iasl HAalllero cMeXa. .. B THMIIIMHe HaqmMHaeTcs ney
M3BeCTHas MeCHA.

Ho yrproMyto mnany ¢ ynuibl TannmHac pasBecenuT TOMbKO
OTPOMHBIN [IKUII,

MYAIIUIICS TIO3HUM BeYePOM CIMIIIKOM OBICTPO.




[ know—the only thing that cheers up the gang from Tallinas St.

is a big car racing by at excessive speed, .

and behind the wheel is a young courtier, explaining in Latvian

the pleasures of purchase by credit... “By they way, better not to walk here
after dark...” ...when on a fixed, even if modest, income.

“But in a certain southern country there’s a special agency that secretly

scatters small change across the morning cities... I read about it in
the papers...

And so it costs the government next to nothing to keep people in a
good mood,”

he sums up joyfully. “I tell you, the bureaucratic profession

one way or another leads to moral collapse,” the correspondence
student of the

Petersburg Academy of the Arts draws his conclusions with no thought
for the car’s driver.

Everyone laughs a bit to defuse a possible conflict... In silence we cross
Caka St.

on yellow. We’ll ride together for five more minutes. The driver flips on
the radio... |

After the news, I ask Imant, sitting there silently, what he,

asa veteran designer, prefers—PC or Mac? He replies, in pretty good
Russian,

that he stopped seeing it in such stark terms a while back, but he only
works on a Mac. |

“We just don’t have any PCs at the agency...” ...I'll get out by the old
Rigas Modas building...” | .

“"'BY they way, how do Russians. .. I mean...” he wantsto ask something

about the Peculiarities of PCs, but mixes up computers with my
Dationality and breaks off. ..

Funny” from the front seat the student jumps in on the awkward
Moment,



«I poticed long ago, that when someone names your natmnahty ina
different language

or with an accent, it always sounds sort of insulting, yeah... Or when
you yourself say, Gypsy,

there $ no termmologlcal neutrality, you know? And with Chukchis,
forget about it...” :)

He stops, expecting we’ll laugh... A familiar song begins in the silence.
But the gang from Tallinas St. can be cheered up only by a huge Jeep,
racing by in the late evening at excessive speed.

[KP]
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KJIeil Hey/JauHbIi

¥ CJIeTKa MU3MEHEH L{BET I71a3 IIBET BOIOC POCT
CUIIBHO He PaCKpbIBaTh

Ha rpaHulie [ie/IaTh YECTHOE JINULIO

1 yneibaThcs |

4TOOBI MBI OBI/IM HE TaK BUTHBI

3aTO IIMKapHOe UM U hbaMuInAa

Y TIONO3PUTENBHO IOHbIN BO3PACT

a BOJAHbIE 3HAKM TaKue

4TO MOXXHO BOOOIIIEe He JiepraTbcs

€CIM KTO-TO He OTPBIBAsCh CMOTPUT Tebe B IO



* % %

glue’s not quite right

and the eye color hair color height are slightly off

go easy opening it

at the border try to look honest

and smile

so the seams’ll be less obvious

on the other hand the first and last name are magnifico
and the age suspiciously young

while the watermarks are so fine

that there’s totally no reason to flinch
if someone looks long and hard at your face

[KP]



