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B. Jlynayes, A. KoHoypog (8 macmepckoli Xy0oxHuKa)
B. Lupachev, A. Kondurov (in the artist’s studio)

Anekcanap Konaypos

33y KeHHbIN XyLOXKHUK PO

BKOHLl,e ynuubl, B 610 MOPO3HOW MepCcrneKkTrBe,
HaBCTpeuy MHe ABUranocb 60Nblloe pacnsibiBya-
TOe MNATHO, BHYTPWU KOTOPOTO NOCTENEHHO onpeaenu-
nucb Tpy GUrypsbl: fBe BepTUKasibHble 1 OfjHa ropu-
30HTanbHaA. OrpoMHbIV TyNyn, BaleHKN U Henenas
MOXHaTaA Larnka, U3-nog HaBMUCLUEro KO3blpbKa KO-
TOPOW, pa3fBuras NoKpacHeBLUME LeKKW, cuana LWn-
pouyeHHas ynbibka. To nu nognupasa ero, To N BUCA
Ha HeMm, pAagom ABuranacb apyrasa ¢éurypa, 3amoTaH-
Haf, KaK KanycTa, B pa3Hble nnaTkv 1 wanu. TpeTbs,
ropusoHTasbHasA, NPUMEPHO TaKOro e pasmepa,
arana Ha yetblpex Horax pagom. OT Bcex Tpoux Ba-
nun obunbHbIN po3oBbll nap. Cnasa Jlynaués, ero
»eHa JleHoukKa JlaprHa 1 orpomHas cobaka barnuka
— Haww 3ameuyaTtesibHble cocean COBepLlanu puUTy-
aNbHbIA BOCKPECHbIN MPOMEHA MO 3aCHEXEHHbIM
ynnuam Jlncbero Hoca.

— CawyHb, a BeNn-Ka CBOMM [BOPOBbIM MOAHECTH
Ham C TO6OV MO PIOMOYKE BOLKM, — MPOMeN cierka
MPOCTY>KEHHbIN 6AapUTOH. — Belb A ToNbKo UTO pas-
rpeb Becb Hall BOP OT CHera no npukasy EneH CaHHbI.

— PebsTa, fa Bbl C ymMa cownm — Ha Takom Mopo3e!
Celuac nomaem K Ham, A obep NpuUroToBuna, Tam u
BbiMbeTe, — 3anpoTecToBana JleHa, pa3maxuBaa and
ybeanTenbHOCTY Pa3HOLBETHBIMY BapeXKaMu.

Ha 6ntogeuke 13 fomMa y»<e BbiMsbiBany ABe 3ano-
TeBLUME CTOMOYKM, OTOPOUYEHHbIE KyCcOUYKaMu cana 1
COJMIeHbIMM OFypUMKaMM.

— A-a-a, — KPAKHYNN Mbl Pa3oM.

XYQOXKHUK N My3bIKaHT KMBYT NPaKTUYECKN B Of-
HOM MPOCTPAHCTBE NEPEXMBaHUN, UCNOJb3YA TY aM-
NAUTYAY BO3MOXHbIX CPefCTB, KOTOPYIO Npeaioxuna
um npupoga. Cemb HOT 1 CEMb LIBETOB — MHOMO 3TO
mnn mano? Mbl Kpuumm OT pagoctu 1 oT ropa. Mol
MOMYMM OT ropa M OT papocTu. Kakoro ugeTta pa-
poctb? Kakoro ToHa rope? M TonbKo cemMb KpPacok u
CEMb HOT...

QanbluMBbIf 3BYyK HEHACTPOEHHOrO WHCTPYMEH-
Ta MOXEeT pPaHUTb TaK e, Kak abCoMOTHO OTKPbITbIN
LiBET, NOJIOKEHHBIN Ha XONCT NPAMO K3 H6aHKu. N B
TO e BPeMsi 3TOT CaMblii KHEHACTPOEHHbIN» 3BYK B
ornpeneneHHOM KOHTEKCTE MOXeT co3fgaTb yauBU-
TENbHO ApamMaTuyeckoe 3ByYaHMe, Kak U «OTKPbl-
Tbil» LBET, YNOXKEHHbIA B COOTBETCTBYIOLLYIO Gpopmy.
NHTOHaLMA, MHe KaXkeTcs, rMaBHbIA MHCTPYMEHT Xy-
[JOXHVKa, a Beflb 3TO TEPMUH My3blKanbHbI. <Komno-
3ULMA» — 3TO TOXKe OOLMIN TEPMUH, XOPOLUMMU KOM-
No3MTOpPaMU Ha3biBalOT HEKOTOPbIX »KMBOMMCLEB. A
NCMNONMHUTENY, yMyapaoLwwmueca nepegaTtb TOHYanwme
OTTEHKM TEMJIOFO WSV XONIOQHOIO, BeAyT Hac B abco-
JIIOTHO 3PUMbIV MUP.

Alexander Kondurov

Honored Artist of Russia

At the end of the street, on the frosty, white hori-
zon, a large, blurry blob was moving towards
me; three shapes—two vertical and one horizon-
tal—gradually became more distinct. An enormous
sheepskin coat, felt boots, a ludicrous, shaggy fur
hat, its peak flapping above red cheeks and a wide,
dazzling smile, approached. Another shape—tightly
wrapped in all sorts of scarves and shawls like a head
of cabbage—was coasting alongside, supporting the
first shape or hanging on it, | couldn't tell. The third
one, roughly the same size as the second, was power-
ing ahead on all fours. All three of them were emitting
abundant clouds of pink steam. Slava Lupachev, his
wife Elena Larina, and their enormous dog Bagichka,
our wonderful neighbors, were taking their tradition-
al Sunday stroll around the snow-covered streets of
Lisy Nos, a town outside of Petersburg.

“Sasha, old boy, please have your serfs bring us
a shot of vodka each,” a slightly nasal baritone sang.
“I've just shoveled our whole block, at my Lady Lari-
na's command.”

“Guys, you must be crazy—drinking out in the
cold? Let’s all go to our place. I've already made lunch,
and you'll have a drink inside,” Elena protested, wav-
ing her colorful mittens persuasively.

Two steamed-up shot glasses resting on saucers
with slivers of cured pork fat and pickles running
around their rims emerged from the house.

“Ah,” we grunted in delighted unison.

Artists and musicians essentially live in the same
realm of human experience and use the same range
of tools given to them by Mother Nature. Seven notes
and seven colors—is that a lot or a little? We shout in
joy and in grief. We remain silent in our grief and in
our joy. What color is joy? What is the tone of grief?
There are only seven colors and seven notes...

A sour sound produced by an un-tuned instrument
can wound just like an un-mixed color spilled on the
canvas straight from the tube That same un-tuned
sound can produce a striking dramatic effect in the
right context, like a pure color used to make just the
right shape. I'd say that intonation—a word generally
used to describe music—is actually an artist’s most
powerful instrument. The word “composition” also
overlaps—some artists must be called good compos-
ers, while musicians who succeed in expressing the
finest warm and cool shades lead us into a purely vi-
sual world.

Those were the kind of conversations | had with
my dear friend Slava Lupachey, as we strolled around
Lisy Nos or sat under the lilac bushes, contemplating
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A. KoHOypoe «Crned Ha 3emsie»
(nocsawaemcs B. Jlynayesy)

A. Kondurov «Trace on the earth»
(dedicated to V. Lupachev)

MpumepHO Takoro poga 6ecefbl BeM Mbl C MOUM
apyrom Cnasow Jlynauésbim, orga nporynmeannucb no
Jopoxkam Jlncbero Hoca nnu cupgenn nog Kyctom
CUpeHU, pa3rnagbiBan Ha CBET HOKan KpacHOro BUHa.
MbI Ha3blBanu 3T0 «ypokKamu conbbemkimor. f 3Hato,
CnaBa M3BeCTHbIA 1 3aMeyaTefibHbIi My3blKaHT. Ero
roboi conupoBan B opKecTpax TemnpKaHoBa, lepru-
eBa, Konobosa 1 MHorux gpyrux. OH 6bl1 yAOCTOEH
nepBOro NCMNoSIHEHWA My3bIKU AnA robos coBpemeH-
HbIX KOMNO31TOPOB. OH MHOIO paccka3sbiBas 06 3ToM,
OTMeuYast SMOLIMIOHaNIbHY CTOPOHY 3TUX He3abblBae-
MbIX BCTPeY, KOrAia ero, eLe MOIO[oro UCNOHUTeNs,
yXKe Torga gonyckany 3asBuBlUME O cebe MasCTpo B
Kpyr My3blKu, B MHOFMX HEeJOCTYMHOWN, 3amMmeyas B
ero B3rnAfge HenoaAdeNnbHbI UHTEPEC K Npouncxoas-
wemy Ha My3blkanbHoMm Onumne.

- A Kak 3To cbirpatb? — cnpalivBan OH, elle BYe-
pawHuii ctyaeHT, Anbdpena LLHuTKe, pasbupas nap-
TUTYpPY €ro KoHuepTa Ans robos, apdbl U CTPYHHOroO
OopKecTpa.

- Kak xouelwb, Tak 1 nrpan, — oTBeYan BeNNKUn
KyZlecHUK, 6pocad ero, Kak pebeHKa, B BOfy, Beps,
yTO TOT 06A3aTesIbHO BbinMNbIBeT. OH foMNycKan ero B
NPOCTPAHCTBO CBOEro TBOPYECKOro MnpeauvyBCTBUS,
BbIPaXKEHHOr0 Ha HOTHOW Gymare ofHOMY emy W3-
BECTHbIMM 3HaKaMWU.

MN3Hb XyOOXHMKA — [OBOSIbHO PUCKOBAHHOE
[leno, ee MOXHO CpaBHUTb € paboToli cTankepa. 310
[ABWXKEHVEe Mo OMacHOW, NopoI BpaxaebHom Teppu-
TOpUW, e HOra, NOCTaB/IeHHaA ANA ONOPbl, MOXET He
HaNTW TBEPAW, FAE KaXKyLLAACA KpacoTa HeceT B CBOEN
npenectu rybutenbHble NoByLWKU. Ho 3To no3sonseT
OTKpbIBaTb HOBble NPOCTPaAHCTBa, AOCesle Heun3Be-
[aHHble, XpaHsALWme B cebe TalHy, KOTOPYIO Tbl NpU-
OTKpbiBaeLb. Mbl BCe Bpems MbITaeMcA NPOHUKHYTb
B HepgocAraemoe, XoTa NOHMMaeM, YTO Hen3BeCTHoe
COCTaB/NIEHO U3 OObIAEHHbIX Bellel, 3HAKOMbIX HaM C
feTcTtBa. MNpocTo uHoraa, NpefcTaB B KAKOM-HMOYAb
APYrom nopagke, OHV OTKPbIBAIOT HaM HOBble CMbIC-
Nbl, HecyLme B cebe CBET, 3HAKM 1 CMBOJIbI, KOTOPble
nomoraioT pacwndpoBaTb 006blAEHHOE.

Poxxpectso! MeaneHHO nagaeT TUXMI CHET, HAKpPbl-
Bas BCE BOKPYT UCKPALWMUMCA GesibiM Kpy»KeBoM. A He
YYBCTBYIO XOJI0[a, CHET Ka)XeTcA TerJibIM U NOXNTCA
He TONbKO Ha 3eMJ1to, iePEBbA N KPbILLK, HO 1 Ha No6,
HOC 1 nneyn, NPUATHO LWeKoya 1 NokycbiBas. Ctpemu-
TesIbHO NeTALLan COPOKa, Kak byaTo 3aBrCna B Kagpe,
rornepemMeHHO MeHsisl CBOe YepHOo-6efioe ornepeHue.
BeTBu gepeBbeB, nepensieTasacb B CIOXHOM KpOC-
CBOpJe, YIOTHO OKYTbIBalOT BECb [ABOP, Orpaxias ero
OT BCEro 0CTasibHoOro Mrpa. Ha KpblinibLo TO 1 €10 Bbl-

the sunlight on our glasses of red wine. We called
these talks solfeggio, or ear training. | know that Slava
was a famous and well-loved musician. He gave solo
oboe performances with Temirkanov, Gergiev, Kolo-
bov, and many others' orchestras. He was granted the
honor of being the first to play many contemporary
composers' pieces in public. He told me a lot about
those experiences, recounting the emotions he felt
during those unforgettable meetings, when distin-
guished maestros welcomed him, a rather young per-
former, into their exclusive circles, when they appre-
ciated his genuine interest in the elite musical scene
around him.

“How should | play it?” He was a recent graduate,
just yesterday he had been running through the
sheet music for Alfred Schnittke’s concert for the
oboe, harp, and strings, and now he was speaking to
the great sorcerer himself.

“However you like,” Alfred answered, throwing
Slava right into the water like a child when it’s time
to sink or swim. He led Slava into the domain of his
creative premonitions that found their expression on
music paper in the form of signs that only he could
decipher.

An artist's life is rather risky; it's like being a stalker
in Tarkovsky's film. You're walking through a danger-
ous and sometimes hostile environment, where sol-
id ground could suddenly vanish beneath your feet,
where a seemingly beautiful landscape sets devastat-
ing traps for you. But this journey allows you to enter
new, unexplored spaces containing a mystery that
you discover little by little. We are constantly trying
to access this unreachable domain, although we re-
alize that the unknown is comprised of rather mun-
dane things that we've all known about from an early
age, but which can be arranged in a different order
to reveal new, deeper meanings, containing insights,
signs and symbols that empower us to discover that
they can actually be deciphered.

It's Christmas time! Quiet snow falls slowly, cover-
ing everything in sight, like sparkling, white lace. The
cold isn't bothering me; the snow feels warm, land-
ing on the ground, trees, and roofs, as well as on my
forehead, nose, and shoulders, gently tickling me as
it nips at my skin. A magpie hovers about, as though
it were frozen in a picture, its feathers flashing black
and white intermittantly. Tree branches, intertwined
in a convoluted crossword, swaddle the whole yard,
blocking it off from the outside world. Fancily-dressed
guests spill out onto the porch from time to time. EI-
egant women defy the cold, boldly flaunting their
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A. KoHoypos. «f00uchb»
A. Kondurov. «Judith»

CKaKMBAIOT NpPa3fgHMYHO ofeTble rocTh. [lambl, O4YeHb
CMeNo HapAAaMBLUMECA ANA 3arOPOLHON BEUEPUHKU,
NMOBOAAT OrOJIEHHbIMU MIeYMKaMU, MPU ITOM CKMUMA
Kynauku. bonbwow c6op. Mo-moemy, 3gecb Nonosu-
Ha opkecTpa MapumHckoro TeaTtpa. CnaBa v JleHouKa
06MbIBaOT CBOW HOBbIN AOM, IIOOOBHO OTAENAHHbIN
ON3aNHEPCKNM reHnemM xo3amkn. OrpoOMHbIN OVBaH,
C KOTOPOro OTKPbIBAaeTCA BUJ, Ha 3acCTbiBLUME, CJIOB-
HO B MosieTe, NPAMblE N HaKNOHHble CTeHbl. MyHK-
ManuncTMyeckas, CUALWAA Hag rosoBamu, NtocTpa u
KaMWH, OT KOTOPOro ncxogut tenno. Mysbika. Mumo
B TaHLe nponnbiBaeT CnaBuHa 6abouka. Obuiee aBu-
XeHue. [INVHHbIe XeHCKMEe PYKM NpoYepumnBaloT 3a-
MbIC/10BaTble IHWY B MPOCTPAHCTBE, HAaMOJIHEHHOM
PagOCTHBIM FOMOHOM U OLLYLLIEHNEM MAPEHMA.

CnaBa - 4enoBek-npa3gHuk. Camble MpoOCTble
BEWWN OH MOr MpeacTaBUTb 3aragoyHbiMU 1 0C060
3HAUUMbIMW. Bbl Obl BUAENM, KakK OH MPEenogHOCUT
nofapku! 3To e 06bIYHO Liesioe AeNCTBO C TopXKe-
CTBEHHbIM pPa3BOpPAYMBAHMEM CreuranbHbIX 0bep-
TOK, COMPOBOXKAAaeMoe OCTPbIMA KOMMEHTapUAMN 1
npubayTkamu, B NpoLiecc BOBNEYeHbl BCe, BMIOTb A0
LOMaLLHMX XUBOTHbIX 1 nonyras *Kopbl, KOTOPOro OH
Hayuumn Ha ¢pasy «Myxckas nob6oBb camas uncTas»
oTBeyaTb «[laBan Bbinbem!».

N3 06bIYHOTO AHA POXAEHWA OH MOT, HanpuMep,
ycTponTb «llenibMeHHbI dpecTrBanby, NPOBOANMbIN
3UMON NpY NATHaguaTUrpagycHom mopo3se. Ha Ko-
CTpe, pa3BeieHHOM NPsSIMO Nocpean ABOPa, AbIMUTCA
OTFPOMHbBIA KOTeJ, B KOTOPOM Oy/nbKalT NpUroTos-
NEeHHble 3apaHee HacToAWmMe CUOMPCKME NeNIbMEHMN.
3aKyCK/ NPUMOCTUNCDL TYT e, Ha JoLaToM CTone.
lfocTn, ofeTble B WyObl U BaneHKW, akTUBHO ABuWra-
toTcA. [paHeHble CTOMNOYKM, HAMOSIHEHHbIE NEefAHOWN
BOAKOW, BpeMsi OT BPEMEHU NOoJOorpeBatoT 1 6e3 Toro
pO30Bble, MbillyLne BecesibeM nuLa.

— Hy uTO Tbl APOXNLLIb 1 MOAMNPbLIFMBAELLIb B CBOMX
NeTHUX 60TMHOUKax? fl XKe YETKO roBOpwUSI — NPUXo-
AWTb Ha NblKax. A Tbl, BULLb, HA TaKCW Nnprexarn, — Bbl-
roBapuBan OH KOMy-TO U3 rocTeil 1, 06paTMBLINCL K
cynpyre, npogonmxan: — EneH CaHHa, nogbim-Ka emy
KaKune-H1byab 0OMOTKN — 6efa C STUMU MHTENNINTEeH-
TaMu.

MecHA nonnnacb cama cobOM. YKe HUKTO He 6osn-
cA Mopo3a. [0cTn, OOHABLUNCD, KPYKMNCb B XOPO-
Bofe. [POMKO peBen HeM3BECTHO OTKyJa B3ABLINIACA
6asH, 1 OTYasHHO BM3XaNla CKBO3b 30J10Tble 3y6bl
orpomHasi 6aba B HapPOAHOM KOCTIOME U KOKOLLHVKE.
«3aKasan gns ybeoutenbHOCTU», — MO CEKPETY CO06-
wmn mHe Cnaea.

naked shoulders, yet still clenching their fists. There’s
quite a crowd—it looks like half of the Mariinsky The-
atre orchestra is here at Slava and Elena’s housewarm-
ing party. There's an enormous couch facing straight
and slanted walls that appear to be frozen in mid-air, a
minimalistic chandelier shining above our heads, and
a fireplace heating the room; our hostess, Mrs. Lari-
na, lovingly poured her ingenuous design sensibility
into their home. Slava’s bowtie floats by, bobbing to
the music. Everything is moving. Women's long arms
trace intricate lines through the room filled with joy-
ous commotion and intoxicating lightness.

Slava was a walking celebration. He could make the
simplest things seem mysterious and deeply signifi-
cant. You should have seen him giving people gifts!
It was a whole ceremony; his friends would undo all
sorts of special wrapping paper as he delivered witty
remarks. Everyone would be involved, including their
pets, especially their parrot Zhora, whom he'd trained
to respond to the phrase “men offer the purest love”
with “let’s have a drink!”

For instance, he could turn a perfectly ordinary
birthday party into a Dumpling Festival, held out-
doors in the frigid cold. Authentic, Siberian dump-
lings, wrapped before the occasion, would be bub-
bling in an enormous pot hanging over a bonfire
right in the middle of the yard. There'd be an appe-
tizer spread on the picnic table right next to it. The
guests, dressed in fur coats and felt boots, would be
bobbing around all evening, occasional rounds of
ice-cold vodka in little shot glasses warming their al-
ready pink and exuberant faces.

“What are you doing dancing all around in street
shoes? | made myself very clear—put on your winter
boots and ski on over here. But you just had to take
a taxi,” he said to one of the guests jokingly. Then he
turned towards his wife and continued, “Lady Larina,
go get him some leggings—these city folk just can't
hack it out here”

The party kept going on its own steam, and no-
body seemed fazed by the cold any longer. The
guests were dancing around in a circle, hugging and
holding hands. Someone produced an accordion and
it roared loudly. A huge woman wearing a traditional
Russian costume and headdress was shrieking des-
perately through her gold teeth. “I hired her to make
the festival more authentic,” Slava said conspiratori-
ally.

The bright stars were intertwining with the falling
snowflakes. Our Siberian was frolicking, bursting into
the middle of the ring of dancers. Enormous pine
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Bbnectenu 3Be3gbl, nepennetasacb C nagawwmmm
CHeXMHKaMu. Haw cmbupak oTnasicblBan, BOPBAaB-
LINCb B cepefunHy xopoBoaa. OrpoMHble COCHbI YHO-
CUNV 3BYKM NpasfH1Ka B YepHoe 6eckoHeuHoe Hebo.

Huuto B XM3HU He ObiBaeT cnydyalriHbiM, Befb
BCE, UTO OKPY’KaeT HacC C POXAeHus, Tak UK MHaue
dopmupyeT Halle HenmoBTOPUMOE 3ro, Tpambys u
YNNOTHAA MMEHHO Ty GOpMy, KOTopasa BNOCIeACTBM
CTaHeT ToboW. Ham noBe3no B [eTcTBe ycCNbiWwaTb
6onbLIoe cobpaHme cepbe3HOoN My3blKU 13 06bIYHON
pPagmMoTOUKK, KOTOpas He BblKoYanacb HuKorga.
Hawwu ywn n3brpatenbHo 3akpbiBanucb Torga, Kor-
[a OuKTopbl $GanbluMBO-604pbIMM FOfI0CaMK Bella-
JIY HaM O HalLEeM CYacTbe, HO 3aTO NOTOM HauMHasncA
Yankosckun, Lonen nnun, ckaxkem, PaxmaHnHoB. Mbi
XN B HEKOEM KyNbTYPHOM MPOCTPaHCTBE, COBEp-
LLIEHHO He 0CO3HaBas 3TOro, U BNUTLIBANN 3TY My3bIKY
BMeCTe C TeMW AeTCKUMU PafoCcTAMMK, KOTopble Aa-
poBana Ham npupopa B 3Tom Bo3pacTe. CHer, 4OXKAb,
MOPO3 1 COJIHLE — BCE, U3 YEro ObIIO COTKAHO Halle
yauBmTenbHoe 6e33ab0THOe CyllecTBOBaHMe, Kasa-
nocb 6eckoHeyHbiM. CrnaBa pacckasbiBan MHe, Kak
OH BriepBble B KMHO YCJIbIWwan 3ByK ro6os: «OH 3arun-
HOTU3MPOBA MEeHs, 1 A NOLUeN 3a 3TUM BOJILLEGHbIM
3BYKOM, UTOObI POMNacTb Ha BCIO >KU3Hb».

ITO y>Ke NOTOM «MHOrOe 3HaHWe NPUHECET MHOTme
neyanu», Korga v gpyras ycblllaHHasa HaMu My3blKa,
npopBaB MOCTaBNEHHbIE KEM-TO ugeonoruyeckure ba-
pbepbl, MPUHECET Ha CBOUX KPbIfbAX 3BYKU MY3bIKU
CrpaBuHckoro, AiiB3a, LLleHbepra, KceHakuca, LLUHAUT-
ke. BOoT Torga-To 1M MoABMTCA HOBOE MOCNEBKYyCMe
o0b60aembix paHee YankoBckoro n BuBanban. OHu
MOKaXKyTCA M3MNLLHE YYBCTBEHHbIMU U axe cnerka
KapamenbHbIMU.

CnaBa yacTo npurnallan meHs B Teatp. Ecnu Teatp
HauMHaeTCA C BeLasiku, TO My3blKa — C NPoOyXaeHunsA
opkecTpoBou AMbl. MeHsA 3TO BCerga 3aBopaxknsaert.
3BYyKM HaCcTpanBaeMbIX MUHCTPYMEHTOB OYE€Hb MOXOXKMU
Ha ManuTpy XM1BOMMCLA, NMOCTENEHHO 3aMONHAEMYIO
Kpackamu, BbijaBneHHbIMU 13 ToO6rKoB. Ceyac oHM
HauyHyT, NepemMeLIBanCh, BCTyMNaTb BO B3auMmogei-
CTBUE UM KOHQNUKT, co3faBaTb HanpsXeHWe unu
rapmoHuio. 1 MOMHIO, B IOHOCTW, KOrga 3aHuMMarsncA
B M30CTYAMK, 3a CTEHOWN peneTupoBan AyxXOoBOW Op-
kecTp. C HeTepneHmem oXupan Havana, kKorga my3bi-
KaHTbl, pa3bupaa WUHCTPYMEHTbI, HauMHaNn pasmu-
HaTbCA, Urpasa pasnuyHble naccaxu. 3Ta KakopoHusa
6blN1a A1 MeHsl BEPXOM HacnaXKaeHus. fl He 3Han elle
TOrfa o CyLeCTBOBaHNM aTOHaNIbHOW My3blKM, HO, KaK
BbIACHUNIOCb, Obl1 FOTOB K HEA.

trees carried the sounds of the festival into the end-
less, black sky.

Nothing in life is an accident; from the moment
you're born, everything that surrounds you consoli-
dates your unique personality in one way or another,
molding and shaping it into the form that ultimate-
ly becomes you. We were lucky to have listened to
a great deal of quality music on the radio, which we
never switched off. We'd zone out whenever the hosts
would speak to the country in their falsely cheerful
voices about how grand life was in the Soviet Union,
but then we'd perk back up for Tchaikovsky, Chopin,
or Rachmaninoff. We lived in our own little cultur-
al space that had little in common with the outside
world, though we hardly realized that at the time,
soaking up that music along with all the other joys
nature bestowed upon us as children. Snow, rain,
frost, and sun—all the threads holding our wonder-
ful, carefree existence together—seemed eternal.
Slava once told me about how he heard the oboe for
the first time in a movie, “it hypnotized me, and | set
off to find that magical sound and all I've done ever
since is chase after it

But then, to quote Ecclesiastes, “in much wisdom
is much grief: and he that increaseth knowledge in-
creaseth sorrow." Tchaikovsky and Vivaldi, whom we'd
absolutely adored up until then, started producing a
different aftertaste. They seemed excessively sensual
and even cloyingly sweet.

Slava would often invite me to the theatre. Kon-
stantin Stanislavsky, the renowned Russian actor
and theatre director, once said that the performance
starts as soon as you check your coat. I'd say the music
starts as soon as the orchestra pit comes alive—that
has always captivated me. The sounds of instruments
tuning up closely resembles a palette gradually filling
up with paint squeezed out of tubes. They start mix-
ing together, meshing or clashing, creating tension
or harmony. | remember listening to the wind orches-
tra rehearsing in the other room when | went to the
arts studio as a kid. | couldn’t wait for the beginning,
when the musicians would start warming up, tuning
up their instruments and playing different passages
on top of each other. That cacophony was beyond de-
lightful to me. At the time, I'd never heard of so-called
atonal music, but | guess | was ready to embrace it.

Whenever | reminisce about our walks around
Sestroryetsk Park, the smell of withered oak leaves
with the sea’s iodine breath whistling through them
comes back to me, as well as endless conversations
about music, painting, and the creative process. Ap-

A. KoHoypog «Oz0Hb u 800a» (nocseawaemcs JlapuHou u Jlynadesy)
A. Kondurov «Fire and Water» (dedicated to E. Larina and V. Lupachev)
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BcnomuHaa Hawm co CnaBow MpoOrynkm no ce-
CTPOPELIKOMY MapKy, A YyBCTBYIO 3amax MOXyXJiblX
[y6OBbIX NNCTbEB, CKBO3b KOTOPbIA NpobrBaeTca
nogmcroe AbixaHre mops. Y, KoHeuHo, 6eckoHeyYHble
pa3roBopbl O My3blKe, >KUBOMMWCK, O TBOPYECKOM MpPo-
uecce... fl, BUANMO, HEMPABWUIIbHBIA XYAOXHUK, A HE
nuLy ¢ HaTtypbl. Moel HaTypo ABAAeTCA My3blKa, MOo-
33UA, pa3mbllunieHns. bnarogapsa Hawemy obLeHuto,
poAunnach, HanprMep, cepua MOUX KapTuH «3Tiogbl
LlloneHa». CnaBa oyeHb MoOMoOran MHe B 3TOM, 00Ob-
ACHAA MHOMMe NpoLecchbl, O KOTOPbIX A faXe He A0-
ragbisasnca. MNouemy f, HanprmMep, N6 XOPOBbIE
npowussefeHna? OKa3biBAETCs, 3TO CBA3AHO C 0OOHSA-
HMEeM, KOTOpOe pasfMyaeT efBa 3aMeTHble TOHKMe
3anaxu. 1 4entoCb C HUM OLLYLLIEHNAMM, O KOTOPbIX He
cTan 661 roBOPUTL HU C KeM. Komy 6bin Obl MHTEpeceH,
Hanpumep, NopasMBWNA MeHA 3pdeKT, Korga npwu
NPOCNYLWNBAHUM OYEHb SKCLEHTPUYHON Nbecbl And
¢dopTenmaHo KceHaKkunca st BAPYr OOHapy»ui O4YeHb
TUXUIN, HO MOLLHbIV My3blKanbHbI GOH, NAYLINIA OT-
Kyfa-To 13 rny6uHbl, — A 6bl1 Nopa)eH CTonb Apama-
Tnyeckum adpdektom! OKaszanoch, A He BbIKMYMI Ha
KOMMbloTepe HefaBHO 3BYYaBLUYIO My3blKy U3 «Tpu-
cTaHa n Visonbgbi» BarHepa, n oHa noBTopmnacb, HO
y»e BmecTe ¢ KceHaKkmcom.

f1 BCMOMHMN, KaK KOrAa-To, OYeHb [aBHO, Jiexa B
KpoBaTKe, BnepBble NO3HaBan OKPYXKaloLWWA MeHA
MUP LIMPOKO OTKPbITbIMK rna3amu. lNepeno MHomn
Ha CTeHe BUCEN Mner3ax, KOTOPbll, Ka3anocb, A yxe
BMAEN B NPOLUION XU3HW N TEMepb Y3Han ero: rpas-
HO-Tensiafa BeCHa, YepHble NTWLUbl 1 CTapasa CTpenb-
yaTaa KonokosnbHA. CnycTa Bpems, A y3Han, YTo 3TO
«lpaun npunetenn», a CaBpacoB Hanmcan 3Ty KapTu-
HY creumanbHO 1A MeHA — OCTabHble, BUAMMO, AnA
KOro-To Apyroro. Takxe NoToOM, MHOro neT CnycTs, A
y3Har, YTo 3a My3blKa lnnacb B 3TO Bpems U3 penpo-
LYKTOpa. BennyecTBeHHbIN XOp Nen 0 TOM, YTO «Mbl
OTCTOSNN BECHY» U UTO «HALUW CUJIbl pacTyT»... Moe
ManeHbKoe Teno HamnosHANOCb TEMNOM U MeAJIEHHO
BOCNapAio Haj KPOBATKON, C/INBAACH C TOPXKECTBOM
npouncxogaALlero. OToT Xopan A Cbllian JOBOJIbHO Ya-
CTO B TO BpeMms — wen, A gymato, 1948 rog.

MHoro net cnycta 3Ta menoama MHOTAA BbiMJbl-
Basia OTKyZa-To, OT3bIBaACh B AyLUe TENJOM 1 YAUBK-
TeNbHOWM cBeTNon pagocTbio. O6MgHO, AyMan s, 4To
MEeNnoANA, NoJapmBLLIAA MHE KoY K MUPY 3BYKOB, Ha-
BEpPHOE, NPUHAANEXUT KaKoMy-HUOYAb AypaLlKkomy
COBETCKOMY KOMMO3UTOPY, YCEPAHO OOCNYyXNMBatoLLe-
My nfeonornyeckuin GpoHT. Takow My3blku Bbino Tor-
[ia MHOTO, 3Byuasia OHa OToBClofy, 06aBas pe3Kkum
3anaxom «lnnpa» n congatckoro rytanuHa. Mos xe

parently, | do things the wrong way—I don't paint
from a model, or from nature, for that matter. Music,
poetry, and moments of contemplation are my mod-
els. For instance, our talks prompted me to create a
series of paintings called Chopin’s Etudes. Slava was
a huge help, as he taught me about many process-
es | never even knew existed. For example, why do
| like choir performances so much? It turns out that
my love for choir music is linked to my acute sense of
smell. | shared experiences with him that | wouldn't
talk about with anyone else. For instance, who else
would care to listen to me describing how stunned
| was to discover an incredibly quiet, yet powerful
musical background creeping upward from some un-
known depth of Xenakis's rather eccentric piece for
the piano. It produced the most remarkable impres-
sion on me! It turned out that I'd forgotten to turn off
a track from Wagner's Tristan und Isolde that was play-
ing on my computer, hence the mysterious new layer
to Xenakis's composition.

| remember lying in my crib, a long, long time ago,
when | first experienced the the world around me
with my eyes wide open. A landscape, which | felt I'd
seen in a previous life and was now recognizing once
again, was hanging on the wall in front of me—a
dirty, warm spring, black birds, and an old arched bell
tower. Some time later, | recognized this landscape as
Savrasov's The Rooks Have Come Back, and it seemed
as though he'd painted it especially for me—the rest
of his paintings appeared to be for someone else.
Then, many years later, | found out what kind of music
had been pouring out of the radio. A majestic choir
was singing that “we battled through the spring”
and “our forces are growing.” My tiny body filled with
warmth and slowly rose above the crib, blending in
with the grandeur around me. | heard that choir quite
often at that time—I think it was around 1948 or so.

Many years later, that tune would surface from
time to time, reverberating in my soul with warmth
and bright, astonishing joy. It's a shame that melo-
dy, which had given me a magical key to the world
of sound, probably belonged to one of those idiotic
Soviet composers who conscientiously served the
party’s ideological agenda. That kind of music was
all over the place at the time, pervading everything
like the abrasive smell of Chypre perfume and sol-
diers’boot polish. My music was completely different,
though. It was akin to the divine, classical music that
we were lucky enough to hear in great abundance as
children.

A. KoHOypos. «KoHyepm 0715 OKOH»
A. Kondurov. «Concert for windows»
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My3blKa bblna coBeplueHHO Apyroi. OHa 6bina cpoa-
HU TOW B6OXXECTBEHHOW KlacCMUecKol My3blKe, KOTo-
pas, K C4acTblo, Ham JocTanacb B AeTCTBe B 6ONbLLIOM
KonmuecTse.

M BoT: Mbl co CnaBom cnamMm B KyCTax y MeHs BO
[ABOpe M MbeM YWIUNCKOEe KpacHoe, pa3roBapusas,
€CTeCTBEHHO, O «CoNbdeKmo». HakaHyHe s, ciyyai-
HO BKJ/IOUMB TENIEBU30P, YCIIbIlLan CBOIO YANBUTENb-
HYIO Menoauto U B TUTPAX y3Has, 4To 3TO My3blka U3
nocneBoeHHoro dpunbma «Bctpeua Ha dnbbex.

- CnaBa, KTO Hanmcan 3Ty My3bIKy?

- llocTakoBunY, — He 3a4yMbIBasACb, OTBETUST MO
3aMeuyaTesibHbI MY3bIKaHT.

Bce BcTano Ha cBou mecTa. fl He 3psA nexan B Kpo-
BaTKe, BCMaTPMBAaACb U BCAYLWIMBaAACb B OTKPbIBato-
LWMACA MUP, KOTOPbLIA COOOLMA MHE B TOT MOMEHT
YTO-TO OYEHb Ba)KHOeE.

- Momornu 6bl KameHb MepeTawuTb, — FPO3HO
CBEPKHYB rf1la3aMul, 3afiBUIM HaM XeHbl, YNUPAAChb py-
kamu B opygme Cnsmoda.

- MbI pa3roBapvBaem o conbdeakino, — Fopao Co-
o6WmnK Mbl. — Mbl He MOXKeM CNYCTUTLCA K BaM. ..

Cawa YalikoBCKMIN HEPBHO 3abpacbiBan B CyMKy
GaHHble MOXMWTKY, faXKe He OXKAaBLUMCb KOHLA MaTya
mexay VM3paunem n Poccuen, KoTopbiin Hawy 6e3Ha-
LEeXHO nponynu. JleHouKa chenana Bce, Ytobbl feHb
poxgeHna Cnasbl 3anNOMHUNCA ero Apy3baMm. baHs,
apeHAoBaHHaA AnA 3Toro cny4vasa B oTene «Onbru-
HO», Bblna NpUBefEeHa B COCTOAHUE GaHKeTHOrO 3ana.
Ha orpomHoMm cTone B npefbaHHMKe, 3aCTaBNEHHOM
BCAYECKOW CHefblo, BblAenAnacb ropa KpacHbIX yca-
TbIX PakKOB, 3aMoTeBLUadA BOKa C HeTepreHneMm xaana
y4YaCTHUKOB OWTBbI, KOTOpas pa3BepHynacb B Mapwui-
Ke. [MaBHbIM 6511010M «Ha fecepT» BGblal NPUTroTOBMEH
0T60pOUHbIN MaTy YM no Tenesuzopy.

- CnaBa, HO KakK Mbl MOIIN TaK JIOXaHyTbCA, Befb
Mbl JABHO C TOOOW BbISICHUIN, YTO COBMECTHOE «60-
neHbe» 3a «3eHUT» UM COOPHYD OobpeKaeT MX Ha
HeMVHYeMbI MPOUTPbILL, — CTEHAN A, YPOHUB pacna-
PEHHYI0 FoNoBY Ha CTON.

— CawyHb, A gyman, Mbl CMOXeM MepenomMuTb 3Ty
NO30pHYI0 Tpagnumio. Beab mbl e cTapanucb, npas-
na?

3710 npaBpa — CnaBe yacTo ygaBanocCb ycunuem
BOMW, TOYHbIM pacyeToM U YAUBUTESIbHOW Leney-
CTPEeMNEeHHOCTbIO NpeofosieBaTb MHOrMe npenAr-
CTBMA, NOCTaBNEHHbIE »KN3HblO. ITO KacaeTca ero oc-
HOBHOTO 3aHATMA — pa3BMTNA MapunnHCKOro Teatpa,
NPUIOKEHNA HEBEPOATHBIX YCUIINIA B MEXAYHapOL-
HbIX KyNIbTYPHbIX MPOeKTax, B Aiefiax No BOCCTaHOBe-
HWIO MAaMATHWUKOB N NaMATN MMeH BennKnx ntogen. OH

One time Slava and | were just sitting under the
lilac bushes in my yard, drinking a Chilean red and
deep in our solfeggio, naturally. A few days before
that, | randomly turned on the television and heard
my wonderful melody. The caption said it was music
from The Encounter at the Elbe, a post-war Soviet mov-
ie.

“Who wrote that music, Slava?”| asked.

“Shostakovich,” he answered without having to
think.

“Are you gonna help us move this thing or not?”
asked one of our wives; they were leaning against a
rock like a couple of Sisyphuses, looking daggers at
us.

“We're in the middle of solfeggio,” we declared
grandly.“We can't come all the way down there...”

Sasha Chaikovsky anxiously stuffed his bath house
apparel into his bag, not even waiting for the end of
the match between Israel and Russia. Our guys had
really blown it! Elena did everything imaginable to
make sure Slava's birthday party was a memorable
one for his friends. The bath house she'd rented out at
the Olgino Hotel had been converted into a first-class
banquet hall. A heap of red crabs was most promi-
nent among all the delicious dishes on the enormous
table set up in the dressing room. Ice-cold vodka was
eagerly awaiting warriors desperate for a reprieve
from their battle in the steam room. The world cham-
pionship qualifier set to come on later was our des-
sert.

“How could we screw that up so badly? | mean we
both figured out a long time ago that if we root for
Zenit and the national team at the same time they're
both doomed to lose,” | moaned, my steam-addled
head dropping onto the table.

“I thought we could break that shameful tradition,
Sasha. We really did try this time around, didn't we?”
Slava said.

He was right. Slava could overcome any obstacles
by making precise calculations and harnessing his
astonishing willpower and determination. That also
goes for his main job, promoting the Mariinsky The-
atre, putting in enormous effort to launch interna-
tional-scale cultural projects, restoring monuments
and preserving the memory of great people. He was
a man of great stature, capable of taking a bird’s eye
view of any given situation and finding solutions oth-
ers simply couldn't see...

Wandering through the exquisite rooms of the
Marble Palace and checking out your own exhibi-
tion without Slava is just plain strange. You feel like a

6bl1 UenoBEKOM 6OMNbLIOr0 MacwTaba, cnocobHbIM
BUAETb CUTYaLMIO C ONpefeNieHHON BbICOTbI, HaxoaA
pelleHns, HefoCTYMNHbIE MHOTUM...

CrpaHHoe feno — 6poanTb No CO6CTBEHHON Bbl-
CTaBKe B POCKOLUHbIX 3anax MpamopHoro asopua,
HO yXe 6e3 CnaBbl. Tbl UyBCTBYeLIb cebA CTOPOH-
HUM 3pUTENEM, C/TyYanHO 3abPOLLIEHHbIM B 3TO Me-
Tepbyprckoe Benvkonenve. B3rnag ckonb3ut no
oblwapnaHHbIM CBOAYATbIM MOTONIKAM, XPaHALMM
olyLeHMe JPEBHOCTH, LWefecT ABOPLOBbIX OAEXA,
3anax cropeBLlumx ceevell. To 11 OHW NOArOTOBMEHDI
K MOKpacKe, TO N1 CJyYaliHO, a, MOXeT OblTb, Hame-
PEHHO OCTaBJIeHbI, UTOObI CBOEN CIIOXKHON KOMopu-
CTUYECKOWN CTPYKTYPOW JOCTOMHO KOHKYpPUPOBaTb C
MMBOMKUCbIO, PACMONIOKEHHOMN HUXKE Ha CTEHaX.

Yacto nu mbl ornaabiBaemca Hazan? OObIYHO Mbl
CMOTPUM TONbKO Mepep CobOW, HO BCe e 3ame-
Yaem U TO, UTO MPOUCXOAUT BOKPYT, BeAb 3aTblfOK,
OKa3blBaeTCA, TOXKe BMAUT. YWM TakXKe Y4yacTBYHOT
B MpoLecce BOCNPUATAA MMPA, @ O TOM, YTO Mbl MO-
em UyBCTBOBaTb «BCeMr Gprbpamu oywin», a yxe n
He roBOpI0. 3TO BHYTPEHHEE 3peHUe, 1 OHO ABMAETCA
rMaBHbIM MHCTPYMEHTOM TBOPYECKOro 4YesioBeka, a
He TOMbKO Ifas3a Unm ywm, Kak gymatot mHorue. O6-
pa3bl, poXJaloLmecs B rofoBe, CTPEMATCA HAPYXKY U
NOXATCA Ha XOJICT, NpuUrnaLwas K guanory. BoictaBka —
3TO CBOEro pofa NomnbiTKa OrAHYTbCA Ha3ag, Norpy-
3UTbCA B Pa3MblLLIEHNA O CYyTV NPOUCXOJALLErO, 3TO
BO3MOXHOCTb CO CTOPOHbI YBUJETb Ce6s 1 «y3HaTb»
cebs UM 3aCOMHEBATbCSA, MOHATb, HACKONBbKO Tbl CO-
pa3MepeH C oKpyKatowmm Teba mupom. Mnowagka
Pycckoro mysesi 06a3bIBaeT K TaKOMY OCMbICIIEHMIO.
MeHs yacTo cnpalumBsaltoT, 3a4em A NuLy Takue 60sb-
Wme KapTuHbl? Buanmo, A paHblue NoAco3HaTesIbHO
ZLyMas Kak pa3 0 Takux BOT 3aJ1ax, U, KaK BbIACHUNOCb,
He 3ps.

Takoe owyueHne, yto Cnasa nget pAaaoMm, Bedb,
paccypaast Ipo cebs, A YacTo obpalyacb K HeMy C
Bonpocamu. Haw ananor npopomkaetca. l nogo3pe-
Balo, UTO Mbl O6LLANNCB 1 PaHblLe, KOrfa eLle He 6binn
3HaKOMbI. 3TO MPOUCXOAMIIO B TOM TOHKOM MUpE, rae
COCpefoTOUEHbl BCe YeNioBevecKre LIeHHOCTM, BeCb
MUP 3HaHWUI, BECb MUP OLLyLLeHWI. Tam, rae n3obpe-
TaeTcs A3bIK 4514 06ueHus ¢ cebe NogoOHbIMY, rae Tbl
3almieH ot rpyboro BMeLlaTeNbCcTBa CUJl, He Cro-
COOHbIX KMTb B 3TOM NPOCTPAHCTBE, rAe Tbl y3Haellb
niofient No TonbKo Tebe M3BECTHbIM NPU3HAKaMm, rae
Kak[blll HECET CBOIO YaCcTULly OTKPOBEHMSA, UTOObI OT-
ZaTb. Hy>KHO TONbKO NPUNOXUTb YCUITNE U HE IEHNTb-
CA 3a1aBaTb BOMPOCHI, 1 Tebe 06s13aTeNIbHO OTBETAT. ..
Wnn Cnaga, nnun KTo-HMbYyab APYroi — KTO 3HaeT.

stranger who's been tossed randomly into the splen-
dor of St. Petersburg. Your glance slides down shabby
arched ceilings capturing the ancient feel inside the
building, the rustling of courtiers’ garments, and the
smell of burnt-out candles. Either they're set to be re-
painted soon, or they've been kept this way—either
intentionally or inadvertently—so their intricate col-
or scheme can compete with the paintings hanging
on the walls below.

Do we often look back? Generally, we only look
forward, but we still notice what's going on around
us. After all, the backs of our heads can see things,
too. Our eyes enhance our perception of the world,
as does what we feel with every fiber of our being.
This is our internal vision, and it is the key instrument
any creative person can utilize—contrary to popular
belief, we don't just use our eyes and ears. Images
conceived in one’s mind seek some form of release
and then land on the canvas; that is how a dialogue
begins. An exhibition is something like an attempt
to look back, immerse yourself in thoughts about
the essence of your experience. It's an opportunity
to observe yourself at a distance, recognize or even
doubt yourself, and try to understand how you fit
into the world around you. The Russian Museum in
Petersburg is a special venue, one that requires you
to conduct that kind of thought experiment. I'm of-
ten asked why | do such large paintings. | guess I'm
subconsciously thinking about huge exhibition halls;
not in vain, as it turned out.

| sometimes get this feeling that Slava is walking
beside me, and I'll often address my questions to him
when I'm immersed in thought. Our dialogue contin-
ues. | suspect we conversed before we ever met, in a
cultured world where all human values are concen-
trated, a whole world of knowledge, a whole world of
sensations, where you invent your own language to
communicate with kindred spirits, and you are pro-
tected from the rude intrusions of forces incapable
of living in that space, where you recognize people
by signs known only to you, a place where everyone
carries a quantum of revelation that is theirs to share.
All you have to do is make the effort to ask questions,
and you will get the answers you need ... Either Slava
or somebody else—who knows—wiill provide them.
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Ioca Kosanéga-Konayposa

3aCNyXKeHHbIi XyLoXHUK PO

OHI/I BCerga noAsnAnmMcb BMmecte — JleHouka n Cna-
BOUYKa.

«CnaBa — JIeHVH ... My>k» (cnioraH, npuayMaHHbI
CnaBow U MHOFOKpPATHO 3aneyvyaT/ieHHbI B HALLWX pu-
CYHKax, no3gpaBneHusax nT. 4.). «Kpacasuua, 6ormHs!y
— pa3fgaBanoch C NOPOora, 1, He3aBUCUMO OT TOrO, KEM
Tbl CunTana ceba MUHYTY Ha3ag, MPOUCXOAUIIO YyLo
npeobpakeHUs: s 1 BNPAMb OLLyLlana cebsa 1 Kpaca-
BuLen, n 6ornHen. <Monopgas, a roBopuLLb YMHO» — 1
yernyxa, CKazaHHasa MHOW, obpeTana v CMbICI, U Ty-
6uHy. C HUM 6bINO YANBUTENIbHO NErko U MHTEPECHO
roBOPUTb Ha Jltobble TeMbl. Kak HacTOALLMIA MY3bIKaHT,
OH yMesl CyLaTh 1 CNIbIWaTh cobecejHUKa 1 cam 6bin
6NeCTALMM PAaCCKa3UYMKOM — YMHbBIM U UHTEPECHDIM.
OHwn Xunnu Ha cocepHen ynuue B Jlncbem Hocy, Tak
4YTO Mbl UMENN BO3MOXKHOCTb YaCTEHbKO 3arnAfabl-
BaTb APYr K Apyry. Kaxpabl pa3 Hawmn nocuaenku
npeBpawanncb B APKUN, HEOXKNAAHHbBIA MNPa3gHUK,
HEe3aBNCMMO OT TOrO, CKOMbKO YeNIOBEK CafMnoch 3a
cTton. CnaBa o4eHb No6U BKYCHO, a IMaBHOE, Kpacu-
BO MOeCTb, MO3TOMY BHUMaHWE YAENANOChb He TONbKO
cofepXaHuto, Ho U popme. JIEHOUYKUHbIMU CTapa-
HUAMKM cToNoBas 6Gblna NMOOGMMbIM MECTOM B IOME, a
ec/in No3BosAna Noroga, To BCe MUPLUECTBO Mepe-
HOCWJIOCb Ha ynuuy, Ha 60MbLIOW KPYbliA CTON MOfA
30HTOM. Ero BHMMaHuMA XxBaTano BCEM — HUKTO HUKOT-
[a He OblN NINWHUM UK 3abbITbiM, AN KaXKA0ro Ha-
XOAUANCb MMEHHO eMy MOCBALLEeHHble c/loBa. [o3xe,
Korga MHe nocyacTAnMBUAOCh NPUHUMATb yyacTue B
HeKoTOpbIX NpoeKTax Bayecnasa Jlynauésa, A B non-
HOI Mepe CMOrJla OLEHUTb N €ro opraHm3aTopcKkme
TaflaHTbl, U MacwTab ero NMYHocTU. MNpurnaweHne B
Bbiboprckuin 3amok Ha «lpurHueccy TypaHAoT» camo
no cebe He ObINO HeOXMAAHHBIM — CnaBa YacTo npu-
rnawan Hac Ha CNeKTakIu 1 KOHUepTbl B MapunHKy.
HeoXunpaHHbIM ObIIO Apyroe — OH MPefnoXuin Ham
nuncaTb KapTyHbI NPAMO TaMm, Ha mecTe. o cyTn - nu-
caTb My3bIKy, KOTOpas 6blla BOKPYr Hac, oTpaXanacb
OT APEeBHUX CTEeH, WypLlana B KPOHax AepeBbes, Me-
Tanacb NTMLAMWN B TeMHeloweM Hebe. OTo 6bINo He-
3abbiBaeMoe oulyLlieHrie abCcoNTHOIO MOrpyXeHns
B 3BYKW. «[1prHLUecca TypaHAOT» — oiHa U3 MOUX JyY-
Wwnx 1 Nobrmbix akBapenen. Mostomy, korga Bauec-
naB MiBaHOBMY Mpurnacun MeHA B KayecTBe XyLOX-
HMKa noexaTtb C My3blkaHTaM1 MapumnHcKoro Teatpa
Ha My3blKasbHbIl decTrBanb B CaBuTainone (8 GuH-
NAHAWI), A C PagoCcTblo cornacunacb. ponyckatb
uepes ceba My3blKy, y4aCTBOBATb B ee CO-TBOPEHUY,
npeBpaLlaTb GUHCKME CKasbl, COCHbI, 03€Pa, TYMaH B
3BYK 1 LIBET ObINIO A1 MEHA ApParoLUeHHbIM OMbITOM,
3a KOTopblll A 6eckoHeyHo 6narogapHa Cnase.

Lyusya Kovalyova-Kondurova

Member of the Russian Artists’ Union

hey—Elena and Slava—always showed up to-

gether.”Slava is E-Lenin’s husband.” Slava came up
with that slogan and it has become a fixture of our
drawings, birthday cards, and the like. “What a gor-
geous lady, you're a goddess.” His words about you
would carry from the doorway halfway across the
room, and no matter how you were feeling a minute
ago, you'd undergo a miraculous transformation. I'd
actually start feeling like a gorgeous lady and a god-
dess. “You're young but so sharp!” Then whatever
nonsense | was just spewing would take on profound
significance. It's fascinating and amazingly easy to
discuss all kinds of subjects with him. Like a true
musician, he really knew how to listen, and he was a
fantastically clever storyteller in his own right. They
lived down the street from us in Lisy Nos, so we would
often visit one another. Every get-together would
turn into a lively, unexpected celebration, regardless
of the number of people in attendance. Slava really
loved delicious food, but more importantly, he loved
dining in style; he paid close attention to form as well
as content.

The dining room was everyone's favorite part of
their house, thanks to Elena's painstaking efforts. If
the weather permitted, our feasts would move out-
doors, to a large round table under an umbrella. Sla-
va mingled with everyone—nobody felt forgotten
or out of place, and he would take the time to have
heart-felt conversations with each of us. Later on,
when | was fortunate enough to take part in a few
of Mr. Lupachev's projects, | saw his organizational
talent first-hand and began to appreciate his expan-
sive personality even more. Being invited to a perfor-
mance of Turandot at Vyborg Castle came as no real
surprise—Slava often invited us to performances and
concerts staged at the Mariinsky Theatre. His sug-
gestion that we work on our paintings right there in
the audience was surprising, though, to say the least.
Essentially, he was encouraging us to paint the mu-
sic that surrounded us—the music bouncing off the
ancient walls, rustling in the canopy of the nearby
trees, and whizzing by like birds in the twilight. There
was an unforgettable feeling of being completely
immersed in the sound enveloping us. My Turan-
dot, inspired by that evening’s show, is, in my opin-
ion, one of the best watercolor paintings I've ever
done, so when Mr. Lupachev invited me to join him
at a festival in Savitaipale, Finland, as the artist of the
Mariinsky Theatre troupe, | gladly accepted. Running
their music through myself was an act of co-creation;
turning the Finnish cliffs, pine trees, lakes, and mist

Ero BHMMaHMA 1 OpraHM3aTOPCKOro TanaHTa XBa-
TaJIo Ha BCE U HA BCEX, a 3TO OblSI0 COBCEM HEMPOCTO,
YyumnTbIBaA, CKOJIbKO Hapopa Hafo 6bino opraHmso-
BaTb, NPMBE3TN, OTBE3TU, Pa3MeCTUTb, HAKOPMUTb U
T.A. U T.N., N NPU 3TOM y4acTBOBaTb BO BCEX KOHLIEp-
Tax, MOTOMY YTO OH B nepByto ovepenb My3biKaHT, a
MOTOM Y€ agMUHUCTPaTop. Ha ogHOM M3 KOHUep-
TOB, NPOXOAMBLUEM B KUPXE, YKPALLEHHOWN BUTpPaXa-
MW B CTWNE apT-AEeKO, CO MHOW Clyunnca KoHdy3. 3By-
Yana npekpacHasa my3sbika — bax, MouapT, beTxoBeH.
ConHeYHbI CBET NPENOMAANCA B LBETHbIX CTEKNax
N npeBpallanca To B anbT, TO B BUOMIOHYENb, TO BO
¢dnenty. 1 co cBOEl aKBapenbilo MPUMOCTUIACL B
YroJike 1 nbiTanacb TpaHchopMrpoBaTb 3BYK B LIBET,
dopmy, 06pas... A My3blKasbHble TEMbl CMEHANV APYT
APYra, N B KAKOW-TO MOMEHT A MOHANA, YTO NULLY y>Ke
He baxa, a [y6angynuny, LLIHMTKe, PackaToBa — 1 Bce
3TO B paMKax ogHon komno3uumn. Ho Hago ckasatb,
YTO BECb KOHLIEPT Oblil TaK XOPOLIO CKOMMOHOBaH,
TeMbl Tak 3aKOHOMEPHO MepeTeKany ogHa B APYryto,
JOMONHANW APYr APYra, YTO CIOXKMBLUAACA B pe3y/b-
TaTe [BYX4YacoBOW paboTbl akBapesb nosyunnacb
BMOJTHE FTAPMOHMNYHOM, XOTA Y HECKOJIbKO CTPaHHOM.

Insa Cnasbl My3blKa Obina ero »msHbto, ero ¢op-
MOW CyLeCTBOBaHUA, 1 OH BOBJIEKasn B 3TOT MUP Hac,
cBouX Opysen. Bce camoe uHTEpecHoe, yTo Npouc-
xoguno B MapumnHckom TeaTpe, — onepbl, 6aneTbl,
KOHLepTbl CTanu ANA MeHA 1 MOero my»a AnekcaH-
Apa KoHaypoBa TeMon AndA KapTyH 1 akBapenen. Tak
poaunnocb 6onbluoe NonoTHO «KOHUEPT ANnA OKOH»,
«BceHowHaa PaxmaHnHoBa» A. KoHaypoBa, «KoHuepT
ONA HOUU N BUOJTOHYENWN», HAaMMCAaHHbIA MHOIA.

OpHaxpgbl CnaBa caenan MHe LapcKmii NogapokK Ha
JeHb poXKaeHusa — cemb noceweHnn MapumHku. OH
Hen3MeHHO BCTpeYas Hac B Gpoiie — BeNIMYECTBEHHDIN,
CTPOIWIA, B 9IEFAHTHOM KOCTIOME M MAaTOYKOM B Kap-
MaHe nuaxaka, u yxe He Cnasa, a Bauecnas MBaHo-
BMY NMPOBOaJ Hac B CBON KabVHET 1nn B AUpPEKTOp-
CKYI0 JTOXKY, WX B 3aJ1, CMOTPA MO 06CTOATENbCTBaM, a
B aHTpaKTe C yBieUeHneM NnokasblBan «M3HaHKYy» HO-
BOrO KOHLEPTHOrO 3asna, 3HaKOMW/ C UCMONHUTeNsA-
MW, pacCKa3sblBaJl, Kak CO34aBancA OpraH, Kak npoek-
TUPOBANIOCh U CTPOUSIOCH HOBOE 3faHne MapUnHKN.

Ham oueHb HpaBmnock npresxaTb kK Cnaee unJleHe
B X HebOMbLUY0 KBAPTUPKY MPAMO HanpoTuUB Tea-
Tpa, NoH6OBHO 0OCTaBNEHHYIO CTapUHHON Mebenblo,
doTorpadusaMn 1 BCAYECKUMU MeNoYamin, KoTopble
LEenatoT VHTEPbepP OGXUTbIM 1 YIOTHbIM. ITO, KOHEeY-
HO, LIENIMKOM 1 NMOSIHOCTbIO ObIN0 JIeHOUKNHOM 3acny-
ro. OHa gonro v TwaTenbHO noabupana Bewu, co-
3BYYHble ApYr APYrY, CO34aBasA YANBUTENIbHO TeNIyto

into sound and color was an incredibly valuable ex-
perience for me. I'm boundlessly grateful to Slava for
affording me that opportunity.

His attention and managerial talent encompassed
everything and everyone, which wasn't easy, con-
sidering how many people needed to be organized,
transported, housed, fed, etc., etc. Moreover, Slava
would take part in all the concerts, because he was
a musician first and an administrator second. | recall
a terribly awkward moment at one of the concerts,
held at an Art Deco church. The musicians were play-
ing sublime music—Bach, Mozart, and Beethoven.
The sunlight bouncing off the church’s stained glass
windows turned into violas, then cellos, then flutes. |
parked myself in the corner with my canvas and tried
to transform sound into colors, shapes, and imag-
es...Then the musical pieces kept switching, and at
one point | realized that | was painting Gubaidulina,
Schnittke, or Raskatov, instead of Bach—all of these
musicians had worked themselves into one compo-
sition. | have to say that the concert pieces were ar-
ranged very well, though; the varying musical themes
flowed into one another so naturally and comple-
mented one another so well that after two hours of
work the resulting watercolor painting turned out to
be quite harmonious, though rather odd.

Music was Slava's world, his life, his form of exis-
tence, and he integrated us, his friends, into that
world. All of the most interesting events that trans-
pired at the Mariinsky Theatre—operas, ballets, con-
certs—served as central themes for my paintings,
and those of my husband. His Concert for Windows
and Rachmaninoff's All-Night Vigil, as well as my Con-
cert for Night and Cello found their expression during
these performances.

One time, Slava gave me a birthday present fit
for a king—seven visits to the Mariinsky Theatre.
Majestic and austere, decked out in his elegant suit
with a handkerchief poking out of his jacket pocket,
he'd meet us in the lobby without fail, and then Mr.
Lupachey, no longer just Slava from Lisy Nos, would
take us back to his office, the director's box, or the
main hall, depending on the night. During the inter-
mission, all excited, he'd show us the ins and outs of
the new concert hall, introduce us to the performers,
tell us how the organ was made, and how the new
Mariinsky Theatre building was designed and built.

We really enjoyed going to Slava and Elena's cozy
apartment across from the theatre. Elena can take all
the credit for decorating it, with old furniture, photo-
graphs, and all sorts of little knickknacks that made it
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aTMocdepy. KoHeuHo e, rMaBHOI B 3TOM JOME TOXe
6bl1a My3blka, 1 Te Beuepa, KoTopble HaM JOBENOCb
NpoBeCcTM BMeCTe, MPOXOAMAN MPU TUXOM «MY3bl-
KanbHOM COMpPOBOXAeHUW». lNocnegHee BpemMA Mbl
BCTpeYanucb He Tak 4acTo, NOockonbKy Cnasa 6bin
MJIOTHO 3aHAT B TeaTpe U XUJN OHWU, B OCHOBHOM, B FO-
poge. N3penka emy yaaBanocb BbipBaTbcA B CecTpo-
peLK — Harpagow Anst Hac OblIv JONre NPOrynKky B
cTapom napke. [locnegHee BpeMsa OH 4aCTo NOBTOPAN
dpasy: «Cyactnmsble Bbl, pebATa, Bbl CBOMMU KapTu-
HaMW y>ke cienasnu Wwar B BEYHOCTb, @ YTO Nocsie MeHA
ocTtaHeTcA?». OCTanocb 0YeHb MHOTOE. ..

A B HalMX KapTMHax »uBeT nopapeHHasa CrnaBomn
My3blKa.

J1. Kosanesa-KoHoyposa «TypaHoom»
L. Kovaleva-Kondurova «Turandot»

her own. She meticuously selected things that com-
plemented one another, creating an amazingly warm
atmosphere. Music was the most important thing
in their home, naturally, and it was always a soft ac-
companiment to the evenings we were able to spend
with one another. Unfortunately, there weren’t many
of them lately; Slava was all wrapped up in his work at
the theatre, so they mostly stayed in Petersburg. Oc-
cassionally, he managed to get away for a few days,
making the trip to Sestroretsk. Long walks in the old
park were a real treat for us. He had taken to repeat-
ing the same phrase to my husband and me, “you two
are lucky. Your paintings will leave a mark in eternity,
but what will | leave behind?”Slava left a great deal...
and the music he gave us lives on in our paintings.

Kosanesa-KoHdyposa «KoHuepm 0719 HO4U U 8UO/IOHYe U

L. Kovaleva-Kondurova «Concerto for night and Cello»

A. KoHdypos «[Topmpem Opyza» (B. Jlynayes)
A. Kondurov «Portrait of the friend» (V. Lupachev)
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