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baaroaapHOCTB

Crracu60o moe 6adyrke Anae T., HAXOAUBIIIEH BO3MOKHOCTH

B HCHpOCTI)IC 90-e ITIOKYIIaTh MHE BCCBO3MOKHDBIC DHIITMKAOIICAN.

Let’s play a game...

What would you take to a deserted island?

Take a few minutes to pause and visualize your luggage.

Each of us has special objects we keep — or that keep us, along with our memories. The
performative power of mnemonic objects is so strong that it transforms the space and time inhabited by
their owner. In forced migration, the objects that connect people to home — or help shape the feeling
of home — become especially important. When entering a new country, people bring only the bare
essentials. Yet even in a carry-on or day-backpack, there’s always space for that one “irrational” item that

preserves a connection to a past life — that becomes their invisible luggage.

Invisible Luggage is research adedicated to the stories of people facing the difficult choice of migration,
reclaiming identity, and searching for home and a sense of belonging — told through objects of

mnemonic memory.

My name is Julie Kaliuga, and I am a cross-disciplinary artist-researcher who create and run this project
from independent community collaboration to honored scholar project at UC Berkeley. You are
holding a photo book of Invisible Luggage Installation. It is both a small milestone and a manifesto

for the future — the result of a great deal of work and yet just another step on a long journey.

Crracu60o moeit Mame, koTopas BCeraa
BEpUAA B MEHA U AaBaAa CBOOOAY BHIOOpA.

Crracu6o moemy aeayike I'puropuro K., 3acoser aeaats
TOABKO TO, 9TO ACHCTBUTEABHO BOAHYET, U 34 I'€H YIIPAMCTBA.

Cracu6o [Tare, 32 xapakTep U aBAHTIOPU3M.

Crracu6o moemy myxy Pobepry O. 32 TO, 9TO ITOAAEP/KUBACT
MO MACH U BEPHUT B MCHS AQKE B CAOIKHBIC MOMCHTHI.

Cracu60 moemy 6paty Baaay K. 3a ero 6eckonedunyro

HOAACP}KKy 1 BHUMAaHHEC K MOUM HpOCKTaM.
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I was using qualitative ethnographic methology with arts-based methods
to explore how Mnemonic, non-utilitarian objects carried by Russian anti-
war immigrants forced to flee to the United States function as material sites
of memory that embody inner protest, cultural displacement, and nostalgia
while also serving as acts of reclaiming identity and belonging in exile.

Through object-elicitation semi-structures interviews and thematic
analysis, I explore how objects are activated by narrative and ritual use,
translating private dissent into durable claims to identity and belonging.
Deep conversations reveal how crucial language, hobby, and horizontal
connections and friendship are for people, displaced by oppression, to
reclaim their identities. The findings specify how material memory works
under conditions of forced migration and why seemingly minor things

carry disproportionate power in constructing home and belonging in exile.

B stom mccaeaoBaHMT 1 HICIIOAB30BAAQ KAYECTBEHHYFO
3THOTPAPHIECKYIO METOAOAOTHIO B COYETAHNN C APT-METOAAMH, YTOOEI
ITOHATD, KAK MHEMOHHIYECKIE, HEYTHAHTAPHBIE OOBEKTHI, KOTOPHIE
POCCHIICKIE aHTHBOEHHBIC MUTPAHTHI BEIHYKACHBI OBIAI YBE3TH C COOOH
B Coeannénnere [1ITaTpl, CTAHOBATCA MATEPHAABHBIMH «MECTAMH IIAMATID).
DT OOBEKTHI BOIIAOIIAFOT BHYTPEHHHI IIPOTECT, OTPAKAIOT KYABTYPHOE
OTYYKACHUE U HOCTAABI'MIO, OAHOBPEMEHHO ITIOMOIaA CBOUM BAAAEABIIAM
BHOBb OOPECTH MACHTUYHOCTD U IyBCTBO IIPUHAAACKHOCTH B H3IHAHUI.
UYepes 00BEKTHO-UHUIINIPOBAHHEBIE ITOAY-CTPYKTYPHUPOBAHHbBIE HHTEPBBIO
U TEMATHYECKIH aHAAU3  HCCAEAOBAAA, KAK OOBEKTEI OKUBAIOT B IIPOIIECCE
HAPPATUBHOIO U PUTYAABHOTO MCIIOAB30OBAHUA, IIPEBPAIAd AMYHDII
IIPOTECT B YCTOHYMBEIE YTBEPKACHHIA COOCTBEHHON HACHTHYIHOCTH U

HpI/IHaAAC)KHOCTI/I. FAY6OKI/IC 6CCCAI>I ITIOKAa32aAM, HACKOABKO BaKHBI A3bIK,



I conducted 22 semi-structured interviews with immigrants from Russia who arrived in the US
following the full-scale Russian-Ukrainian war (2/24/2022), driven by political pressutre and persecution.
Being myself a part of the Russian anti-war movement, I focused on communities in the Bay Area and
Los Angeles. During conversation my interlocutors shared with me how and why they made a decision
to leave Russia and what they brought with them as special mnemonic objects. As part of collective
art practice they shared with me photographs of these objects as they saw them and as they wished to

picture them. My part was to assemble narratives and visuals into a research-based art installation.

YBAECUECHHS, TOPU3OHTAABHEIC CBSA3H U Apy>f<6a AASl AFOAEH, BBITECHEHHBIX PEIIPECCUBHON CHCTEMOM, KOTAQ
OHH BOCCTAHABAMBAIOT CBOE YyBCTBO «i». FlccaeaoBaHme TakiKe BBIABHAO, KAK ACHCTBYET MaTepHAAbHASL
ITAMATH B YCAOBHAX BBIHYKACHHOM MHUIPAIIUN U IIOYEMY, Ka32A0Ch ObI, HE3HAYNTEABHBIE BEIIT OOAAAAFOT

HCHPOHOPL{I/IOHQ.AI)HOI‘/‘I CHAOU B KOHCprI/IpOBaHI/H/I AOMa 1 OINYIICHMS HpI/IHaAACH{HOCTI/I B M3IrHAHHM.

S mpoBeaa 22 OAY-CTPYKTYPUPOBAHHBEIX HHTEPBBIO C IMMUTpaHTaMu u3 Poccru, mpuOBIBIIIIMU B
Coeannénnere [1ITaTel HOCAE ITOAHOMACIIITAOHOM POCCHICKO-YKPaUHCKOM BOMHEI (24 deBpans 2022 roaa),
BBIHYKACHHBIMU TIOKIHYTH CTPAHY ITOA AABACHHEM ITOAHUTHYIECKUX PEIIPECCHI U ITPECACAOBAHMH. byayan cama
YaCTHIO POCCHIICKOTO aHTUBOCHHOIO ABIKEHUA, I COCPEAOTOUNAA BHUMAHUE HA COOOIIECTBAX B PAHOHE 3aANBA
Can-®pannucko n Aoc-AuAkereca. B xoae OeceA MOM COOECEAHHKH PACCKA3BIBAAM, KAK I IIOYEMY OHH IIPUHAAN
perrenne IMOKUHYTh Poccuro, a TakiKe 9TO OHH IIPUBE3AM C COOOH B KAYECTBE OCOOBIX MHEMOHHYECKIX OOBEKTOB.
B pamrax KOAAEKTHBHOM XyAO/KECTBEHHOM IIPAKTHKA OHH ACAHAHCH CO MHOI poTOrpadusMu 3TUX OOBEKTOB —
KaK OHH BEITAIAGAU Ha CAMOM AEAE M KaK OHU XOTEAU UX IIPEACTaBUTH. Mos 3aAa9a 3aKAFOYAAACh B TOM, YTOOBI

O6’b€AI/IHI/ITB HX paCCKa3bl 1 BU3YAABHBIC MATCPHUAABI B MICCACAOBATCABCKYIO XYAOKCCTBCHHYIO MHCTAAAAITUIO.




Context

st-Soviet Russian
society is shaped by a
complex relationship

with memory, often marked
by repression and ambiguity.
In the work “I Never Talk”,
Geith writes that “in the
absence of a narrative option,
Gulag survivors developed
creative, non-narrative ways to
deal with their memories and
experience.” This underscores
the importance of collecting
oral histories from today’s anti-
war immigrants, particularly
those forced into exile. Objects
brought during migration carry
performative powet, activating
cultural memory, connections
to home, or the reconstruction
of home in a new space.

Providing a deep and well-
developed context for this work
will not be easy, since describing
the situation and its dynamics
in Russia as of February 24,
2022 requires a separate study.

I will focus only on the facts
and data necessary for a better
understanding of the context
in which my respondents lived,
worked, and planned their

futures at the beginning of 2022.

There are no precise
figures regarding Russians’
attitudes toward the full-scale
attack of Russian troops
on Ukraine; Scholars across
different disciplines agree that
direct surveys on complex and
sensitive topics in countries
with low levels of civic agency

and a strong controlling role of
the state — such as Russia or
China — are not effective. The
numbers that quickly circulate
through global media generate
heated discussion, yet they have
little to do with the reality in
which people actually form and
express their positions. A similar
approach is necessary when
examining attitudes toward the
war in Ukraine. Researchers from

PSLLAB, who have been publishing

analyses of Russian public
sentiment since 2022, propose
describing attitudes toward the
war as a “continuum.” As the
conflict continues and political
and economic circumstances
shift, an individual’s position may
change or remain in a state of
balance between different views.

Moreover, a single direct
question rarely allows researchers
to understand motivations,
complex causal relationships,
and the personal contexts that
shape responses. For this reason,
in-depth interviews are necessary,
as they reveal the nuances and
contradictions that lie behind
simple answers such as “yes,”
“no,” or “I don’t know.” If we
compare, for example, numbers
with people’s argumentations
one could find controversy or
hesitations even in seemingly firm
anti-war positions. For example,
various surveys conducted
shortly before or immediately
after the invasion in 2022
indicated that more than half of
Russia’s population supported

the invasion. According to
surveys by different agencies,
the percentage varies between 50
and 68. Those numbers surprised
me but were perceived normally
among my American friends and
colleagues. It happened because
predominantly the agenda was
focused on what was happening
on the Russian-Ukraine border
rather than inside Russia.

On the day of the invasion
of Ukraine, antiwar rallies began
to take place across the country,
in some places gathering large
numbers of participants, and in
others not so many. This fact
depended on how close the
actions were to Moscow and
Saint Petersburg, Literally, the
farther from big cities, the less
protest potential was manifested.
Russians made an attempt to
express their disagreement with
the fact that in their name a
“fratricidal war” (Ania, 47 y.o.,
Saratov) had begun, that it was
started by a “president whom they
did not elect” (Igor, 30 y.o., Ufa),
that “war, in such a literal sense
of physical destruction, is simply
unthinkable in the 21st century”
(Alla, 30 y.o., closed military town
in Siberia). Unlike many years
before this, from the beginning
of the full-scale invasion of
Ukraine, the authorities in Russia
acted with lightning speed in
adopting repressive laws and
enforcing them. One week
after the announcement of the
“special military operation”
(newspeak used by Putin’s

government to avoid the word
“war”), already on March 4 a law
on amendments to the Criminal
Code of the Russian Federation
was adopted, where articles on
the “discrediting of the Russian
army” and the “dissemination

of false information” appeared
(popularly called the “fake news
article”). Open expression of
antiwar views became punishable
under criminal law, protesters
could receive up to 15 years in
prison. Calling the actions of
Russian troops in Ukraine a war
becomes a crime. Using the new
law on the dissemination of

false information, broadcasting
of foreign and independent
from the Russian state media

is blocked on the territory of

the Russian Federation, such as
BBC, Deutsche Welle, Meduza
(the Russian-language media was
officially registered in Latvia), the
largest TV channel Dozhd and
the radio station Echo of Moscow
also ceased their broadcasting
for the safety of employees. By
March 21, 2022, by decision of

a Moscow court, the company
Meta (Facebook & Instagram)
were recognized as “extremist” for
temporarily allowing hate speech
toward the Russian military in
Ukraine and were finally blocked.
More than 150 journalists had to
flee Russia. Military censorship
and practically an informational
blockade by the state began in
the country. Nevertheless, in the
first days of the war Russians
went out to antiwar protests.

According to OVD-Info
“during 17 days of antiwar
protests more than 14 thousand
people were detained, including
minors, lawyers, journalists.”
Law enforcement officers,
or as they were nicknamed
“cosmonauts,” brutally dispersed
protesters and applied harsh
measures during detention.

The organization Amnesty
International shared a record

of one of those detained on
March 6 at protests in Moscow
with a policeman, he said “It’s
over. Putin is on our side. You
are the enemies of Russia. You
are the enemies of the people.”
He then said “we’re gonna kill
you all here and that’s it. We’ll
get another reward for it” as
they dragged her by her hair and
smashed her in the face with a
plastic water bottle.” The scale
of protests directly correlates
with geography: in large cities
protests were spontaneous and
more massive (Saint Petersburg,
Moscow, Yekaterinburg), in
small cities, as well as in the
capitals of Republics, the protest
movement did not take place.
This is confirmed by the stories
of interviewees, where a clear
division between Moscow

and the Regions is visible. For
example, two interviewees who
lived in Moscow at the time of
February 2022 said the following

Katya, 40 y.o., Moscow ‘T
left the children at home and went
to Pushkinskaya Square, there
was supposed to be a rally there”.



Sergei, 35 y.o0., Moscow ‘T
knew that a rally was taking place,
but mry danghter had just been born.
After conversations with my wife,
we made the decision that we cannot
take such a risk, if 1 am detained,
there will be no one to help her”.

Lyuda, 33 y.o. Moscow
“My husband and I decided to go
to one of the rallies, we prepared,
deleted everything from our phones
and went. We decided not fo agitate
any of our friends, at that moment
it was already dangerons and we
decided that everyone makes the
decision for themselves, weighing all
the risks. And this is normal. We
were going and we were afraid”.

A diametrically opposite
situation occurred with
my interviewees from
Ufa, Ulan-Ude and a small
closed Siberian town

Igor, 29 v.o., Ufa: ‘T printed
an antiwar poster at work. 1 hid
it under my jacket and went. 1
knew that you cannot drive by car
directly to the center, where the rally
75, 50 1 left the car and went on
foot. But when I came to the place
where the rally was supposed to be,
there were only “cosmonants” and
an empty, just empty square. 1 felt
terribly depressed at that moment,
but 1 was not ready to take out
the poster and hold a single-person
picket. I walked aronnd and left”.

Dara, 30 y.o., Ulan-Ude:
“My husband wanted to go to
a rally, but no one held them
bere. Everything was quiet”.

At the same time
“indirect” protests begin
to take place, the activities
of Vesna become widely
spread, individual creative
performances and
metaphorical, as I called it,
protest. For example, Sasha
Skochilenko, an artist and
activist, was arrested in 2022
for changing the price tags in
a supermarket to “price tags”
with information of actions
of the Russian military in
Mariupol. Or, for example,
single-person pickets with A4
format printouts with stars
instead of the phrase “NO
WAR?”. Another creative
approach to protests was
wearing in public places a
volume of L.A. Tolstoy “War
and Peace”. But these actions
were also considered dangerous
by the government, one of
such picketers was detained.
The repressive machine was
gaining momentum and could
no longer stop, penetrating
deeper and deeper into the
social fabric of Russian society.

School became one of
the most effective institutions
of manipulation and pressure
on Russians. Interviewees
who had children all noted
strong pressure from the
administration of educational
institutions. For some this
became the last straw in
the decision to leave the
country. In this context it is
impossible not to mention
the demonstrative and widely

publicized case of Alexei
Moskalev, a single father who
was sentenced to a real two-
year term in a penal colony
for an antiwar drawing by his
thirteen-year-old daughter

in a school lesson. The girl
was reported by a teacher,

and the higher administration
gave full course to the
investigation under the article
“on discrediting the army.”
Interestingly, a similar situation
happened in the family of one
of my respondents, which will
be discussed later in the work.
The tightening of control over
freedom of speech and mass
communication, repressive
laws directed against those
who disagree with Putin’s
policies, the merging of the
concepts of “state/powet”
and Motherland, and the
distorted understanding of
patriotism on this basis, make
open anti-system protest in
Russia dangerous both for

its initiator and participants,
and for members of their
families (for example, the
orphanage where Masha
Moskaleva ended up until the
moment her mother took her
for temporary residence).

The tightening of the
regime in relation to dissenting
citizens or any other non-
systemic groups only confirms
the authorities” awareness of
their unlawful actions. At the
same time, it would also be
incorrect to assert that the
absence of mass protests

directly correlates with mass
support for Putin’s actions

in Ukraine (and not only).

As mentioned above, an
authoritarian, or structurally
close to it, state, it is not
possible to objectively assess
social moods in society and
its attitude toward certain
events because of fear of
being punished for a different
opinion. This context is
important for the further
content of the research, as

it is directly connected with
the respondents’ decision to
leave Russia. In conditions of
the impossibility of openly
speaking out against the

wat, respondents, who only
yesterday had not planned to
leave, were forced to migrate
because of fear for their family
and for themselves personally
due to their open anti-war
position, because of fear of
being mobilized and forced
to kill in the war, because

of persecution on religious
grounds and unwillingness to
inform on members of their
community. At the same time,
many noted that the decision
to immigrate was “the one
and only correct” decision in
the existing realities. Just like
the fear of self-preservation,
physical, also the fear of
losing oneself in the moral-
ethical sense. As Sergei, 30 y.0,
Moscow, described it, ‘G was an
internal unwillingness to negotiate
with myself and remain silent”.

P i



Army

y interlocutors

left Russia

not by choice
in pursuit of improved
economic opportunities, but
because of direct political
petsecution and pressure, ot
the potential threat of it. At
present, all participants in
the project are in the United
States cither as refugees or as
asylum seekers. Some passed
through immigration detention,
while others did not, and
only one of the respondents
was able to enter the United
States on a tourist visa.

Forced migration differs
from, for example, labor
migration or family-based
immigration and reunification
in that people leave without
knowing where they will
ultimately settle or how soon
they will arrive at their final
destination. Decisions are made
under conditions of significant
personal risk, instability, and
uncertainty. In most cases,
people are unprepared for
relocation organizationally,
economically, and emotionally.
Refugees often have to
urgently give away or sell their
possessions, leave property
under the care of relatives or
friends, close their businesses,
or appoint someone to manage
them for an indefinite period
of time. All respondents used
the phrase “the planning
horizon has narrowed” to two
weeks or even a couple of
days describing their life pace.

People did not understand
how to make plans in this new
reality, whether it was even
possible to do so, and, most
importantly, whether it made
sense to plan at all. Despite
this, life did not stop. Instead,
it became more spontaneous,
more rhythmic, and therefore
more anxious. Respondents
recall being constantly
immersed in the news flow
about the progress of the war,
searching for information
about potential destinations
for relocation, and preparing
the necessary documents.
Vadim, 30 y.o., Moscow:
“We bought random tickets [to
Cyprusso. .. which we later had
1o cancel. ... Anyway, it was a
complete mess, to put it briefly.
And, naturally, 1 didn’t speak to
anyomne — not my n0m1, not 1y
sisters, nor any other relatives. 1
simply sent a message saying 1d left
while I was already on my way to
the airport. All in all, the feelings
1 had were absolutely wretched”.

Some of the intetlocutors
had never previously held
international passports. This
corresponds with information
from open sources citing the
Ministry of Internal Affairs:
in 2022, Russian citizens
obtained more than 5.4 million
international passports, which
was 40% more than in the
previous year. Migration
from Russia in 2022 exceeded
1.5 million people, with two
major peaks — immediately
after the beginning of the war

(February — March) and after
the announcement of general
mobilization in September.
Such public behavior indicates
low support for the war among
the population, as well as an
unwillingness both to kill and
to be killed in a foreign war.

At the time of writing
this work (March 2026), the
war has been ongoing for
more than four years, and the
landscape of migration and the
motivations behind migration
continue to change under the
influence of economic and
political factors, both external
and internal. It should be
openly acknowledged that the
attitude of host states toward
Russian refugees differs from
their attitude toward refugees
from other countries. This is
primarily expressed through
the imposition of economic
sanctions on Russian citizens
in general, restrictions in
banking services for residents
of the Russian Federation,
and the unpopularity of
launching special migration
programs to grant asylum to
anti-war Russians. [ consider
these to be external factors.

Internal factors, in turn,
relate to the situation within
Russia, which has increasingly
begun to affect citizens’
ability to move freely beyond
the country’s borders. As
mentioned eatlier, Russians are
subjected to growing pressure
for any form of protest, even

the most minor (an assessment
made from the perspective

of 20206). Mobility has been
significantly restricted by
amendments adopted in April
2023 to Federal L.aw No. 53
“On Military Duty and Military
Service” and related legislative
acts. These changes were
aimed at the digitalization of
draft notices: a summons is
now considered delivered at
the moment it is published in
a special electronic registry,
and monitoring this registry

is the responsibility of the
individual. Failure to appear at
a military commissariat within
twenty days may result in a ban
on driving vehicles, obtaining
loans, and conducting
transactions involving real
estate or vehicles. In addition,
from the moment a summons
is issued, a ban on leaving the
Russian Federation comes into
effect, and the individual’s
international passport must

be surrendered within five
working days. It should also be
noted that since the beginning
of 2024, the conscription

age in Russia has been raised
to 30 years (previously 27
years). By 2026, conscription
became year-round, compared
to the previous system of

two periods: the spring draft
(April 1 to July 15) and the
autumn draft (October 1 to
December 31). As a result,
young men of conscription
age often find themselves in

a legal trap: once a summons
is issued, their ability to travel

abroad and avoid conscription
is effectively blocked.

Military service in Russia
is mandatory and is stated
as a constitutional duty of
citizens (Article 59 of the
Constitution of the Russian
Federation). In conversations
with informants, the topic of
the army and attitudes toward
it frequently emerged. For
example, Larisa (42, Moscow)
supported compulsory military
service before the outbreak
of open military hostilities.

“Compulsory service in
peacetime is not an issue — let
one go, let one serve in the army;
I believe all boys should serve.
But not to kill, and... NO.”

Informants who served in
the Russian army, in contrast,
expressed negative opinions
about war in general and
about army in particular.

Vadim, 30 y.o., Moscow:
“T served in the army, whereas my
colleagues did not. And people who
haven’t served tend to hold idealized
notions about military life, honestl.
They harbor all sorts of patriotic,
propaganda-fueled ideas: that “our”
army is a valiant force, while the
“enemy’s” army is inberently bad.
Or that war itself is... well, just like
it is in the movies — with all of us
charging forward, shouting “Hurrah!”
and so on. And, by and large, 1
gather that these people held similar
notions regarding conflicts as well”.

General mobilization started
in September 2022 served as a



second impetus for another
wave of forced migration
among, predominantly,
male population.

Fiodor (37 y.o., Moscow):

“The announcement of this
mobilization, if I'm not mistaken,
was on September 21st. By the
23rd, I already had a ticket, becanse
I was afraid the border would close.
And fundamentally, the very idea
that I would have to run away from
someone — that, theoretically, I
would have to join the ranks of this
“valiant” army — was probably
the final straw for me. And deep
down, 1 suppose, had it not been
Jfor that, I wonldn’t have left at all.
But that really was the last straw”.

Respondents categorically
rejected the possibility of
participating in military
actions. These two excerpts are
particularly interesting because,
in both cases, the men use the
adjective valiant (doblestnyi)
in two opposing connotations.
In the first case, it reflects the
romanticization of war, the
army, and the image of the
soldier; in the second, it implies
a meaning entirely contrary
to the word’s conventional
sense. For the purposes of
this study, this is an important
linguistic detail that reveals
differing perceptions of
the army and, by extension,
of the war among various
segments of the population.

The word itself can
typically be applied only to

an individual possessing a
specific set of qualities, such as
courage, bravery, selflessness,
and nobility. By employing
such a powerful word,
respondents are not describing
their attitude toward the army
as an institution but rather
toward a particular community
of people. Vadim explains
what he sees as the mistaken
belief among supporters of
the war: that the Russian army
is valiant—that it courageously
fights the enemy for a just
cause and therefore cannot

be in the wrong; in this view,
all of its soldiers are heroes.
This forms part of a broader
propaganda narrative in which
any participant in the war is
automatically considered a
hero. Within this framework,
one senses a certain dilution of
meaning and a “conveyor-belt
effect,” since neither the goals
of the war nor its causes or
enemies are clearly defined. In
such circumstances, it becomes
difficult to demonstrate
genuine heroism, bravery, or
self-sacrifice, and thus mere
participation in the war is
framed as an act of heroism.

For Fiodor, the phrase
“valiant army” carries a
negative connotation. It
functions as sarcasm directed
at the pro-war position
described above — an
expression of criticism and
rejection. Opposing the ideals
of “courage and honot” are
cowardice and moral weakness.

In this instance as well, we
observe a description of a
community of people — of
the army as a social group —
rather than of an institution.
The respondent cannot
imagine becoming part of an
organization that contradicts
his internal moral principles,
which ultimately leads to the
decision to emigrate. What we
see here is a de-romanticization
of war, expressed through

the perception of the army’s
actions as immoral, inhumane,
and dishonorable. At first
glance, this example might
appear to illustrate a clear and
easily understandable division
between “good” and “bad”
“Russians.” Nevertheless,

the situation is not as
polarized as it may seem.

I intentionally place the
word “Russian” in quotation
marks because in English there
is one word for Russian citizens
and Russian as an ethnicity
group while Russian citizens
contain a wide range of
nationalities and ethnicities. It
is vital as the ethnic imbalance
within the active Russian
army is enormous, including
among irrecoverable losses.
According to data published
by Mediazona, among those
killed in the first months of the
war, representatives of national
republics — particularly
Buryatia and Dagestan — were
disproportionately represented.
One of the reasons for
this lies in the economic

conditions in these regions,
where the army has long
functioned — and continues
to function — as an important
socio-economic mobility
channel for young men. Prior
to the full-scale invasion of
Ukraine, contract service in
the military in these regions
was often regarded as a viable
alternative to employment
involving unskilled labor.
Dara,30 y.o., interlocutor
from Buryatia, Ulan-Ude,
described the situation in the
republic in the following way:
“There are many units
stationed there, and here in
Buryatia, one in every five people —
well, one in every five men — has
served in the army under contract.
I have so many acquaintances
and former classmates who are
currently serving under contract.
But right now, 1 don’t know if
they are alive or not. I also have
a great many acquaintances from
college, too. In fact, it feels as though
our entire region of Buryatia is
practically a military town...”

According to her account,
a young man in Ulan-Ude —
the largest city in Buryatia
and its capital — has only
a few possible paths after
finishing college: working
as a security guard, a taxi
driver, taking rotational work
in other regions (“Yakutsk,
Vladivostok, Neryungti”), or
signing a military contract.
The army was not perceived as
something specifically military
but rather as an ordinary job

with an undefined, sometimes
nonsensical, set of tasks: ...
they made identical snow piles,
scooped water out of puddles
with shovels, painted bricks,
stood in formation, that’s
all.” The salary before 2022
ranged from 50,000 to 60,000
rubles ($675-810 monthly).
For comparison, the median
salary in Buryatia in 2021 was
just over 21,000 rubles per
month ($283.7 monthly). At
the same time, the region was
experiencing one of the highest
levels of unemployment
in Russia and a significant
outflow of population
(and, as a consequence, low
birth rates). Dara shared a
memorable story from her life:
“I remember this situation. 1
ran into him [ a classmate], and 1
asked hin what he was doing. He
replied, ‘Guess.” I was confused
— what do you mean, guess? How
could I guess? 1 said I didn't know.
He langhed and answered, T'm
serving on a contract, that’s what!””
This story illustrates how
military service functioned as
a simple and understandable
choice for young men and
was associated more with
material and social benefits
than with political convictions
or patriotism. Therefore, when
the full-scale war began and
contract soldiers were offered
150,000 — 180,000 rubles
($2,027 — 2,432 monthly)
rubles per month (by 2026 this
amount had risen to 210,000
rubles, which equivalent

$2,333), many residents of

the republic saw this as an
opportunity to improve their
difficult economic situation
rather than as an expression of
support for the war. In addition
to these monthly payments,

a system of “bonuses”

for signing contracts was
introduced. Like the salaries,
these payments increased
substantially during the war —
from 200,000 ($2702) in 2022
to 1,600,000 rubles ($17,777)
by 2026. This dynamic
indicates the unpopularity

of the war among Russian
citizens and the absence of
genuine ideological support
for it. Unfortunately, there are
many regions in Russia similar
to the Republic of Buryatia.

Yaroslav (30 y.0.) from
Ussuriysk, the second-largest
city in Primorsky Krai, who
enrolled the army immediately
after finishing school, recounts:

“T went straight into the
army after school. You have fo
understand the context. Ussuriysk
is not the most prosperous city; in
Jact, it’s a small town. 1t used to
have around 120,000 residents —
now probably even fewer. Apart
[from going to work at a factory
and drinking in the evenings, there
wasn't much else to do. Sometines
you conld go to China if you had
money; if you didn't, then you
couldn’t. Young people were largely
left to themselves, and if you didn’t
want to get punched in the face,
you had to be able to punch back.

Naturally, sooner or later everyone

had encounters with the police. 1
was no exception, and the police told
mee: you're the right age, so here are
your options—rbecause of what you
did, you can either go to prison now
or go to the army. This was long
before the war started, and even then
this system was already in place.
Naturally, I chose the army”.

The system built in Russia
under Putin over several
decades has not contributed
to the development of the
regions, thereby producing
vast populations dependent
on state subsidies. In On
Revolution, Hannah Arendt
describes poverty as an
irresistible force, “since its
source lies in the biological
needs of human beings.”

She recalls the march of the
women to Versailles, which
became a legendary symbol
of the French Revolution, and
cites Lord Acton’s assessment
of the event. In his view,

the women’s actions “gave
the strength of a diamond
drill to ideas they neither
understood nor supported.” I
see a similar dynamic between
the gradual impoverishment
of entire republics and the
active signing of military
contracts by men placed
within difficult conditions

of survival. For many of
them, going to war becomes
the only available means of
addressing the economic needs
of their families rather than
an expression of solidarity
with the political course,

military actions, or the crimes
associated with them.

As the financial
compensation for contract
service increased, so too did
the duration of the war and
the population’s awareness of
the horrors taking place there.
As in Yaroslav’s example,
other interlocutors shared
experiences of how their
relatives were threatened with
being sent to the front. For
many Russians, the war in
Ukraine ceased to appear as an
honorable mission that people
voluntarily joined; instead,
it became a tool of pressure
and punishment. For example,
Larisa (43, Moscow) described
how her son was threatened
with being sent to the front
for refusing to attend college:

“...my son enrolled in a
college that trains specialists for the
military-industrial complex. I told
him, you will not go to that college
anymore. He asked why. I said,
because there they will teach you
things that kill Ukrainians. 1 said I
am against that. So we stopped going
to that college. The homeroom teacher
kept calling and calling and calling.
I kept postponing the conversation.
Eventually they summoned me
to the college. I told them be was
sick, or going through adolescence,
and so on. And then they started
threatening me. You understand
that if we expel hin, he will be sent
to the special military operation.””

Wiar is presented here
as an instrument of pressure
and intimidation. It serves as

an indirect expression of a
negative attitude toward war
and its stigmatization. Despite
propaganda, recruitment
campaigns promoting military
service, and the internalization
of such messages through the
school system, the army in
contemporary Russia does not
command respect. Rather, it
tends to evoke sympathy for
conscripts and indifference
toward contract soldiers.
Within society, a normalization
of duality is taking shape: for
instance, students at technical
colleges may be actively
involved in the military-
industrial complex, yet direct
participation in war would
remain an unpopular choice.

This ambivalence is also
reflected in the actions of
teachers, for whom the army
is not seen as a reward for
courageous young men who
have distinguished themselves,
but rather as a place of exile
or punishment, comparable to
imprisonment. One may draw a
very tentative analogy between
the stigmatization of prison
and the stigmatization of war
in contemporary Russia. These
concepts have grown closer in
character not only because of
the large-scale recruitment of
violent offenders from prisons,
but also because contracts are
effectively indefinite and those
who return carry the social
stigma of being “Heroes of the
Special Military Operation.”
Much like former prisoners,

they are not eagerly invited
into employment, admitted to
universities, or granted credit.
The army and war have thus
come to resemble punishment
rather than a constitutional
duty—an economic
compulsion to sell one’s life
rather than a patriotic impulse
to sacrifice it for the homeland.

For example, Oksana (45
years old, from a small town
in southern Russia) describes
the moment when her husband
had to leave the country:

“...they urgently needed people
with combat exiperience, because
when my husband was twenty he
had been drafted during the Second
Chechen War and served there as a
communications specialist. That is,
he maintained communications—rhe
was responsible for setting up the
lines and everything related to that.
Then, roughly speaking, about ftwo
weeks before the mobilization—
October 9, 2022, if I remember
correctly—my husband was called
to the HR department. 1t was a
Friday evening, I remember it very
clearly. They told him he needed
to come in and sign some kind of
order. He went in, and they handed
him a summons. A summons fo
the military commissariat, where he
was required to report on Monday
morning at the district center, with
his belongings and everything else.
After that 1 understood that, well,
that was it. Life would never be the
same again. We had only twenty-four
honrs. All the airports in southern
Russia were closed. The closest open
one was in Mineralnye 1 ody, and it



took almost a full day to get there.”

I do not possess the
expertise necessary to compate
the Second Chechen War with
the present one; however,

I would cautiously suggest
that among many former
Russian servicemen, the
understanding of the actual
nature of contemporary
warfare may remain limited.
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rticipants

gladly showed

what special
things they had brought
with them and told stories
connected with these
objects. In some cases,
rare ones, interviewees
could not at first clearly
determine what exactly
“so valuable” they had
brought with them.
Only in the process of
conversation were they
able to identify this object
and suddenly begin
emotionally telling the

story connected with it.

Earlier we examined
Gell’s concept of the
agency of objects and
their interaction with one
another. In the research
we study the agency of
objects and how their

perception changed in

the process of migration,
how interactions between
interviewees and their
objects changed before
migration, during the
journey, and after

settling in a new state.

Objects can
conditionally be divided
into several conditional
groups: physical objects,
sensory objects, objects
connected with religious
and spiritual practices,
hobbies/interests/
friendship, and language.
This division is proposed
exclusively in order to
examine in more detail
how relationships with
objects, their perception
and meaning in the lives
of interviewees change.
Each of the groups does
not exist in a vacuum

and objects possess

various characteristics
simultaneously. For
example, children’s

seru brought along
were at the same time
practical clothing used in
everyday life, and when
the baby grew up, they
acquired a new status

of a commemorative
object that connects with
moments of the past,
when the interviewee, still
being in Russia, received
a certificate to a popular
clothing store from
friends and was preparing
for childbirth. The smell
of these things, the
possibility to touch them,
to go through them once
again create a physical
connection with that life
which the war destroyed.
Objects in the groups
can combine several

performative properties

and this division is

highly conditional.

Physical Objects

Separating the group “physical objects,” I may
contradict myself. Beginning from the premise that
everything ultimately embodies itself in physical form:
from memory to friendship, it turns out that everything
around us is physical objects possessing performative
properties. In fact, our life is highly fetishized, however
we easily sell and buy clothing, participate in book
crossing and clothes swaps, give old sofas to recycle or
carefully place on the roadside items that may still serve
someone. Not everything that surrounds us possesses
special meaning, but why is it sometimes so difficult
for a person to part with certain objects to such an
extent that instead of practical clothing half of the only
suitcase is occupied by the mother’s wedding dress. I will
attempt to understand what endows objects with agency,
animates them and transfers them from the category of
“commodity” to the category of “keepsake,” “memory
token,” and gives them a new life and biography. This is
not a one-directional process; objects also influence their
owners and through owners the people around them.

In the group “physical objects” I placed photographs,
family archives, jewelry, drawings, diaries, clothing. It can
be said that everything that cannot be attributed to the

category of religion and spiritual practices fell into it.




Religious and Spiritual Practics

Objects connected with religious and spiritual
practices, in my view, must be BetAeAeHEI into a special
group. They possess strong magical properties of
protection, assistance, and connection with the immaterial
world of gods, spirits, and ancestors. In the research,
this category included: baptismal sets of the entire
family, the Horologion, a great-grandmother’s Bible
written in Old Church Slavonic, poppy seeds charmed
by a shaman, earth from under the foundation of a
house, a kippah, mothet’s rosary beads. A person’s
system of beliefs may be either an inseparable part of
socio-cultural heritage or a conscious individual choice
made at a more mature age. It is important to consider
them separately and through their material embodiment
to see the interaction of people with their identity.

In this work I will partially use a semiotic approach to
the analysis of objects, since in the course of developing
the work I saw that in some cases precisely symbols
of faith, such as an Orthodox cross or a kippah, for
example, were necessary for the formation of a new
identity. In some cases, these objects will highlight
problems of racism in contemporary Russia, when
the choice of religion becomes a form of rejection

of one’s identity and an attempt to become part of

the culture of the titular race. In other cases, they

will open the rich and diverse world of shamanism in
contemporary Russian society and how forced migration
forms an environment of tolerance and acceptance of
“other” spiritual practices. Representatives of different
confessions allow the possibility of participation in each
other’s rituals if it brings collective luck in crossing the
border, searching for housing or work. Thus, for a time
an organic environment is formed in which interaction

of practices is not only not impeded, but encouraged.
Sensorium

The sensory category is highly conditional and
rather is a development and supplement to the group
of physical objects. However, it is necessary to outline
it, since smells and tastes are an important component
of the work of memory, intergenerational connection
and part of the cultural code. In social art practice,
interactions with tastes and smells as part of the

building material of identity are very common.

Hobby and Friendship

The forth category “Hobbies and friendship” was
not initially intended and was formed in the course of
research, when it became obvious that some things were
taken precisely as an opportunity to continue engaging

in something that was not part of permanent work and
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that brought pleasure to interviewees. This was part of
their personal development and the circle of interests

and connections they created outside family and business
relations. Thus, objects might not be directly connected
with family history, archives or spiritual practices, but
represented an important part of a person’s everyday
personal life and expanded our understanding of how
free time was organized, how horizontal social ties were
built and developed through shared interests. In this part
of the research I will analyze the materiality of friendly
rituals and personal hobbies and how war and emigration
influenced their perception. For example, Igor brought
with him a gift set of dice, since during the pandemic

he became interested in board games. Over time, Igor
formed a group of friends with whom they gathered every
Tuesday and played Dungeons & Dragons. Knowing his
passion for the game, friends gave him an exclusive set

of dice specifically for this game in a beautiful wooden
box. As Igor himself recounts, he took them with him
and for a long time tried to find a safe place in the car so
that the box would not be damaged or scratched. Another
interviewee, Rosa, brought with her a professional camera.
Like Igor, she found a new hobby during the pandemic
and focused on photographing animals. Before the war
Rosa was a volunteer at a dog shelter and began taking
professional photographs for pets seeking owners.

Already in emigration she uses her skills to help a local

shelter, which psychologically helps her not to “go crazy”
(Rosa interview). The possibility to continue engaging
in one’s hobby — photographing, playing board games,
running, painting — is a reconstruction of the normal
course of life before forced emigration through familiar
and previously repeatable actions and rituals. Through
analysis of these objects or actions it is possible to

see the process of adaptation and formation of new
connections of, on the contrary, rethinking the meaning
of friendship. There occurs a materialization of the
time that people devoted to themselves. For example,
Lera’s diary brought with her is connected precisely
with moments of being alone with herself; it is directly
connected with a place, with a home to which there is
no longer a possibility to return. Entries in the diary
transport one to the past, when “you turned on Dud’,

poured a glass of wine and could simply be with yourself.”



Language

Language, which materialized in books in Russian,
forms the last group of objects that I will consider
separately. Linguistic anthropology is a vast and
productive field, especially in the context of migration
studies, saving or reconstruction of identity and
generational and cultural memory. Demand for books
in Russian outside Russia began to grow rapidly
starting in 2022. This was facilitated by several factors
beyond migration itself. As Felix Sandalov, CEO of
StraightForward Foundation, notes, persecution of writers
and journalists and their forced migration formed both
demand and supply for the emergence of “publishing
houses in exile.” This trend became a kind of protest
action against the prohibition of activity and increasingly
intensifying censorship at home, as well as an opportunity
to help each other survive in difficult conditions. Many
interviewees at the moment of departure possessed
their own libraries. For example, Lera asked her parents
to take her entire library and took only one book by
Aksyonov with her on the journey. Elena, an artist
from Moscow, took several books for children in
Russian, and for herself took the memoirs of Countess
Wrangel, which described the “White emigration” of
the early 1920s. Mark, a resident of Saint Petersburg,

managed to buy the last book by Boris Akunin “Peace

and Wat” on the eve of the authot’s ban in Russia.

“To ecrp, 19 Aexabps yrpoM aT1a KHHUTA
ObIAa B MarasuHe, a 20 AekaOps Bce. AKyHHHA
B Poccun 6oAbIre HE KyIuTs .

“That is, on December 19 in the morning this
book was in the store, and on December 20 that’s
it. You can no longer buy Akunin in Russia.”

He carefully took the receipt with the date and
the book with him on the journey to America,
although he “has not read electronic books for
about 10 years.” Mark honestly admitted that he still
has not read the book; for him it is not so much a
book as an objectification of Russia as a country.

“AAS MCHS, 3HACTE, 9TA KHUTA, I €€, YECTHO
rOBOPS, AO CHX IIOP He rpounTtas. BooOire ee HUKTO
He ynTaA. Tam ere, kcratu, f 3ameTuA. AAsS MeHs 512
KHUTA, 9TO, COOCTBEHHO TOBOP#, BOT HaIlla CTPAH4,
yMHas, KpaCHBaf, MHTEPECHAsA, X OHA 3aIIpEIlcHHAA.”

“For me, you know;, this book, I honestly still haven’t
read it. In fact no one has read it. There, by the way,
I noticed. For me this book is, in fact, our country,

intelligent, beautiful, interesting, and it is prohibited.”

Objects & Stories



Alla

M 5 B3aAa TOABKO Te poTOrpaduu, KOTOpPHIE Y
MeHA OBIAM Ha TOT MOMEHT. T0 ecTh 910 BCe, 9TO OT
ITAIIBl OCTAAOCh. T0 ecthb 910 ero poroaabbombl. M 1
B ero pOoTO0aABOOMAX HCKAAA ITO-TO ITOXOKEE, ITO f
MOTY B3fTh ¢ CO00H. M moatomy B ero poroasbboMax
OBIAO HAMHOTO MEHBIIIE ITOAXOAAIINX MHE BEIIEIT.
Ho Tam 6r1aa poTtorpadus MeHA MaACHBKOM, TAC MHE
5 AT, B OHA y HErO CTOSIAA OYEHb AOATO B PAMOUKE.
SI OpiAa yxe OOABIIION AGBOYKOM, 4 Y HETO BCE €I
crosira BOT a1a otka. [To OoabImeit yacTu motomy,
YTO y HErO He OBIAO MOHX HOPMAABHBIX (DOTO, KOTAQ A
ObIA2 B3pOcAad. [ koraa MHE yiKke OBIAO, HY, CKOABKO-
TO A€T, OH CKa3aA, Thl MHE BOOOIIe (DOTKH-TO OOHOBH,
MHE IIPHHECH XOTb KaKHEe-HUOYABb cBou hororpadpum.
Miue, koHEUHO, HpaBUTCA 9Ta (DOTKA, HO THI BDOAE KaK
yKe IIEPEPOCAa, AAll MHE ITO-HHOYAb HOBeHbKOE. 1
1 B3fIAQ BOT 3Ty (DOTKY MAACHBKYIO, KOTOPAs y HETO
AOATO-AOATO CTOfIAA. DTO hoTOrpacus, rAe MBI C HUM
BMecTe Toxe. Sl TyT coBceM cebe He HPaBAIOCH B KAKOM-
TO KOMOMHE30HE, CBUTEPE, KAKOH-TO 3aMyYEHHBII, HE
IIPHOAETHIIT PeOEHOK, HO I1ara TyT KpacuBbIi. MbI BO3Ae
KaKOH-TO KAYMOBI, paHbIIIE AFOAU (POTAAHCE ¥ KAYMO.
[TosTomy, Aa, 5TO OAHA U3 TEX HEMHOTHUX IIBETHBIX (DOTOK.
S pertmaa, Hy U AAAHO, BO3BMY €€, IIYCTh 5 TYT U B KAKHIX-
TO Y/KACHBIX ITITAHAX, KAK OYATO OHH BaTHBIE, XOTA 3TO

ACTO, 1 HC IIOHUMATO, IIOYCMY MCHS TAaK TCIIAO OACAIL.



I only took the photos I had at the time. Basically, it’s all that’s left of my dad—his photo albums. I looked through them for
something meaningful I could take with me, but there wasn’t much that fit what I was looking for. There was one photo of me
when I was five years old; he had kept it in a frame for a very long time. Even when I was all grown up, he still had that same photo
out. Mostly because he didn’t have any decent photos of me as an adult. When I was older, he eventually said, “You should really
update these for me — bring me some recent photos. I love this one, of course, but you’ve outgrown it; give me something new.”

So I took that little photo that had sat there for so long. It’s one of us together. I don’t like how I look in it at all — I’'m in
some jumpsuit and a sweater, looking like a tired, poorly dressed kid—but my dad looks handsome. We’re standing by a flowerbed,;

people used to take photos by flowerbeds back then. It’s one of the few color photos we had. I thought, ‘Oh well, I'll take it, even

it I am wearing those awful pants — they look like they’re padded, and I have no idea why they dressed me so warmly for summer.

This
is actually my absolute
favorite photo. It’s also
from... wait, no, it’s a
different one, also from
someone’s wedding. You can
hardly see anyone clearly;
my mom has her back to
the camera. There are people
dancing all around them.
They’re in the middle of a
dance, and my dad is looking at
her, laughing. My mom is telling
him something, or maybe she’s
singing — I don’t know. I just
fell in love with it the moment
I saw it. It’s a candid shot, not
posed at all. They don’t even realize
someone is taking their picture.
But it’s so great that I had to keep it
for myself. They look so young and
happy here. And I wasn’t even in the
picture yet—not even a thought. I

don’t know why, I just really love it.

Bot a10 BOOOIIIE MOsI AFOOMMan doTKa.
D10 TOxe poTOrpadu, CKopee BCero...
Her, ato Apyras dpororpadus, Toxe ¢
YbEH-TO CBAABOBL.3AECH BOOOIIIE TIOYUTH
HIKOI'O HE BUAHO, MaMa TyT CIIMHOM.
Kro-T0 TaHIIyeT, KakKne-T0 AFOAH BOKPYT
TaHIyoT. BoT OHM 9TO-TO TaHIyIOT,
IIara Ha Hee CMOTpHUT, cmeercs. M Bor
Mama 9TO-TO TaM €MY TO AN OOBACHSCT,
TO A MOJKET OBITH IIO€T, TO AH YTO-TO.
SI psiM ee KOrAa yBUAEAA B AFOOBHL..
D10 cayuaiinag dpororpacus, oHa He
rrocTaHoBIas. OHI AQKE HE BUAAT,
YTO UX KTO-TO poTorpadpupyer.
Ho oma Takas kaaccuasi, 9410 o
ceOe ee coxpannaa. OHu TIpAM
TYT MOAOABIE, cuacTAmBbIC. 11
TaM €IIIe MEHA COBCEM HETY AAKE
B ripoekte. Ho BoT He 3HAa1O,

OYCHDb OHAa MHC HpaBI/ITCH.



lera

He typucter 1 HE MecTHBIE.
He cBon n He uyxne.
byaymee menssectHoOE,

Bce CHaAYaAa, BCE BHCpBbIC.

ITAaHBI BCe HEBBITOAHUMBIE
Tam Terepp, 3a OKEAaHOM.

Tam pOAHBIE U AFOOHMBIE.

TyT - MOA-CEpAIIa C IEMOAAHOM.

Tam - AOM CEpAILy AOPOTOIi,
Cuactbe, MOAOAOCTD 1 BOASL.

TyT - OT CTAPOI KUSHH TOH

[Tapa mAaTbEB C KOMOM B TOPAE.

Boas yruxner, Bce HaraanTCs
Uepes MeCAIBI 1 TOABL.
Berreprimm Bce HEypAAUITED

PaAI/I KN3HHU 1T CBO6OAOBI.

12/22/2022

Not tourists, yet not locals either.
Not quite our own, nor strangers yet.
The future is a blurred horizon,

A brand-new start, a world reset.

All the plans we made are broken,
Across the ocean, far behind.
The ones we love are over thete,

While here, half a heart is all we find.

Thetre—is the home our hearts still cherish,
Our youth, our freedom, and our joy.
Here—the life we left is just

A few old clothes and a lump in the throat.

The pain will fade, the dust will settle,
Through months and years, we’ll find our way.
We’ll brave the storms and the struggle,

For life and freedom, come what may.

12/22/2022



Ecamn, AomycTrM, Te BEIH, KOTOPHIE A ITOKYIIAFO If, let’s say, the things I buy here or the gifts we

3A€Ch, KOTOPBIE HAM AAPAT, OHH IIEPEXOAAT receive — if those just move on and get used

AAABIIIE, TO T€, KOTOPBIE f OTTYAA IIPUBE3AQ, f up — then the things I brought from there... I

HE X0y HE CIOAA. Sl XOo4uy BOT IIOTOM A€T uepes don’t want them to just blend in. I want to be able Bor ara neaeas, ona 6praa oueHp TAKEAAS. DTO A TOKE
9HHOE KOAMYECTBO AOCTATH HX U IIOCMOTPETD U to take them out years from now, look at them, IPAM ITOMHIO TAKIMH MOMEHTAMM. UTO, AOTIyCTHM, 1

and remember. To remember our arrival, how MBIAQ KBAPTHUPY, B KOTOPOU MBI JKUAW HA TOT MOMCHT C

myzxem. He crasa paze msadbpy 6pars. Mue x0T€AOCH

BCIIOMHMUTD, KOquC, KAK OBIA HAIT HpI/IGSA, KaK MbI

#uAn B Poccrnn, kak Eropka Tam B 311X Bermax B we lived in Russia, how Egorka used to run

B around in those clothes back home. ’'m not BOT IIPAM PYKaMH KacaTbCsl BCEro B Heil. Tam, moa

talking about things I just bought; ’'m talking 9TOT MBITh, BbIApaI/IBaTb. A HpOCTO MBIAA U TOXKE

about... it’s a quiet kind of sadness. prAaAa. A HpHM IIOMHIO TOT MOMEHT, KaK I MOIO

Poccun xoAnA. DTO HE O KYIIACHHBIX, 1 CCHIACHNS"
TOBOPIO O TE€X, KOTOPBHIE... DTO AErKas IPyCTh.

Yro-to casannoe... Hasepnoe, He ouenn F

[IPABUABHO TOBOPHTB, 9TO OBIAA KAKASA-TO Something connected to... it’s probably STy KBAPTHPY U PEIAAFO. }] 3A€CH CTOABKO MOMEHTOB

IIPOIIIAAS JKU3HB M €CTh HACTOAIIAA, HO ITO- not right to say there was a ‘past life’ MHE I IPOIIAO CIaCTAMBBIX. Eropa croaa npunecan

¢ poaaoMa. M BOT MBI BBIHYKAEHEI ye3KaTh. BoT.

TO BOT IIPO BOT 3TO, YTO KAK OYATO YTO-TO and now a ‘present one,” but it feels

13 IIPOIIAOH KU3HH, ITO-TO TAKOE, KAKAA-TO like that. Like those things are from

HUTOYKA CBA3YIOIIAA MEHA C TEM, ITO OBIAO. * a past life—a thread connecting me

[Toromy uro mHOTAQ Kaxercd... Ceitgac to everything that was. Because

That week... it was so incredibly hard. I still remember it in

emé€ He padOTAIO, H Y MEHA TaM HET KaKOH-TO sometimes it feels... since I'm

these vivid flashes. Like, for instance, how I was cleaning the

CYIIEPOYPHOH KU3HU, HO VIKE CEITYAC MHOTAA not working yvet and my life isn’t
yIIEpoyp , HO YK gy Y

apartment where my husband and I were living at the time. I

MHE KaKeTCAl, ITO TOIO BCErO, Kak OYATO ObI exactly ‘busy, it already feels like all

didn’t even want to use a mop. I just wanted to feel everything

He OBIAO, HAU KaK OYATO 9TO OBIAO BOOOITIE of that never happened, or like it

in there with my own hands. I wanted to wash and scrub every

B APYTOM KH3HU. TaKTHABHO, BU3YAABHO... happened in a completely different

inch of that floor. I just cleaned and sobbed. I

Tl 3HAEID, AQ, A CEMYAC TTOHUMAKO, UTO lifetime. Tactilely, visually...

can still see myself in that moment, washing
XOTA OBI Pa3 B HEACAIO f U3 AIINIKA MOTY You know, I realize now that at least once a

that apartment and crying my eyes out. So many

AOCTATB U TIepeOUpPaATh UX, IIOCMOTPETh week, I’ll pull them out of the drawer and just go . .
peonp ’ pete, P Joste of my happy memories happened right there.
IIOTAAAUTD KaK-TO, IIOCMOTPETh, MOKET through them. I look at them, smooth them out That's wher brousht Eeor home from th
at’s where we brought Egor home from the
OBITB, IIIE YTO-TO TYAA CAOKHTD, IIPOBEPHTDH with my hands, maybe add something new to the

HAa MECTE AH OHH KAaKHE-TO TAKHE CBOMH. pile, or just check that they’re still there. My things.



51 B3AAa BCce CBOM YKpAIIIEHHA, HECKOABKO poTorpadpmii. Mer OyAAHCTBI, M MBI
B3sAAHM elre ¢ coboi 3emMAro. [1lamanka ckasara, YTOOBI MBI B3SAH 3EMAIO M3 AOMA,
13-110A PYHAAMEHTA, IIOTOMY YTO 9TO 3EMAf, HA KOTOPOH ThI POAHUACH, POC, KUA.
51 BBIIIIAQ 3aMYIK, 3HAYNT, l HE CBOCH CEMBH YiKE PEOCHOK, fl 7K€ IIPUHAAACKY

K POAY MYiKa, M TIO9TOMY MHE HY’KHO OT €I0 POAA IIPOCUTD TIOAAEPIKKY.

Dara

I took all my jewelry and several photographs. We are Buddhists, and we
also brought some earth with us. The shaman told us to take earth from home
— specifically from under the foundation — because it’s the land where you
were born, grew up, and lived. Since I’'m married, I am no longer just a child
of my own family; I belong to my husband’s lineage now. Because of that, I

need to ask for support from his ancestors and his side of the family.




In Buryatia, a shaman blessed some poppy seeds for us to use when B Bypsruu mramanka 3aropopuaa HaM Mak, KOTOPBIH MBI AOAMKHBI OBIALT

crossing the border. She told us they would help us pass through unnoticed. HCIIOAB30BATH AASl IIPOXOKACHNSA rpaHuisl. [[lamanka ckasasa, 9TO 3TOT MaK HAM
The first time we tried to cross, it didn’t work; the border agent put a cone IIOMOJKET IIPOUTH He3aMeUYeHHBIMU. KorAa MBI ITpOE3KaAr IPAHHUILY B IIEPBBIH pa3,
right in front of us. That day, maybe because of the nerves or the lack of sleep, MBI HE IIPOEXAAH, Y HAC HE IIOAYIHAOCDH, OPHUIIEP IHOIPAHKOHTPOAA IEPEA HAMHU
we had forgotten to sprinkle the seeds inside the car and on ourselves. ITOCTABHMAA KOHYC. B TOT ACHB IIepeA TPAHUIICH OT BOAHEHUA HAU OT HEAOCHIIIA MBI

3a0BIAM ITOCBIIIATH CeOE B MAIIIMHY U CEOSl MAKOM, KOTOPBIN HAM AAAQ ITAMAHKA.

The second time, we made sure to put the poppy seeds in our pockets and

shoes, and we scattered them all over the inside and the roof of the car. My Bo BTOpOIi pas mepeA rpaHUIeH MBI HACBIIAAM MaK B KAPMAaHBI H OOYBB,
husband even sprinkled some on the heads of our fellow travelers, some guys PACCBIITAAM MaK B MAIIIMHE U ITOBEPXY MAIITHHBI TOKe. MO MyK IIOCHIITaA
from Ossetia. When they asked what he was doing, he just said, ‘It’s our shamanic MAKOM Ha FOAOBY HAIIIHX IOIYTYUKOB, pebAT u3 Ocernn. OHU CIPOCHAH, YTO
business.” They got excited and said that in a situation like this, every little bit helps. 9TO, M MOH MYK OOBACHHUA, 9TO 9TO “Harmm IraManckue Acaa’ [lomyramkm

BOOOAVIIIHBHAMCH U CKA3aAH, YTO B 9TOW CHTYAITHH BCE ITOMOKET.

It must have looked so strange—jyou couldn’t see the seeds in the dark, just my

/

husband’s frantic hand gestures. He was grabbing things out of a bag, throwing Ho 510 04eHb CTpaHHO BBITASACAO, TAK KAK MaK B TEMHOTE OBIAO HE BHAHO, HO AKTHBHBIC / :
them at the car, and whispering something. We felt certain: this time, we’d make it. B3MAXH PYKaMI My»Ka OBIAH 3aMeTHBEL. OH IIPOCTO 9TO-TO OpaA M3 ITaKeTa, KHAAA Ha

And truly, when we reached the border, there was this moment where the officer MAIIUIHY U IerrTaA. Mbl OBIAR yBEepEHBI, B 9TOT pa3 MbI TOYHO IpoeAeM. M aeficTBUTEABHO,
turned away for just two seconds, and in that window, we crossed into the US. MBI KOTAQ IIOABEXAAH K TPAHUIIC, I TAKOH MOMEHT OBIA, 9TO O(PUIIEP TOIPAHKOHTPOAS

KYAQ-TO OTBEPHYACH Ha 2 CEKYHABI, X B 3TOT MOMEHT MBI IIPOEXAAN I'PAHHILY.

I don’t know—maybe it was a coincidence, or maybe it really worked.

It felt like he was looking right at us but didn’t actually see us. Then he A 1 He 3HATO, MOKET OBITH, 9TO COBIIAACHHE, 2 MOKET OBITh, 3TO U 9TO CPabOTAAO.
looked away—someone called him or something—and we were in. It I Takoe oryienue, 9To OH Kak OYATO Ha HAC CMOTPHT, Kak OYATO ObI HE BUAHT

was incredibly surreal. They watch every car so closely, yet it was as if he HAC, €r0 KTO-TO II03BaA, OH OTBEPHYACH, U MBI 3a€XaAH. DTO OBIAO OYEHb CTPAHHO,
couldn’t see us for a moment. Maybe we just imagined it, but we believe it Kak OYATO OBI OH HAC HE BHACA. S He 3HAFO, HAM Kak OYATO CKBO3b HAC, HAH MBI
helped. We believe the shaman gave us a shield that made us invisible for CaMH YiKe C IIPUAYMAAH, HO MBI BEPHM, YTO 3TO HAM IIOMOTAO, YTO IITAMAHKA HAM
those few seconds. We have deep faith in Buddhism and Shamanism; we AAA2 IIUT, 1 MBI TAM Ha AOAH CEKYHA CTAAU HEBHAUMBIMEU. BooOItie MbI B 510

believe our ancestors help us and that the spirits are always by our side. OYEHDb BEPHUM, B OYAAU3M MBI BEPHUM, U B IITAMAHU3M OYEHb BEPHM, YTO €CTh TAKOE,

OBIBAIOT TAKHC, 9TO IIPCAKH IIOMOTArOT HAM, I AYXH OHH BCErAa C HaMIH.




l.ena

Murrka, oH... Cefigac mokaxem tebe Murriky. Murrika, cAyImaii, A He

3Ha10. DTO MHuIIiKa, KOTOPBIH OBIA, ITO-MOEMy, MOeii Oabymke. OH y MeH#, 3TOT
Munirika... Aa, OH BOT TaKOH BOT, IIPOCTO BA3aHbIH MurmyTka. Y Hero HeT raas,
y Hero Hudero Hert. Sl He ITIOMHFO, OH IIPOCTO BeerAa y MeHs ObIA. [To-moemy,
9TO Moei 6adyrke Muryrka. Sl mogemy-To ero ouens arobOaro. Sl He 3HATO
IIOYEMY, 5l IIPOCTO OYEHb AFOOATO TBOXO Murnky. M a1 ero mpusesaa. S aymana
CHavaAa, 9T0 MoeMy peOenky... Koraa on mpuexaa, s AaBHAY €ro He OTAAAA.

51 ero moaoxuaa cebe, u A He 3uar0. He mory nmouars. Hy Bot ¥ro-10 OH MHE
HAIIOMHUHAET. TaKkoil KakoH-To YIOTHBIH. BoT AOM, HaBepHOE, MOIT HAIIOMUHAET.

Taxot yrorasiii. V1 aro-to odens Takoe cemeiinoe, Mo€. ero 3aech He HANTH

Aa teddy bear, he .... Let me show him to you. I don’t even know his whole
story, honestly. I think he was my grandma’s. He’s... He’s just a little hand-
knitted teddy bear. No eyes, no nothing. I don’t really remember... he’s just
always been with me. I’'m pretty sure he was hers. I just adore him — I can’t
even explain why, I just really love this little guy. So I brought him here. 1
originally thought I'd give him to my son, but once he got here, I kept him for

myself. I don’t know, there’s just something about him. He’s so comforting,
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V MeHs OBIAM BCAKHE IIAAKATHL, HA CTeHE B MOCKBE y MEHSA
BuceAn. Sl Toxe mompocuaa Apy3ei ux cooparb. DTO Te IMPOEKTEL,
KOTOpBIE A AeAaAa B MOCKBe, BOT 9TO BCAKHE TaM (DHABM,
KOTOPBII s cHuMaAa. Biré oanH buAbM, KOTOPBIH A CHUMAAQ,
Kak#e-T1o poTorpaduu TaM MOEro ACAYIIKH, (DECTUBAAD ACTCKIH,
KOTOPBIIT f AeAara. BefAKne kKapTHHBL, KOTOPBIE MOH APY3bA
HapHcoBaAd. BoT Takme Bemmu f moIrpocuaa MHE IIEPECAATD.

To ectp, 1 cHUMAAA PUABM, H CTO YEAOBEK IIPHIIIAO €TO
ITOCMOTPETD, APY3€ii. DTO OBIAA TYCOBOYKA HAIA. TOABKO
AAf CBOUX. BOT 9T ITAQKATEL, 5TO AASl MEHA CAMOE Ba/KHOE,

IIOTOMY YTO 3TO HCTOPHA, 3TO TO, ITO I ACAAAQ.

N 3MeHHUAOCH A TBOE OTHOIIIEHUE

K IIOCTEPAM IIOCAE€ MUTPAITAN?

Aa. Hemuo:xKKO nm3mennaocs. OHHE Kak-TO APYTOit HpI/IO6p€AI/I
OTTEHOK, OTTEHOK HOCTAABIUHU. DTO BCE BEIIH, ITO KAKAA-TO

MOS TOPAOCTD Takasd, Ad. Jr1o TO, YTO BBICTABASACTCS, KOTAA K HAM

HpI/IXOAHT TOCTH, 1 OHHU CIIPAIIMBAIOT, 4 9TO sror U AFOAHL FOBOPHT,

YTO 3TO UX AUIIA HA 9TUX ITAAKATAX, AITA MOUX Apy3€l‘/II, O6I_T_[I/IX

3HAKOMBIX. DTO OBIAO BCCrAa, KakK BbICTABKA HAITIITX AOCTI/DKCHI/H\/‘I.

A KOrAa f CIOAA IIPHEXAAQ, 3TO IPUOOPEAO TAKOH
HOCTaABTHYCCKHH XapakTep. DTO yiKe HE ABAACTCH YaCTHIO

COO6IH€CTBS_, 9TO HpOCTO AAA MEHA. Ecau kro-T1o kKo MHE TyT

IIPUXOAHT, OHH HE 3HAIOT, KTO 3TH AIOAH, UTO 9TO BOOOIIE Takoe. 1

CCAH PaHBIIIC 3TH a(i)I/H_HI/I BHUCCAN HA BUAHOM MCCTC, TO TCIICPH ITO

OY€HDb MHTHUMHO 1 TOABKO AAA MCHA. Omnu BecAr Y MCHA B CITAABHE.

I had all these posters; they were hanging on my wall in Moscow. I also
asked my friends to collect them. These are the projects I did in Moscow
— like, there’s a film I shot. Another film I shot, some photos of my
grandfather, a children’s festival I organized. All sorts of drowings my friends

did. Those are the kinds of things I asked my friends to send over to me.

Imagine, I filmed a movie, and a hundred people — friends — came to
watch it. It was our little ‘get-together.” Just for us. These posters are the most

important thing to me because they’re history; they’re what I actually did.

How do you feel about the posters
now, after the migration?

Yes, my attitude has changed a bit. They’ve taken on a different tone—a
nostalgic tone. These are all things that are my pride and joy. They used to
be on display when guests came over and asked, “What is that?” And people
would recognize themselves on those posters — the faces of my friends and

mutual acquaintances. It was always like an exhibition of our achievements.

But when I arrived here, it took on this nostalgic character. It’s no longer part of
a community; it’s just for me. If someone visits me here, they don’t know who those
people are or what any of it is. If those posters used to hang in a prominent place

before, now they are very intimate and only for me. They hang in my bedroom.




Dr1o urpasbbie KyoukH. S B3fA ¢ coboil urpaspuere Kyonkn. ¥ry. Ha mamars.
Hy onn y mens 3aech aekar cerraac. Aexar. C coOOI 1 B3sA HA I1aMATH. B
ITOCAGAHHE TOABI A... KoMIranus Apyseit Moux... MBI B OCHOBHOM BCE HTPAAH 1O
BBIXOAHBIM. | lOUTH KAKABIT BEIXOAHOU MBI HUIPAAH 110 HACTOABHOM AMHIH. C
9TUMH, COOCTBEHHO, KyOHKaMU. S IIPOCTO ITIOAYMAA, 9TO KOTAQ MBI OYAEM C HUMH
CO3BaHHUBATHCH, UIPATH 110 HHTEPHETY. MBI AcAaeM 5TO peAko, koHeuHO. CoOpaTbes
B OAHOM I'OPOAE FOPa3A0 IIPOIIIE, YeM 3aAMEHUTH 13-9aCOBYIO PA3HHILY B YaCOBBIX

noAcax. Bor. M s Aymaa, 910 OYyAy UIpaTh ¢ HUIMH, CO CBOUMHU KyOHKAMH.

I O r These are dice. I brought dice with me. Yeah. As a keepsake. Well, they’re here

g with me now. Just sitting here. I brought them along as a memory. In the last few
years, my group of friends and I — we mostly used to play on weekends. Almost
every weekend we would play tabletop games. With these very dice. I just thought
that when we call each other and play online — we do it rarely, of course — it’s

much easier to get together in the same city than to deal with a 13-hour time

difference. So I thought that I would play with them — with my own dice.



bopuc Axyrus. «Mup u BoitHa» kHura HassBaeTcA. V3aaTeAbCcTBO
«CT». D10 TO CaMOe M3AATEABCTBO, KOTOPOE C CAMOIO HaYaAa II€9IaTarad
Axynun. M B xonme Aekabps 2023 roaa Ha AKyHHHA 0OO3AHAUCH U
HAYAAH €ro 3auperiars. Vl A modyBcTBOBaA, 9TO BCE IIAOXO, U IIOIIEA B
marasuH. BoT BuamTe, aAaxe ek aexur. 1 3aech ecTh AaTa, ITO-MOEMy.
Aa, 19 aexkabpsa B 10 yrpa. 3uagmrt, s cAeaan POTKY ITOAKH, Ha KOTOPOU
CTOAAM 3TH KHUTH. V] 5 IPHIIIEA B 9TOT MATra3uH Ha CACAYFOIINIL ACHB.
Bce kaurm ocraApHBIC CTOSIAM HA MECTaX, a AKyHHHA He ObIA0. TO ecTb,
19 Aexabps yrpom ara kHHra OBIAA B Marasune, a 20 Aekabps Bce. AKYHHHA
B Poccun Goablre He Kyrutb. AAst MEHS, 3HAETE, 3TA KHATA, 5 €€, YeCTHO
rOBOPA, AO CHX IIOP He ImpodunTtaA. AAS MEHA 9Ta KHUTA, 9TO, COOCTBEHHO

TOBOpPA, HAIIA CTpaHa, YMHasA, KpaCuBas, MHTCPCCHAA, 1 OHA 3aIIPCIIICHHAS.

ark

Boris Akunin. The book is called World and War. It’s from the ‘AST’
publishing house—the very one that printed Akunin from the start. At the
end of December 2023, they turned against Akunin and started banning
him. I felt that things were going badly, so I went to the store. Look, even
the receipt is still here. There’s a date on it, I think. Yes —December 19th,
10 AM. I took a photo of the shelf where these books were standing. I came
back to that same store the next day. All the other books were still in their
places, but Akunin was gone. So, on the morning of December 19th, this
book was in the store, but by the 20th—that was it. You can’t buy Akunin
in Russia anymore. To be honest, I still haven’t actually read it. For me, this

book is essentially our country: smart, beautiful, interesting — and banned.
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Mot mpa-mpaAeAyIKa, V MeHd ecTh yarrka ot mpadbabyIKy, roAyOeHbKas,

koTopwiit ymep B 1913 roay, y HEe 30A0TAs KAEMOYKA, H OAIOAIIE Takoe ke, OHu
doTo npmKu3HEHHOE. HACAABHO ITIOAXOAAT APYT APYIY, IIPOCTO AASL KPACOTHI
croaT. Eitie y MeHA ecTh pyKOIHCH MOHX Oa0yIIeK,
My great-great-grandfather, 00enx, 1 ¢ MAMUHOI CTOPOHBI, U C ITAIIMHON CTOPOHBL,
who died in 1913 — a photograph A MX IIPOCHAQ HAIIHCATh HCTOPHIO CEMBH, BCE, YTO OHH
taken during his lifetime. 3HAIOT M IIOMHAT O ITPAACAYIIKAX, Ipadbadyrkax. S,
HABEPHOE, IIEHIO HX €I OOABIIIE CeYacO B OMUTPALIHL
V Hac ceffgac HET APyrOTO UCTOYHHUKA HCTOPHH CEMbB,
KpOMe BOT aTuX 3anuceil. VM poantean Mmon He 0c060
XOPOIIIO IOMHAT, I OOIIATHCA MBI IIEPECTAAN 13-

32 BOMHBI U PA3HBIX B3TAAAOB HB Hee. A OaOyIIKu

HaITMCaAM npaBAy 1 3TO Y MCHA 9TO BCE COXpaHI/IAOCb.

I have a cup from my great-grandmother, light blue with
a gold rim, and a matching saucer. They go perfectly together

and mostly just sit there for beauty. I also have handwritten

manuscripts from both of my grandmothers—on my

Moif AEAYIIIKA B €TO POAUTEAH, 3ACAYKEHHBIE

K 5 CCP 5 mother’s and my father’s side. I asked them to write down the
yanrteas Kasaxckoi , IPaAeA OBIA

history of our family, everything they knew and remembered
AHPEKTOPOM IIIKOABI, IIPAOAOYIIIKA - YIHTEAEM

. about our great-grandparents and earlier generations. I
PYCCKOTO A3bIKA. DTO 11O HAIIMHON AMHUM.

probably value these even more now in emigration. At

this point, we don’t have any other source of our family

My grandfather and his parents were honored history besides these writings. My parents don’t remember
teachers of the Kazakh SSR. My great-grandfather was much, and we’ve stopped communicating because of the
a school principal, and my great-grandmother was a war and our different views on it. But my grandmothers

Russian language teacher. This is on my father’s side. wrote the truth, and I still have all of it preserved.
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51 3a0pasa MAMIHO IIAQTBE TIOABEHEYHOE, CBAACOHOE ITAATBE, B KOTOPOM OHA
6piaa. Bor. fI ma camom Aeae ero 3a0pasa B3 MAMHHOIO AOMA €ITIE IIAPY AET AO 3TOTO.
ST ero 3abpaAa, TIOTOMY, €CAM YECTHO, 3TO EAHHCTBEHHASA TaKas BEIb, KOTOPYIO 1

HE MOTI'Aa HpHM OCTaBUTDb. AA}I HEro 00A32TEABHO HAIIIAOCH MECTO B YEMOAAHE.

I took my mother’s wedding dress — the very dress she wore. There.
Actually, I had picked it up from her house a couple of years prior to that. I
took it because, to be honest, it was the one thing I simply couldn’t bring myself

to leave behind. I absolutely had to make room for it in my suitcase.

A momuro MOMCHT, 9TO Mbl AYMaAHM, 9TO HaAM

TOYHO HYKHO B3ATh. V 11epBoe, ecrecTBEHHO, OBIAO,

a1o Hamr poTtoapxus.. S cocraBasa dpororpadun us
PaMOK, KOTOPBIE Y HAC CTOAAH ITO AOMY, (POPMHPOBAA2 .,,
doTOAPXHB, KOTOPHII MBI B3IAK C COOOI. DTO OBIA
OYCHB BAKHBII MOMEHT. Sl BIACO AaKe 3aITHCBIBAAA,
KaK fl IOCAGAHHUI Pa3 XOKY IT0 AOMY, CHIMAFO TaM BCE.
S xoamaa... Sl mpocTo 1o AOMy XOAHMAQ, CHUMAAA BCE
KOMHATBI, KaK BCE TaM H3MEHHUAOCH. YTO TaM Mama
rOTOBHAA Ha HAIIl IIPOINAABHEI Bedep, BOT TaKOE.
D10 OBIAO B OIIyCTEBIIIEM AOME, HO IIPU

5TOM TaM AO CHX ITOP OBIAA Ky4da HAPOAA.

I remember the moment when we were figuring out
exactly what we absolutely had to take with us. And the
first thing—naturally—was our photo archive. I went
around taking photographs out of the frames displayed
throughout the house, assembling the collection of
photos that we would ultimately take along. It was a
deeply significant moment. I even recorded a video
of myself walking through the house one last time,
filming everything there. I just walked... I simply walked
through the house, filming every room—documenting
how everything had changed. I filmed what Mom was
cooking for our farewell dinner—things like that.

It took place in a house that felt emptied out, yet,

at the same time, was still teeming with people.



Bemmp — 310 BOT 9TOT TEpMOC, TPUMEHAACA OH, KUBA B POccrHu, MBI XOAMAM ITOCTOAHHO
BCEH CeMbell Ha KATOK, CHIH y MEHSA 3aHUMAACH XOKKEEM €IIle, KaK pa3 BOT B CEHTAOpeE,

C IIEPBOTO CEHTAOPS, IIOATOPA MECAIA OH 3aHIMAACH XOKKEEM, AO OTbe3Aa u3 Poccun,
1 9TOT TEPMOC C HAMH Ha BCEX TUX KATKAX IIPUCYICTBOBAA, YA TOPAUUI ITUAH.

Koraa 6eperb ero B pykn, BCIIOMHHACIIIB VEIOT MOCKOBCKOI'O KaTKa, KOTAA XOAOAHO,

XOYETCS IIUTh, OTKPHIBACIIID, V TEOS YAl TOPAYNIL, CPA3Y COIPEBACTCS, VIOTHO.
bl bl > bl

Mathew

The object in question is this thermos. It saw plenty of use back when we lived in Russia;
our whole family would constantly go to the skating rink together—and my son was actually
playing hockey at the time, too. He had just started up that September — right on the first
of the month — and played for a month and a half before we left Russia; throughout that
entire period, this thermos was right there with us at every single rink, keeping our tea

hot. When you hold it in your hands, you’re instantly reminded of the cozy atmosphere

of a Moscow skating rink — that feeling when it’s cold out and you’re thirsty, so you

open it up to find piping hot tea waiting for you; you warm right up — it’s truly cozy.




e
e & 8

MHITOCCTPAX

MpocTo BbiTh YBEPEHHbIM

6.5




Hy, manpumep, mapdrom cBoit 0epy ¢ cOOOH, XOTA A €ro UCIOAB3YIO
ouenb Maro. He 3Haro, Mosker, pa3 B MecAIl, HO BCE paBHO OH cO MHOI. OH
mue Hpasutca. O1o Chilve Love... Aa, st ero mpuBesaa ¢ COOOMH, U i IIOAB3YIOCH
UM OYeHb PEAKO ... OH HartoAHAeT MeHA parocTbio. Aodamuuom. Hy, Bor
KaK €CTh, OBIBAIOT TAKHE CIIHCKI, YTO ACAATH BMECTO TOIO, YTOOBI CHECTD

CAAAKOC. W B Takmx crmckax BCCTAA €CTh BApHUAHT ITOHIOXATh apOMaT.

Kristina

Yyxak
B CTpaHe

A3BYKA - PAHTACTHKA

Well, for instance, I bring my perfume along with me—even though I
use it very sparingly. I don’t know, maybe once a month, but it’s with me
nonetheless. I really like it. It’s Chloe Love... Yes, I brought it with me, and I use
it very rarely... It fills me with joy. With dopamine. You know — it’s just like
those lists you sometimes see: “Things to do instead of eating sweets.” And

on lists like that, there’s always an option to take a whiff of a fragrance.




Aoma, B Poccum, y MeHs ecTb HEOOABIIIAS KOAACKIINA KAMYIIIKOB-MIHEPAAOB, Y MHE MHOTAA AYKE CHIITCA COH, UTO 5l IIPHEXAAa B POCCHIO I HAMHHAIO

koTOpEIe MHE HpasATcA. 3aeck, B CLLIA, 51 cebe Kynmaa kameHb, AdOPaAOPHT HA3BIBAIOT. FICKATD BEIITH, KOTOPELE 5l BB XOTeAd B3ATH ¢ coboit. Ho HaAo ckasats, T10

Ot owenp KpacHBo mepeanBaeTes. AoMa y MEHs Takux, Kamercs, Tpu. Tereps i 3THX BEIEeH AOBOABHO HeMHOTO.EcAn s BHE3amHO okaxych B Poccumn, To ectpb

3A€Ch TaKol ecTh. Boobiie, B Poccnn y Mens BeAKIE IPUKOABHBIE IIITYKA AOMA €CTb. HEKOTOPEIE GATOAR, KOTOPEIE 5l OB XOTeAA ChecTh. He xBaTaeT rmaypuer.

Ho s monsiaa, 910 BCE paBHO MOKHO KyIHTh aHAAOTH. M Tax e paroBaThCs.

Back home in Russia, I have a small collection of stones and minerals that I really Sometimes I even dream that I’ve arrived in Russia and start looking
like. Here in the U.S., I bought myself a stone — it’s called labradorite. It has a beautiful for things I’d like to take back with me. But I must say, there aren’t actually
iridescent shimmer. I think I have about three of them back home; now I have one very many of those things. If I were to suddenly find myself in Russia,
here, too. Actually, I have all sorts of cool little things at my place in Russia. But I've there are certain dishes I would want to eat. I really miss shawarma.

realized that you can always just buy equivalents — and enjoy them just as much.




Oksana

...Y Hac errie, CAaBa OOTy, ’KUB OTEI[ MyKa,

KOTOPBIN ITEPEKUA ACTTOPTAITHIO KPHIMCKHX TaTap.

Omn poauaca B @Peprane (BOCTOUHBIN Y30€KUCTAH),

B 3EMAfAHKE, KOTAQ €O POAUTEACH y7Ke BBICAAAU BO
Bpems reronuAa tatap B Kpeimy. OH TOT pebeHOK,
KOTOPBII 3TO nepexnA. OH MHOTO MOEMY CHIHY
pacckaseIBaA IIpo 910. BHyTpH 9acTHBIX CeMEHHBIX
PasTOBOPOB MBI IIPOBOAMAH aHAAOTHH C TEM BPEMEHEM

1, 9TO IIPOUCXOAHT ceirgac. OUeHb Bce IOXOKeE.

...Fortunately — thank God — my husband’s father
is still alive; he survived the deportation of the Crimean
Tatars. He was born in Fergana (eastern Uzbekistan),
in an earthen dugout, after his parents had already been
exiled during the genocide of the Tatars in Crimea. He
is one of the children who lived through it. He has told
my son a great deal about that time. In the privacy of
our family conversations, we drew parallels between that

era and what is happening today. It is all very similar.



[Tama myzxa He U3 pOOKOTO AECATKA, OH
HEMHOTOCAOBHBII YEAOBEK, OH BCE B CEOE ACPIKHT, HO A
AYMAFO, 9TO AAAl HETO HAIIl OTBE3A OBIA TPYAHEE BCETO,
IIOTOMY YTO 32 9TOT F'OA OH IIOTEPSA KEHY, ChIHA, I
TErephb 3TO OBIA EAMHCTBEHHBIH ChIH, EAUHCTBEHHBIH
CBIH HA TPH CEMbH, CAMHCTBEHHBII MY/KHK, CKAKEM TaK,
KOTOPBIH yeskaA. OH IIOHUMAA, ITO OCTAETCA COBCEM
OAHH, YTO CEMBH OOABIIIEC HET, YTO €rO IIOKHAAIOT CAMBIC
OAM3KHE AIOAH, HO IIPU 3TOM CKazaA: «CarHok, yesomatl,
opyeoeo 6vix0da tieny. OH HACTOABKO MY’KECTBEHHBIN
YEAOBEK, YTO OH HE CTAA CTABUTH HAM YABTHMATYMBL
Ceitgac oH OOA€ET TAKEAONH OHKOAOIHEH, HO BCE PaBHO,
KOTAA MBI CO3BAHUBAEMCS, OH CTAPAETCA HAC IIOAACPIKATE.

ITo moBoAy Aenmoprarum... Kak roBopuT MO MY, 32
CTO AET HUYErO He N3MEHUAOCh. F.CAM THI He STHIYECKHIA
pycckuii, He Bansa VBanoBs, a ratapuH, HaIIpIMeEp, AaKe
€CAH y TeOS IIPEKpacHOEe OOPA3OBAHUE, AAXKE CCAH THI
AOKTOP HAYK H TaK AAA€€, Tl HE PYCCKHUI, Tl “dypka’.
Tax 0p1A0 u Tax ecte. [Tonnmaerns? B sTom maane
n Aenoprannn Toxe. Koraa Hapoa Bekamu KuA Ha
CBOEH 3EMAE IO CBOMM IIPABHAAM, €TO 32 CYTKH B3fAH,
rpyOO roBOps, YHHYTOKHAH, IIEPECEAUAH U TaK AAAEE.
TOABKO TOTAQ 3TO OBIAA ITHHYECKAA ACHIOPTALINA, 4
ceifuac IIPOCTO BCEX BRIHYAHAM yexath. [loaTomy s

Ha3bIBAroO, HaBepHOG, HC HMMHFpaHHCﬁ, a ACHOpTaHHCﬁ.

My husband’s father is not a man to be easily shaken; he is

a man of few words who keeps everything bottled up inside.

Yet I believe that, for him, our departure was the hardest thing

of all — for within the span of a single year, he had already
lost his wife and a son, and now his *only* remaining son —
the sole son shared among three families, the only man, so to

speak—was leaving as well. He understood that he was being

left completely alone, that his family unit was no more, and that

the people closest to him were abandoning him; and yet, he

said: “Son, go. There is no other way.” He is such a courageous man

that he never once tried to issue us ultimatums. He is currently

battling a severe form of cancer, yet even now, whenever we
speak on the phone, he still strives to offer us his support.
On the subject of deportation... as my husband says,
nothing has changed in a hundred years. If you’re not
ethnically Russian, not some Ivan Ivanov, but, say, a Tatar—
even if you have an excellent education, even if you’re a
doctor of sciences—ryou’re still not Russian, you’re just a
‘churka’—a slur for non-Russians. That’s how it was, and
that’s how it still is. Do you understand? In that sense, it
applies to deportations too. When people had lived on
their land for centuries, by their own rules, and then in a
single day they were, roughly speaking, erased—displaced,
resettled, and so on. Back then it was an ethnic deportation;
now people are simply forced to leave. That’s why I would

probably call it not immigration, but deportation.

[ToTromMy 9TO MBI HE TTO CBOEH BOAE YEXaAW. Y
Hac ObIAQ IIPpeKpacHas paboTa, MbI TOABKO HAYHMHAAT
’KU'Th, ¥ HAC OBIAU A€TH, ¥ HAC OBIAI IIAQHBI,  HAC
OBbIA OrpoMHBIN AOM. OH AO CHX IIOp MHE CHUTCH,

A XOUY TYAQ, A X049y AOMOH, ITOTOMY YTO 3AECH f

HE AOMa, fl HE 9yBCTBYIO ceO 3AeCh Aoma. M mens
BBIHYAHAHN yexaTb. Sl He exana 3a “better life”. Her.
S mpocto He 3HAAQ, KyAad MHE O€KaTh, Y HAC HE OBIAO

HII BU3, HTYCI'O, Mbl HC 3HAAHM, KyAd ITOAQATBHCSL.

Because we didn’t leave of our own free will. We had
wonderful jobs; we were just starting to really live. We had
children, we had plans, and we had a huge house. I still
dream about it—I want to go back there, I want to go
home—because I am not home here; I don’t feel at home
here. And I was forced to leave. I didn’t leave in search of
a “better life.” No. I simply didn’t know where to run; we

had no visas, nothing—we didn’t know where to turn.



V MeHA ecTh MOAUTBEHHUK U ABE (pOTOrpaduu MamMbl B MOAOAOCTH, TAC
MBI ¢ cecTpoi ¢ mamoii. M ukonka. Bor u3 AmgnbIX Bereii, cOOCTBEHHO, BCe.
V mens otu dpororpadun MAMUHEL PacCTOAAHN HA TnaHnHO. Koraa s cobupaaa
YEMOAAH, f ITIOHAAQ, YTO MHE HYKHO B3ATh YTO-TO, YTOOBI, HY, KAK CKa3aTb,
MOIO ITAMATH MOI'AQ BU3YAAH3HUPOBATH. S| He MOraa B3ATb, AOIIYCTHUM, AABOOMBI
¢ pororpacpuamMu. DTO OUEHDb IPOMOBAKO U TsxKeAOe. Sl ITOMHIO, 1 BBIHIMAAQ
dororpacdun U3 paMOK U IIOAOKHAA UX B MOAUTBEHHHK. MHE HY/KHO OBIAO 9TO-

TO, 9TOOBI 1 MOTAQ BHU3yaA3HPOBATH. CAve) BCIIIH, KOTOPBIC MHE I'PCIOT AYIITY.

[Togemy moAuTBeHHHUK? Sl HE MOIY CKa3aTh, YTO A OYCHD BEPYIOIIIMH
geaosek. [Ipocto Opran curyarnnm, koraa kpome bora HukTO He MOT
rromoub. AOcoAroTHO HUKTO. M mostomy... He mory Tebe ckasats,

IIO4YEMY. DTO caMble AOpOTHE BCINM, HABCPHOEC, I TOTAQ IIOCIUTAAA.

I have a prayer book and two photographs of my mother from her younger
days — pictures of her with my sister and me. And a small icon. As for personal
belongings, that is, essentially, everything. I used to keep those photos of my mother
displayed on the piano. When I was packing my suitcase, I realized I needed to
take something—well, how should I put it>—something that would allow me to
visualize my memories. I couldn’t take, say, entire photo albums; they are simply
too bulky and heavy. I remember taking the photos out of their frames and tucking
them inside the prayer book. I needed something tangible, something I could look

at to bring those memories to life. These are the things that warm my soul.

Why the prayer book? I wouldn’t exactly describe myself as a deeply religious
person. It’s just that there were times when absolutely no one—no one at all—
could help me except God. And so... I can’t really tell you exactly why. I suppose,

at that moment, I felt that these were the most precious things I possessed.



BOCTHOMHAAHHA
L]
CTAPO/IABHHE BPEMEHN

Ksenia




51 B3fiAa HECKOABKO TAKHX MUABIX BEITIEH 13 apXHBa,
BOT f B3fAQ KHI/KKY IIPAACAYIIIKH, B3Ad ACTCKHE
PHCYHKH, HECKOABKO ACTCKHX PHCYHKOB, ACAAAU MBI
eré OTIEYATKH PYUEK, HOKEK ACTEH, fl TOKE X B3fAAA
¢ coboii. Bafaa ermé KHImKKY, KOTOPYIO MHE IIOAAPHA
MOM POACTBEHHHK, IIOTOMY YTO OHA ITPO SMUTPAIIHIO,
MBI €€ YUTAAH B AOPOTIE, 3TO KHIKKA O TOM, KaK 9erTa
Bpanreaeit yesixasn nz Poccun. B3sira HeckoAbko
ACTCKHX KHIKEK Ha PYCCKOM A3BIKE, ITOTOMY ITO
ITOHATHO, YTO HA PYCCKOM A3BIKE, KyAA ObI MBI HI

IIPUEXAAH, HANTU ACTCKYIO AUTEPATYPY OYAET CAOKHO.

I took several lovely items from our family archives—
for instance, I brought along my great-grandfather’s book,
as well as some children’s drawings. We had also made
prints of the children’s hands and feet, so I took those
with me as well. I also packed a book that a relative had
given me; since it deals with the subject of emigration,
we read it during our journey—it tells the story of
how the Wrangel couple left Russia. Finally, I brought
along several children’s books in Russian, knowing full

well that—no matter where we might end up—finding

children’s literature in Russian would be a difficult task.

Hamrprmvep, y Hac ectb Takoe ceMeitHoe rmosepbe. Ecan
THI CITUIIb U TeOE XOAOAHO, TO 3aKPOH OACAAOM YXO, U
TOTAQ TeOe OYAET TermAee. DTO AATepHBIH AafipXaK, KOTOPBIH
IIPAACAYIIIKA IIEPEAAA CKBO3D IIOKOAEHHS, IIOITOMY MHE AOPOTa
ero ucropus. 3a CBOIO AIFOOOBb K HHAUICKOH priaocodumy,
YTEHHIO KHHI 110 HEH, 32 CAMOCTOATEABHBIC TIEPEBOABI
TeKCTOB, OH 3arpemen Ha 8 Aer B I'VAAL. Mue sra ncropus
OYEHb AOPOTA, U TIOITOMY fl B3AAA €TI0 KHHIKKY, 3TO PEAKOE
HU3AAHHE, OHO BBIITYIIEHO HE OYCHDb OOABIIIIM THPAKOM.

...OH2 AOAKH2 OBIAA OBITH OOABIIIAA. DTa KHIKKA OBIAL
ITOCBAIIEHA COITOCTABACHUIO HHAUICKON braocodpun
1 XPUCTHAHCTBA, 9TO MEKAY HIMHU OOIIIErO, KAaKHe
KOHIICIIIINH, KAKHE HACH IlepeKAnKarorca. [Tockoabky

9Ta KHIKKA pPCAKasd, OHAa Y HAC OAHA HAa CCMbIO.

For instance, we have a certain family belief. If you are
sleeping and feel cold, cover your ear with the blanket—and
you will feel warmer. This is a “camp lifehack” that my great-
grandfather passed down through the generations, which is why
its history is so dear to me. For his love of Indian philosophy—
for reading books on the subject and undertaking his own
translations of texts—he was sent to the Gulag for eight years.
This story is deeply precious to me; that is why I have taken his
book—a rare edition, published in a very limited print run.

...It was meant to be a substantial volume. The book was
dedicated to a comparative analysis of Indian philosophy
and Christianity—exploring what they have in common, and
which concepts and ideas resonate with one another. Since it

is such a rare book, our family possesses only a single copy.



Sergei

Msr 6b1an B Kaayre, CBBIKAAKICH C MBICABIO O
TOM, YTO MBI ye3:kaeM. B ToT MomeHT A He aaBaa cebe
BO3MOKHOCTHU IPYCTUTD HAU IIAAKATH, IIOTOMY YTO f
OBIA B TEAETPAM-TIADAHKAX, H3y9aA, KAK PaOOTAET BECh
MEXAHHU3M IIEPEXOAA YEPe3 IPAHHITY U TaK AaAce. S He
XOTEA, YTOOBI MOfl ’KEHA BUACAQ, YTO f IEPEKUBAIO. DTO
AASL MEHS OBIAO BAXKHO, IIOTOMY YTO 5l H3HAYAABHO 9TOT
ITAQH Pa3paboTaA, f 32 HETO OTBEYAA, MHE HAAO OBIAO...
DTO HE IIPOCTO A C KEHOMH, erre peOEHOK Y MEHS OBIA
2,5 ropa. Sl moHAA, MHE HY/KHO ITOAHOCTBIO OTPYOHTDH
HOCTAABIHIO KaKYIO-TO. Y MeHs ee He ObIAo. S 3HaA,
YTO MHE HAaAO yeXaTb U Bce. A AyMaTh O APYIHUX BEIIAX
OyAy morom . Celfgac KaKHe-TO BEIIH MHE IIPHCHIAAFOT.
Vike koraa s paccrabuaca. CrycTs HECKOABKO A€T. B toT

MOMEHT TaKoro He 0b1A0. Hudero Ha mamsaTs He Opaa.

We were in Kaluga, coming to terms with the realization
that we were leaving. At that moment, I didn’t allow myself
the luxury of feeling sad or crying, because I was immersed
in Telegram groups—studying the entire mechanism of
crossing the border and everything else involved. I didn’t
want my wife to see that I was anxious. This was important
to me because I had devised this plan in the first place; I was
responsible for it, and I had to... It wasn’t just my wife and
me—we also had a two-and-a-half-year-old child. I realized
I needed to completely shut off any sense of nostalgia.

And I didn’t feel any. I knew that I simply had to leave—
and that was that. I would think about other things later.

Now, people occasionally send me things—but only after
I’ve finally been able to relax. Years later. Back then, there

was none of that. I didn’t take a single keepsake with me.



Harmrprmvep, 51 3aka3aA :KypHaA, KOTOPBIA MHE KyrTHA oTerr 20 AeT
Ha3aA, HazbiBaeTcA Mrpomanus. Sl crienimaAbHO 32Ka3 3TOT BBITYCK HA
ABHTO Yepe3 Mamy, 4TOOBI OHa MHE ero rpucaasa B CIIIA, aTo0sr
OBIAO (DU3IUECKOE BOIIAOIICHUE, PEAABHBII OOBEKT. DTO OBIA ITE€PBBII
AKYPHAA, KOTOPBIH MHE KyITHA OTeIl. I eMy 3aKa3bIBaA APYTrOM KypHAA,

HO OH KYIIIA 3TOT, ITIOCAC 5 TTIOKYITAA TOABKO JKYPHAA MFpOMaHI/IH.

For instance, I ordered a magazine that my father bought for me

twenty years ago — it’s called Igromania. 1 specifically ordered this particular

issue on Avito* through my mother so that she could send it to me in
the U.S,, ensuring I would have a physical embodiment of it — a tangible
object. It was the very first magazine my father ever bought me. I had
actually asked him to get a different magazine, but he bought this one

instead; after that, *Igromania* was the only magazine I ever bought.

*Avito is a marketplace like Ebay
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S marmcaA HEOOABIIION COOPHUK PACCKA30B
IIPO CBOM MOMEHTBI U3 IIPOIIAOro. OHU HE CBA3AHEI
C IIOAUTHKOH a0COAFOTHO, IIPOCTO KAKHE-TO
BOCIIOMHMHAHUSA U3 KU3HHU, HAIIPUMED, KAK  ACAA BE3Y
B caHATOPUIL. AAA MEHS 3TO, 3HACIIb, KOTAQ YYBCTBO
HOCTAABI'HH 3aXAECTBIBAAO MEHS, fl 3AITICHIBAA APY3bAM
AYAHOCOODOIIIEHUS, UTO A IyBCTBYIO, AYMAFO, KaK fl ITO-
APYTOMY CMOTPIO Ha BCE 3TO TEIIEPh, KOTAQ A HE MOIY
BEPHYTHCA AOMOH. S TTOHAA, YTO MHE HyKEH KAKOH-TO
SMOITMOHAABHBIM BEIXOA, KYAQ-TO 9TH MBICAH HAAO
HAIIPaBUTE. Sl HAIIPaBUA 3TO B HAIIMCAHUE PACCKA30B.
Ceityac 1 MHOTO HE ITHIITy Ha PYCCKOM A3BIKE,
ITO3TOMY 3T IIPAKTHKA TOKE IIOMOTaeT COXPAHUTD
HABBIKH KPEATHBHOTO ITHCbMa. BApyr uT0, MaAo An?

ITucan, peaaxtpoBaa, Bcé caeran. Koraa
’KEHA BBIITYCTUT OOAOKKY, f, HABEPHOE, CHAYAAA
BBIIIYINY B 9AEKTPOHHOM (popmare. Koraa aormrry
e1ré HECKOABKO PAacCKa30OB, XOUy ITEPEBECTH
HA AHTAUWCKUN, 9TOOBI PACCKA3ATH O KU3HHU
IIpOCTOro YeAoBeka u3 Poccuu Toro Bpemenm, 6e3
ITOAUTHYECKOTO KOHTEKCTA. DTa HAEA MHE IIPHUIIIAA
IIOCAE IIOCEITIEHNA MEPOIIPHUATHIL B MECTHOMN
OoubOAmoOTeKH. Y HUX, HAIIPUMEDP, €CTh IIPE3CHTAIIIN
KHIT 00 YKpanHe, OHH IIPUTAAIIAIOT aBTOPOB,

OOBIYHBIX AFOACH, PACCKA3aTh O CBOMX IIPOU3BEACHUSAX.

I’ve written a small collection of short stories
based on moments from my past. They have
absolutely nothing to do with politics—they’re
simply memories from my life; for instance, one is
about driving my grandfather to a sanatorium. For
me—ryou know—whenever a wave of nostalgia
washed over me, I would record audio messages for
my friends, sharing what I was feeling and thinking,
and reflecting on how differently I view it all now
that I can no longer return home. I realized I needed
some kind of emotional outlet—somewhere to
channel these thoughts. So, I channeled them into
writing stories. I don’t write much in Russian these
days, so this practice also helps me keep my creative
writing skills sharp—just in case; you never know:.

I wrote them, edited them—1I’ve done it all. Once
my wife finishes designing the cover, I’ll probably
release the collection in digital format first. Once
I’ve finished writing a few more stories, I plan to
translate them into English so I can share what life
was like for an ordinary person in Russia during that
era—completely free of any political context. This
idea actually came to me after attending some events
at my local library. For instance, they host book
presentations focused on Ukraine, inviting authors—

ordinary people—to come and talk about their work.



K coxasenuro, 1 He BUKY 9TOTO B OTHOITICHIH
Poccun. MHe He KaKeTcs, 9TO 3TO HECITPABEAANBO.
Sl monmmaro konrtekct u curyaruro. Ho Ov1ao
OBI KPyTO, €CAU OBI IIPUTAAIIIAAN X COBPEMEHHBIX
POCCHIICKUX aBTOPOB, IIOTOMY YTO YMHBIE AFOAH,
KOHEYHO 7K€, HIOHUMAIOT, YTO POCCHICKUE TPAKAAHE
HE 6¢e IOBAABHO ITOAAEPKIBarOT BorHYy. Ho orvena
PYCCKOM KYABTYPHI B KAKOH-TO CTEIIEHH, HAaBEPHOE,
mMHe He HpaBHuTca. Yepes cBon pacckassr, S Obr xoTEA

OnBr IIOKA32Th, YTO MBI TAKHC K€ AFOAU, KaK 1 BBI.

Unfortunately, I don’t see the same happening
when it comes to Russia. I don’t necessarily feel
that this is unfair; I understand the context and the
current situation. However, it would be great if they

also invited contemporary Russian authors, because

intelligent people—naturally—realize that not a//
Russian citizens blindly support the war. Still, this
“cancellation” of Russian culture—to whatever
extent it’s actually happening—doesn’t really sit

right with me. Through my stories, I simply want

to show that we are human beings, just like you.
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C 1 cenradps 2022 roaa Obrau BBeACHBI ypOKH PasroBopsl 0 BaxHOM. Ha 9T1x pasroBopax o BaxHOM
32TPArUBAANCH IIEPHOANICCKI 3ATPATUBAAKCH TEMBI ITO TIOBOAY BOIHSBL Sl ITPHIIAA B IITKOAY U HAIICAAQ
ournmaAbHOE 32 BACHHE O TOM, YTO MOH PEOCHOK 9TH ypOKH ITocernars He OyaeT. CIIycTs HECKOABKO MECALIEB,
MEHS BBI3BAAH K AHPEKTOPY, KOTOPas Ha9aAa IPOBOAUTH OECEAY Ha TEMY IIPOIIYCKOB 3TUX 3aHATHI. Sl 0ObACHIAA,
9TO A HE XO4Y, YTOOBI MO AOYB IIPUCYTCTBOBAAA HA TAKNX 3aHATHAX. Sl CKazara, 9TO OHHM MEHSA HE yCTPAUBAIOT,

OHU HE BXOAAT B O(DHUITHAABHYIO €OHYIO IIPOIPAMMY, U, B IT HMHITHUIIC, KAKMIC KO MHC MO OBITH IIPETEH3 UM,
YEO yICOHY Y, 1, >

Omna MHE CKa3aAa, 9TO Ad, ACHCTBUTEABHO TaK, BB Ipasbl. Ho ceffuac MununcrepcrBo oOpasoBaHua CTaA0
IIPUCTAABHO CAEAUTDH 3a ITOCEIIEHHEM UMEHHO 9THX YpokoB. OHa ckasasa: “Barra cooub MozeT He mmocermaTs
MaTeMaTHKY, 3TO OK, BoIrpocos He byaer. Ho ecan ona me moceraer PasroBoper 0 BaKHOM, BOIIPOCH BO3HUKHYT CTO
IIPOIIEHTOB. F.CAM HE CErOAHA, TO 3aBTPa MAH YEPE3 HEACAFO, HAH Uepe3 MecAIl. B AroOomM caydae, ¢ BAMHI BBIFAYT Ha
KOHTAKT II0 ITOBOAY 3T0r0.” OHa MHE OOBACHHAA IIOCACACTBUA, ITO IIOCAE 3TOTO MOIYT IIOCACAOBATH OOPAILICHUS B
OPraHbI OIIECKH O TOM, 9TO MBI HE BBIITOAHACM POAUTEABCKIE OOA3AHHOCTH, AOITYCKAS,YTO HAII PEOCHOK IIPOIYANBACT
IKOAY. XOTA OHA IITIKOAY HE ITIPOTYANBAAA, OHA HE ITOCEIIAA C MOETO PA3PEIIECHUA TOABKO 3TO OAHO 3aHATHE.

Msue yrposkaAn opraHaMu OIIEKH. XOTSA Y HAC OAArOIIOAYYHAS CEMBS, OOABIIION AOM, AETH 3aHIMAAHUCH CIIOPTOM,

IIOCEITAATL pr)KKI/I HpI/I"II/IH AASA O6paH_[CHI/IH B OpFaHI)I OIICKHX HC 6bIAO pukakux. Ho onm mamman Ty HpI/I"II/IHY

Starting September 1, 2022, Patriotic Education Classes, lessons were introduced. These lessons
periodically touched upon themes regarding the war. I went to the school and wrote an official
statement declaring that my child would not attend these classes. A few months later, I was summoned
to the principal, who began a discussion regarding these absences. I explained that I did not want my
daughter to be present at such lessons. I stated that they did not suit me, they were not part of the

official curriculum, and that, in principle, there should be no grounds for complaint against me.

She told me that yes, that is indeed the case, and I was right. However, she said the Ministry of Education has
now started closely monitoring attendance specifically for these lessons. She said: “Your daughter can skip math;
that’s fine, there will be no questions. But if she doesn’t attend atriotic Education Classes, questions will arise one
hundred percent. If not today, then tomorrow, or in a week, or in a month. In any case, you will be contacted
about this.” She explained the consequences: that this could lead to reports to child protective services alleging that
we are failing our parental duties by allowing our child to skip school. Even though she wasn’t skipping school—
she was missing only this one class with my permission. I was threatened with child protective services. Despite the
fact that we are a well-to-do family, have a large house, and the children played sports and attended extracurricular

activities. There were absolutely no grounds for involving child protective services. But they found this reason.
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Mos A0Yb HA IIKOABHOM YPOKE PHCOBAHUA HAPUCOBAAA YKPAMHCKIH 1 pep—

. Sgte

poccuiickuii paaru u Hanucasa «Poccus maroc Yipanna — 310 Apy3esa». [logemy ona
3TO cAeAara? [ToToMy 9TO OHA CABIIIIAAA AOMA, €H OBIAO 7 AET B TOT MOMEHT, HAIITY
POAUTEABCKYIO ITO3HITHIO. MBI € MyKeM BCETAA OOCYKAAAU TEMY BOMHBI AOMa. A TAE
HaMm errie ee o0cyxAaTh? He Ha yAuIie e, He B Marasuue, TAe, B IIPUHIINIIE, HEAB3A
IIPOM3HOCUTD CAOBO “BOITHA”. MBI OOCYKAQAM BCIO 9Ty HCTOPUIO AOMa. Sl roBopuaa
AOYEPH, ECAU THI TAE-TO YCABIIIIHIIb, YTO OYAYT TOBOPUTH, YTO YKPAUHIIBI IIAOXHE,
YTO YKPAHHIIBI HA HAC HAITAAU, YTO YKPAHHIIBI — 3TO 3A0, HUKOIAA 3TOMY HE Bepb. S
el TOBOPHAQ, YTOOBI OHA HHUKOTAA HE BEPHAA 3TUM pacckaszam. Sl eif mokasana, Kak
BBITASIAUIT YKPAHHCKUH (DAAT, f CKa3aAd, 9TO B 9TOM HET HHYEIO IIAOXOIO, IIOTOMY
YTO TOTAQ Y/KE 3AIIPEIAAH BCE YKPAMHCKUE IBETA, TOAYOOM U KEATBIH OBIAH ITOA
sarrperom. M ona HaprcoBaAa TakoW pUCYHOK HA YPOKE PHCOBAHHSA, Y HUX ObIAQ
cBOOOAHAA TeMa. 3AECh MOMKHO CKa3aTh CAOBA OAATOAAPHOCTH YIHTEABHHIIE, IIOTOMY
YTO OHA HE CTAAA IIOKA3BIBATH 9TO KOMY-TO €IIe B IIKOAE, Kak B mcTopun Mariru u
Anekcess Mockaaesprx. Harrra yunreapanma tak He caeaasa. OHa MHE OTAQAQ 9TOT
PHCYHOK U IIOIIPOCHAA CIPATATH €O KYAA-HUOYAB ITOAAABIIIE. AABACHHE IIO IIOBOAY
ITOCEIIEHHUH MATPUOTHIECKUX 3aHATUH IIPOAOAKAAO HApACTaTh. S| IpuHAAa pereHue,

91O g 3a6Hpa}o AOYb U3 IIKOABI, I OHA IICPEXOAUT HA AOMAIITHEE O6y‘I€HI/I€.

My daughter drew the Ukrainian and Russian flags during an art lesson at school
and wrote “Russia plus Ukraine are friends.” Why did she do it? Because she had heard
our parental position at home; she was 7 years old at the time. My husband and I always
discussed the war at home. Where else were we supposed to discuss it? Not on the
street, not in a store, where you basically aren’t allowed to even say the word “war.” We
discussed the whole situation at home. I told my daughter: if you hear someone say
that Ukrainians are bad, that Ukrainians attacked us, or that Ukrainians are evil—never
believe it. I told her never to believe those stories. I showed her what the Ukrainian
flag looks like and told her there was nothing wrong with it, because back then they
were already banning all Ukrainian colors; blue and yellow were effectively prohibited.

She drew this picture during an art lesson where they had a free choice
of topic. I should express my gratitude to the teacher here, because she didn’t
show it to anyone else at school, unlike what happened in the story of Masha
and Alexey Moskalev. Our teacher didn’t do that. She gave the drawing back
to me and asked me to hide it somewhere far away. However, the pressure
regarding attendance at patriotic classes continued to grow. I made the decision

to withdraw my daughter from school and switch her to homeschooling;




Ania




Yerkn. Vx moasapuaa mae mama. Sl He TO 9TOOBI OY€Hb CHABHO PEAUTHO3HBII Prayer beads. My mother gave them to me. I’'m not exactly a very religious person—

uerosek. Ckopee Het. S Bepro B TO, 9TO €CTh KaKag-TO BHICIIAA CHAA, KOTOPAS mostly not, actually. I just believe there’s some kind of higher power out there—something
CIIPABEAAUBASA M HAA BCEMH HAMU HAOATOAAET I KOMY-TO YTO-TO AA€T, ¥ KOIO- just—that watches over all of us, giving to some and taking from others. It makes life

TO 4TO-TO 3a0upaer. Mue tak nporne xuth. [Ipore Beputs B TO, aT0 Bor easier for me. It’s easier to believe that God exists than to think there’s nothing else

€CTh, YEM B TO, YTO HUKAKOIO TaM AAABIIIE IIPOAOAKEeHHA He OyAaer. Koraa mme beyond this. When I’'m feeling really down, I say a prayer and it makes things easier. Maybe
OYEHB IIAOXO, fl YUTAIO MOAUTBY M MHE CTAHOBHTCA IIpoiie. To A 3TO Takoi it’s just a way of dealing with stress. Although, why am I making excuses? I believe in God.

cr10co0 60pBOBI co cTpeccom. XoT, 9To A N3BUHAIOCH? Sl Bepro B bora.

YerkH - 9T0 €AUHCTBEHHAA BEIIb, KOTOPAA Y MEHA OCTaAach OT Mambl. OHU He
HECYT HUKAKON IIPAKTUIECKON IIEHHOCTH. DTO ITPOCTHIE YeTKUE u3 AepeBa. AepeBo
KAaKOEe-TO IIEHHOE, HO HE CyTh. DTO HU YKPAIIICHNsA, HH IIPEAMETHI HHTEpbepa. To
€CTh, ThI HE BO3BMEIIDb KyAA-TO HA BBIXOA. DTO IIPOCTO BEIIb, KOTOPAA HECET €
coboii mamATh. C HUMM CBA3aHA HHTEPECHAA, IIOYTH MUCTHYIECKAS HCTOPHA.

Koraa MeI yixe permmmam, 91o yesxaeM B AMEpPHKY, MHE IIPHCHHACA cOH. MHe

peaxo cuarca cupl. Mue npucamaacs Mmama. OHa ITAakasa 1 roBOpuAa: “AHdA, BO3BMU

meHA B Amepuxy”’. S He 3HAAQ, 9TO 3TO TAKOE, YTO OHA MEHSA IIPOCHAA CACAATH,

A He noHAAa. [TerTaracs HHTEPIPETHPOBATH CaMa, Y PA3HBIX AIOACH CIIPAIIIMBAAA,
YTO 9TO MOKET CAEAATD.Y IICHXOAOTOB, Y 330TE€PHKOB, ¥ BEPYIOIINX AroAeH. Bee
TOBOPHAH pasHbIe Bemu. Sl MOHAAQ, UTO 5TO YHCTO MOSl HCTOPHSA, M MHE HaAO
CaMOI IIPUHATD PEIIEHHE, 9TO 9TO AAA MeHs. [ f IToHAAa, 9TO MHE HY/KHO B3ATh
KaKyIO-TO BEIIb, KOTOPasA OYAET O Hell HAITOMHHATH. k1 BOT f pernmaa B3ATh YETKH.
DTO EAMHCTBEHHOE, 9TO BCE, YTO OCTAAOCH OT MOCH MaMBbl, XOTS HET, KOHCIHO,

MHOT'O BOCIIOMHHAHHIM, Ky9a BCETO XOPOIIIETO, TO, YTO A IIOMHIO O HEI.

The prayer beads are the only thing I have left of my mother’s. They have
no practical value. They’re just simple wooden beads. The wood is supposedly
valuable, but that’s not the point. They aren’t jewelry or home decor; it’s
not like you’d wear them out somewhere. It’s simply an object that carries
memory. There’s an interesting, almost mystical story connected to them.

When we had already decided that we were moving to America, I had a dream.
I rarely dream, but I dreamed of my mother. She was crying and saying, “Anya,
take me to America.” I didn’t know what it was or what she was asking me to do;
I didn’t understand. I tried to interpret it myself and asked all sorts of people
what it could mean—psychologists, esoterics, and religious people. Everyone said
different things. I realized that this was strictly my own story, and I had to decide
for myself what it meant to me. I understood that I needed to take an object that
would remind me of her. So, I decided to take the rosary. It’s the only thing—the
only physical thing—Ieft of my mother. Although, no, that’s not quite right; of

course, there are many memories, a ton of good things I remember about her.



Vika

He Op1A0 ormyImenue, 9ro s ye3:kar0 HABCETAQ.
D10 6B1A KOHEIT 2022-TO TOAA, 1 OBIAO TOHUMAHUE,
YTO KEAE3HOTO 3aHABECA HET, H, ECAU YTO-TO HYAHO,
BCEIA2 MOKHO HAITH KOTO-TO, KTO IIPUBE3ET HYKHYIO
Berb. Ecan BAPyT 4 OyAy cuabHO Hy)xAaTBCA. [ToaTomy
A B3fAQ CBOIO AFOOMMYIO YaIlleyKy, U3 KOTOPOIT
kode Bceraa mbro. OaHa Kpyxedka u Be€. M cerma

B3AAQ, 9TO OBIAO CAMOE TAABHOE HA TOT MOMEHT.

I didn’t feel like I was leaving forever. It was the
end of 2022, and there was this sense that the “Iron
Curtain” wasn’t there anymore—that if you really needed
something, you could always find someone to bring it to
you. If T ever felt a desperate need for it. So, I just took
my favorite little cup, the one I always drink my coffee
from. One little mug, and that was it. And I took my son,

who was the most important thing at that moment.

CAMOE ﬂ,OPO rOE B3S1/1A

C COBOM

BE3 OBPATHOIO

BUJIETA

MNOKA TAK...

© COLOMBO AIRPORT HOMESTAY, SRI LANE
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V MeHd BCA CeMbA PEIIPECCHPOBAHHAA OBIAA, Y My#Ka TOke. M 1rpocTo 310 Bee onATh
roBTopsercs. Bce oano u 1o xe. V Mens npeakn ObiAm Kymramu. FIx B peBoArornmro
packyAaaunam, ecrectBeHHO. Beex yamuatoxman. [TotoM y 6aOyIIKkm Myxa IOCaAHAH,
BHAHMO, II0 AOHOCY, IIOTOMY 9ITO IIO3AHEE MBI IIOAYIHAN AOKYMEHT O TOM, YTO OH yMEp B
KakoM-TO Aarepe. [To3zke HaM yAAAOCH BBIAACHHTE, ITO, OKa3bIBACTCA, OH HE IIPOCTO yMEP
B AQrepe, a 9TO €r0 PACCTPEAAAH, YTO OH B KAKOM-TO CIIEITIIOAPAZACACHUHN CAYKHA, H 3TO
IIOAPA3AEACHHE BOODIIIE Bce yHIUTORKUAO. Kakasg-To ouens temuas ucropud. Ho B cembe
MBI HIKOTAQ 9TO HE OOCY/KAAAN. A IIOCKOABKY i MOAYATD HE YMCIO U OOA3ATEABHO TAC-
HUOYAB BBICKAKYCh, TO 5 TAK IIOHAAQ, ITO MHE-TO TOKE KaK OBbI TyT HEOE30IaCHO. Y MyKa
TO 1€ camoe. Ero mpeakos BooOIIIe cocaaan Ha BedHOe ItoceAenue B Cubupb, 1 BCex TyT
PACKYAQYHAH, TIOACEMBH YHIITOKUAK. OHH OBIAM CTAPOBEPEL, U 13-32 9TOrO (PaKTa TaM
MHOTO Y€ro HEXOPOIIIEro IPOUCXOANAO. Harrra cembs mpoTecTanThl, 1 Ha MyKa OBIAN
ronenwus, 1 n3dusasu. [To moanTIaeckoit gacTero ToxKe npotus Ilyruna, IpoTHB BOMHEL.

[Ipocro y Hac, He 3HAIO, OYEHD OITACHO, OYECHD CAOKHO OBIAO AAABIIIE KUTD 3ACCh.

My entire family was repressed—my husband’s, too. It’s as if it’s all just repeating
itself. Everything is exactly the same. My ancestors were merchants. During the
revolution, they were “de-kulakized,” naturally. Everyone was destroyed. Later,
my husband’s grandfather was imprisoned, likely due to someone reporting him,
because we eventually received a document stating he had died in some camp.

We later managed to find out that he didn’t just die in the camp—nhe was executed.
He had served in some special unit, and that entire unit was wiped out. It’s a very dark
story. But in our family, we never discussed it. And since I don’t know how to keep
quiet and will definitely speak out somewhere, I realized it simply wasn’t safe for me
there. It’s the same for my husband. His ancestors were exiled to Siberia for life, their
property was seized, and half the family was destroyed. They were Old Believers, and
because of that, many terrible things happened. Our family are Protestants; my husband
faced persecution and was even beaten. Politically, too—against Putin, against the war.

It was just... I don’t know, it was very dangerous and very difficult to keep living there.



[TpoTecTaHTCKUX IPYIII B HAITIEM TOPOAC¥, Ha CAMOM A€A€, AOCTATOYHO
MHOTO. DTO aABEHTHCTBI, 9TO OAITUCTBI PA3AUYHBIC, IIATHACCATHUKI. TO eCTh
BCE IIPO HUX CABIIIAAH, Bce IIpo Hux 3HaroT. Hy ecrectBeHHO, OTHOIIICHIE
IIPaBOCAABHOM IIEPKBH K HIM OAHO3HAYHOE - 9TO CekTa. Hy B Kako#-T0 MOMEHT
ObIAA KAKASA-TO OTTEIIEAB, i OHH XOPOIIIO OTHOCHANCH. [ToTOM mpaBuTeAbCTBO
HAYAAO AABUTH IIPOTECTAHTCTBO HA KOPHIO. BBIIYCTHAN 3aKOHBI, 3aITPEIAFOIIIe
rOBOPHUTH O bore 1 BCTpedaTsest B pa3AHYHBIX 3aAaX, IIOMEIICHUAX, CHIMATb
Berpeun. Ham sanpernan, o dpaxry, coopanus. 3akon “fposoir”™* zanperaer
IIPOIIOBEAOBATDH Ha YAHUIAX. A TEIEPh 3AIIPETHAU AAXKE AOMA IIPAKTUKOBATD.

To ecTb €CAM KTO-TO IIPUAET, HCHAACIKHBIH YCAOBEK, HA COOPAHHE AQKE MAACHBKOM
IPYIIIBL, OH MOKET HAIIHICATH AOHOC 1 BCEX 3arpedyT, B TIOpbMY mocaadt. Hy ceiiaac
e He ToAbKO mportectanTsl. Cefraac, u CBuaerean EroBer, n MycyAbMaH TOXE B

KaKOM-TO CMBICAE “IipeccyroT”’. Bee, uro He mpaBocaaBHOE, 5TO BCe HE JTOAHO.

*Kpymusti ropoa B Cubupu

** Vimeercs sBuay «l laker ApoBoit», komriaeke n3 AByx deaeparbabix 3akoHOB (Ne 374-D3 u 375-D3), npuasareix 8 2016 roAy
¢ TeppopusmoM. OH OOA3BIBACT OIIEPATOPOB CBAH 1 MHTEPHET-KOMITAHUI XPAHUTH AAHHBIE ITOAB3OBaTEACH (3BOHKHI, SMS, ¢
MECHAIICB U IIPEAOCTABAATD HX CIICIICAYKOAM. 3AKOH TAKKE PACIIIPHA ITOAHOMOYHUSA IPABOOXPAHUTECABHBIX OPIaHOB, CYIIICCTBE
HAA PEAUTHO3HON ACATEABHOCTBIO B Poccuu, BBEAA IIOHATHE KMHUCCHOHEPCKAS ACATEABHOCTE» M OIPAHIYNB MECTa €€ IPOBEAEH

Actually, there are quite a lot of Protestant groups in our city* — Adventists,
various Baptists, Pentecostals. Everyone has heard of them; everyone knows they’re
there. Naturally, the Orthodox Church’s stance toward them is clear-cut: they are
seen as a “sect.” There was a period of a “thaw” where they were treated okay,
but then the government began to crush Protestantism at its roots. They passed
laws that forbid talking about God, meeting in various halls or venues, or filming
services. We were effectively banned from holding assemblies. The “Yarovaya Law”**
prohibits street preaching, and now they’ve even banned practicing at home.

It means that if an unreliable person comes to a meeting—even a small group—
they can file a report, and everyone will be rounded up and thrown in prison. And
it’s not just Protestants now. Currently, Jehovah’s Witnesses and Muslims are also

being “pressed” in a sense. Anything that isn’t Orthodox is considered unwelcome.

<’ (Wikipedia), a set of two federal laws (No. 374-FZ and 375-FZ) passed in Russia in 2016, ostensibly to combat
ns operators and internet companies to store user data—such as calls, SMS, messages, and traffic—for up to

n to special services. The law also expanded the powers of law enforcement, significantly tightening control
ing the legal concept of “missionary activity” and strictly limiting where it can take place.



Yaroslav

S B31A ¢ coboit dporto poanTeseit u kuiy. Epperickyro
KHUITy, IIOTOMY 9TO B MOCKBe, KOTAa fl JKUA, I OBIA YACHOM
OPTaHU3AIIH AAA EBPEHCKOH MOAOAEKH. TyAa MOKHO OBIAO
HIPHUITH ITOOOIMATHCA C EAMHOMBIIIIACHHHKAMH, IIPOCTO
paccAabnThCA, YTO-TO HHTEPECHOE Y3HATH, II0YNTaTh. I1po
dororpadun... D10 morapoua-cHuMKH. B aercBe s caoman
pPOAMTEABCKHIT TTOAAPOHA poTOATIIApaT, 310 ObiAM 90-¢
FOABI, KOTAA OH CTOHA HEPEAABHO MHOIO AcHer. CAoMan
CAYYAMHO, 1 OBIA MAACHBKUI 1 MHE OBIAO HHTEPECHO,

Kak TaM ycrpoeno. [lana ogens cHABHO pyrascs, a MaMa
ckasaaa:"Beipacrers-kynuis". 11 koraa s BeIpoc, st um
KYITIA.Y MOUX POAHTEAEIH AOMa OTPOMHOE KOAMYIECTBO
ITOAAPOUAHBIX CHHUMKOB, fl BEIOpaA a1tu ABa. OAHH, TA€ 4 C
OTIIOM, I APYTOI, TA€ fl C MATEPHIO MaAeHbKHI. [IpocTo xouy,
STOOBI OHI GEAE PAABITIKOM. HaBepHOE, 5TO KAK-TO CAHIIKOM [4h
ro-ueroBedecku. He 3Haro, A CEHTUMEHTAABHBIN YEAOBEK |
B 9TOM IAaHE. AAA MEHA MOS CEMbA U AIOAH, KOTOPBIC MHE

OAM3KH, OYEHb MHOI'O 3HAYAT, DTO MOU CIIOCOD He 3a0BIBATS.

I took photos of my parents and a kippah with me. A Jewish kippah, because when I lived in Moscow, I was a member of a Jewish
youth organization. It was a place where you could go to talk with like-minded people, just relax, learn something interesting, or read.

As for the photos... they are Polaroids. When I was a kid, I broke my parents’ Polaroid camera; this was back in the “90s when they cost an unreal
amount of money. I broke it by accident—I was little and just curious about how it worked inside. My dad was really angry, but my mom said,
“When you grow up, you’ll buy them a new one.” And when I grew up, I did. My parents have a huge number of Polaroid photos at home, but I
chose these two. One of me with my father, and another of me as a little boy with my mother. I just want them to be right there with me. Maybe

that’s a bit too “human” or sentimental, but for me, my family and the people close to me mean everything, This is my way of not forgetting.
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Invisible Luggage

Koasekmmmonupysa I'oaoca u Ilpeamers!

HaTepBBIO MPOBOAMANCH B OOIIECTBEHHBIX MECTAX
1AM OHAAIH. HexoToprle y9acTHUKN A€AHANCDH
AOKYMEHTAMH, CEMEHHBIMU (POTOTPpAdUAMI HAT
HEOOABIITIMHI HHCTPYMEHTAMH; APYTHE COXPAHAAN
AETCKHE UTPYIITKH MAM HACACACTBEHHBIE YKPAIIICHHA.
ITporecc AOKYyMEHTHPOBAHUA BKAFOYAA KAK YCTHBIE
CBHACTEABCTBA, TaKk U POTOrpadupOBAHIE — KaKAAS
OeceAa PasBOPAYUBAAACH KAK YACTHBIH PUTYAA IAMATH

V9aCTHUKOB MPHUTAAIITAAM PACCKA3ATH, YTO O3HAYAA
AASl HEIX 9TOT OOBEKT, KOTAQ OHH IIPUHAAN PEITICHIC
B3ATb €I0 C COOOI U U3MEHUAOCH AU €IO 3HAYECHUE
B M3rHAaHNM. B pe3yAbTaTe BO3HUK HE IIPOCTO apXUB
IIEPEMEITICHHBIX BEITEH, 4 KOAACKTUBHBIN HAPPATHB
YCTOMYHUBOCTH U COIIPOTUBAECHUA. DT CBUAETEABCTBA
ITOKa3BIBAIOT, KAK H3THAHUE APOOUT BPEMS: KaKABII
OOBEKT CTAHOBUTCHA MOCTOM MEKAY YTPAYEHHOMN
ITPOIIAOM KU3HBIO H HEOIIPEAECAEHHBIM HACTOSAIIIHM,
HeCA HEBUAUMYIO SMOITHOHAABHYIO TAKECTH, KOTOPYIO

HU OAMH YCMOA2H HC CIIOCODEH BMECTUTD.

Collecting Voices and Objects

The interviews were recorded in public places
or online. Some participants shared documents,
family photographs, or small tools; others held
on to children’s toys or inherited jewelry. The
process of documentation involved both oral
testimony and photography—each conversation
unfolding like a private ritual of remembering;
Participants were invited to describe what the object
meant to them, when they decided to take it, and whether
its meaning changed in exile. What emerged was not
merely an archive of displaced belongings, but a collective
narrative of resilience. These testimonies revealed how
exile fractures time: Each object serves as a bridge
between the lost past and uncertain present, carrying

invisible emotional weight that no suitcase could contain.
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Pusrraeckas HHCTAAAALINA COCTOUT U3 BEIABIKHBIX oo o
The physical installation is composed of

N

drawers salvaged from discarded furniture—chests,

31)

AIIAKOB, CIIACEHHBIX U3 BEIOPOIIICHHOH MeOeAr —

desks, bedside tables. Each drawer holds a collage

KOMOAOB, ITNCBbMCHHBIX CTOAOB, IIPUKPOBATHBIX TYM6.

b S

of photographs, fragments of text, and replicated

e

KaKABII AIUIK COAEPAKUAT KOAAQK U3 poTOrpadpmii,

3=

1

objects based on participants’ stories. Red threads

parMeHTOB TEKCTOB U PEIIAHK OO'BEKTOB, OCHOBAHHBIX
HA MCTOPUAX yIACTHUKOB. KpacHble HUTH IIPOXOAAT . . )
weave through the installation, connecting the
CKBO3b MHCTAAAAITUIO, COCAUHSAS SIIIKH, KAK BEHBI HAN ) . . L .
drawers like veins or lifelines, binding disparate
AVMHUNU XKU3HU, CBA3bIBAS pa3pO3HCHHBI€ HCTOpI/II/I B . . . .
’ histories into one fragile whole. On the floor,
OAHO xpymkoe reaoe. Ha moay mocernrean Berpedaror . . ..
visitors encounter drawers filled with the original
AIUKY, HAITOAHEHHBIE OPUTHTHAABHBIME (poTOrpacpuamu )
’ photographs and handwritten excerpts from the
nu pyKOHI/ICHbIMI/I BbIACp)KKaMI/I n3 I/IHTepBBI’O. I/IX . .
interviews. They are encouraged to open, touch,
IIPUTAAIIAFOT OTKPBIBATD, TPOIATh U YU TATH — 3TO o
’ and read—an invitation to cross the threshold
IIPUTAAIIICHNE TIEPECEYb IPAHD MEKAY HAOAIOAATEAEM . )
between observer and witness. Surrounding the
1 cBHAETEACM. BOKPYT HHCTAAAALINHN 3BYYUT 3BYKOBas
assemblage, a soundscape plays fragments of
CpeAa, BKAFOUAroIas oparMeHThl 3aIIHCAHHBIX TOAOCOB , ,
’ ’ recorded voices, layered with pauses, breaths, and
HCPCHACTéHHbIC C Hay33MI/I, BAOXaMH 11 TI/II_HI/IHOI‘/‘I. . . . .
silences. The result is not a lineatr narrative but

B pesyapTaTe Bo3HHKAET HE AMHEHHBIA PACCKa3, 4 .
a polyphonic chorus of loss and endurance.

roAndoHmIecKas CMMMOHHA YIPATH B CTOMKOCTH.




Mexay AokymeHTamuen

u MckyccrBom

IIpoexrt Invisible Luggage crpemurcs
HE CTOABKO HAAFOCTPHPOBATH IIPOOAEMEIL
BBIHY}KACHHON MHTPALHH, CKOABKO CO3AQTDH
IIPOCTPAHCTBO BCTPEYH — MECTO, TAC 3PUTEAD
MOJKET OIIYTUTh TAKTHABHOCTD ITAMATH U
XPYIIKOCTB 9yBCTBA TpUHAAAEKHOCTH. OH
CTaBUT BOIIPOC O TOM, YTO OCTAETCA, KOTAA AOM
YIPa4nUBaACTCA: YTO MOKHO YAEPKATh, COXPAHUTH B

IIaMATH 1 IICPCAATH AAABITIC.

MHCTAAAITHA OTKPBIBACT AHAAOT MEKAY
BH3YaABHBIM HCKYCCTBOM M AHTPOIIOAOTHCH,
MEKAY AOKYMEHTHPOBAHHEM M SMIIaTHel. B
KOHIIE KOHIIOB, MHTPAIUA — 3TO HE TOABKO
IeOIOANTHYIECKNN (DAKT, HO U TAYOOKO
YEAOBEUECKOE COCTOAHHE, HCTOPHSA, KOTOPAs
IIPOAOAKAET IHCATHCA — OOBEKT 32 OOBEKTOM,

TOAOC 32 TOAOCOM, AIIMHUK 32 AIITHUKOM.

Between Testimony and Art

Invisible Luggage seeks not to illustrate
suffering but to create a space of encounter—
where the audience can experience the tactility
of memory and the fragility of belonging. It
questions what remains when the home is gone:

what can be held, remembered, and transmitted.

The installation is opening a dialogue
between visual art and anthropology, between
documentation and empathy. Migration, after all,
is not only a geopolitical fact but a deeply human
condition—a story that continues to be written,

one object, one voice, one drawer at a time
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