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“Away, away, says hate. “Closer, closer,” says love.
Fean-Luc Godard
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PHMmckuin MNopTperT, XXI Bek

Ha cBeTe cyacTbA HET, HO eCTb MOKOU M BOJIA
AnekcaHgp MNywkKnH

B 1524 rogy HeKkuiA NCKoBCKUin ctapel, no nmerHn Ounadeinn otnpasmn
MOCKOBCKOMY KHA3t0 Bacunuio Ill UBaHOBMYY NMCbMO, B KOTOPOM
06bABUN KHA3A HAacNeAHUKOM nmnepaTtopa KoHcTaHTnHa Benunkoro,

a ero KHAXecTBo TpeTbMm Pumom nocne Puma aHTnYHOro - Puma
HOMep oAuH, U KOHCTaHTMHONONA, ero HacneaHuKa - Puma Homep gga.
MockBa, Takmm 06pa3om, 06bABNAANACh AUHCTBEHHBIM NPEEMHUKOM
JYyXOBHOro Hacneamna Busantum. Mexagy npounm B nucbme ctapua

B OCHOBHOM rOBOPUSIOCb O KPECTHOM 3HaMeHUN 1 npobneme
My>KeJioXeCTBa.

Ho ¢ tex nop KoHuenuna MockBa - Tpetun Pum 3axBatmna mHorue
YMbl, U XOTA 3Ta MMMepckKas ngesa 60romsbpaHHOCTN PyccKOro Hapogaa
W roCyfapCTBa NPUHAANEXNT LIeNIMKOM PENINTUN 1 NONIUTUKE,
HEeKOTOpble MePEeHOCAT ee Ha FOPOA 1 ero yCTPONCTBO - Ha MocKBy.

B coBeTcKoe BpeMs KOoHLenuusa 6bina y BNacTy HEMOMYsApHa, XOTA C
COAOMMeEl COBETCKas BacTb akTMBHO 60ponach, a KpeCTHOe 3HaMeHne
6bl10 NpakTNyecky 3anpetyeHo. OgHaKo B HOBYIO POCCUIACKYHO SMOXY
naen BepHynacb, npuyem ¢ BusaHtumen, BTopbim PUMom, y pacTyLuen
MMnepnn pa3BepHynach HelyTo4yHaA 6opbba Ha PeNMrMo3Hom rnone.

PviM HOMep onH U3BECTEH PUMCKUM CKYNbNTYPHbLIM MOPTPETOM -
TOYHbIM, MOAPOOHBIM, PEANINCTUYHBIM C/TEMKOM KUBOTO KOHKPETHOMO
yenosekKa. PMCKMIA MOpPTpeT, K cYacTblo, HEMao COXPaHMBLUNIACA, B
Macce fiaeT Ham npeacTaBneHre o Pume HaceneHHoM. Ero ropoxaHe
- NloAn B OCHOBHOM BOJIEBbBIE, FEPONYECKOTO CKNAaAa, KOTOPbIN Y
COBPEMEHHUKOB MOXHO HabntoaaTb B Muax Urpokos GyTo6onbHOM
Squadra Azzurra, BbIUrpbiBatoLLel YeMNUoHaT Mrpa no ¢yToéony.

B Hauane yuemnnoHaTa 3TO NPOCTO C/TyYanHas Warka ronH1KOB,
CcobpaHHbIX NoA UTanbAHCKUM dnarom, a B drHane Henobegumble
pUMCKUe nernoHepsl.

Opuin ABBakymos / Yuri Avvakumov

B nopTpeTe pumMnAaHe OKa3alincb 6onblue AemMoKpatamMu, 4em
ydpeauntTenn oeMoKpaTnn rpekun, KOTopbiX YaCTHblE YepPTbl JiLa He
BOJIHOBa/I BOBCE, BEPHEE, rpeveckmne XyaoxKHUKN CnJ1iaBNAnnm 3Ttn

~

yepTbl B €ANHbBIN “cObUpaTenbHbIN” 06pas3.



Bonsa, nposaBneHHasa B pMCKOM CKY/IbNTYPHOM NOPTPETe, OCTaeTcA

B HeM Kak [IHK, HecmoTpsa Ha nepuofbl MO3epCcTBa, Pa3Bpara,
NOPOYHOCTN, CTAPOCTU 1 T.4. Korga npuxoant Bpems, BCE 3T0
cobpaHue, BCA 3Ta ToNNa, BeCb 3T0T cbpop AsrycTos, lOnves, Knasaues,
Onasunes, AHapraHoB 1 CeBEPOB, CKOHLEHTPUPOBAHHDIN B ranepee
6t0cTOB My3ed BaTrkaHa, MOXeT NOCTPOUTLCA B KOFOPTY 1 3aBOeBaThb
nonMmupa.

Tenepb, M1HYA KOHOGOpPUecKnii PM HOMep [Ba, NepeHecemca B
Pum Homep Tpu. 20031 rog - Hayano Beka u ToicaveneTna. Mocksa -
ropoa-umnepus. MNosagm “nuxmne” 1990e. Bo Bnactn HoBbIN Npe3ngeHT,
W HUKTO ellle NpeanosaraeT, YTo OH ByeT NpaBuTb 19 NeT, Kak
nmnepaTop TpasH, @ MOXeT ObITb U AoNbLue - 31 rof, Kak KOHCTaHTUH
Benukun.

B MockBe 8 npaBoC/iaBHbIX MOHACTbIpen, 680 XpaMoB 1

YacoBeH. 3aKaHUYMBalOTCA YeUeHCKME BOMHbI. XOQOPKOBCKUIA

elle Ha cBobopie. MocKBa naceT TyUHbIX KOPOB YFNEBOLOPOAHOMN
SKOHOMMKM. Yepes nATb NeT oHM 6yayT cbefieHbl 06LeMMpoBbIM
Kpur3ncom. A noka B ropofie OTKpbIBAOTCA 6y TUKM 1 ronbd-Kyobl,
YCTPanBaoTCA POCKOLUHbIE BEYEPUHKI, PACTYT NEHCUU, HA CTPOIKax
AeCATUMUWIITIIOHHOIO ropoAa, Kak coobLaeT Mmapus, paboTtaeTt
MWJIIOH CTpOUTeNen. ..

Boobpa3unTb B MOCKBe NepBbIX PUMJIAH HEBO3MOXHO - 34€eCb AJ1A
HUX XONOAHO M HNUKTO He FOBOPUT Ha NaTbiHW. Y TpeTbero Puma

cBoA pusrnoHomusA. Ecnm oTMeTUTb ee oHMM CTOBOM, TO CJIOBOM-
cocTosiHMeM ByaeT B OT/IMUMe OT BOMU - MOKOM. JIvLia MOCKBUYen B
¢doTonoptpetax [eHunca JleTbeTTepa CNOKOWHbI M HE CYETNUBbI, Kak
nvua Noaen Ha yIMYHOM nepexofe, OXnaaloLwWwmnx, Koraa 3aXkeTca
3€e/1eHbI CBET - JaXKe eC/IN CNeLLLb, HY>KHO »KAaTb NoKa npoeayT
MaLwmnHbl. OHM He cOBMpPaIOTCA Ha AEMOHCTPALINIO NPOTMB BNACTy, He
Noxoxu Ha ¢yT60NbHbIX GaHATOB, 3TN “PYyCCKMUE He XOTAT BOVHbI',
OHU He CTAXKaTenn U He MUcCcMoHepbl. OHM BEPAT, UTO Y HUX YyAeCHbIM
06pa3oM Bce Brepeau - rae-To TaM, B TYHHesle YepHOro o0beKTrBa
aMepuKaHckoro poTtorpada.

B cnyyariHoi BbIGOPKe 13 90 YINUYHbIX MOPTPETOB MO CTAaTUCTUKE
[OJKHO 6bITb 5 racTapbanTepoB, 9 CTPOUTESNIEN U CTONBKO »Ke ree. - HO
Kak nx HanTn, @unaden? EcTb No KpanHel Mepe OaviH apXUTEKTOP -
3T0 A. Mbl BCe XxeMm, Korga 3aroputca 3e/1eHbll CBET, U eLLe He 3HaeMm,
uto cBeTodOopbI B 3TOM PriMe BbILAK 13 CTPOA.

lOpuin ABBakymoB 2018

A Roman Portrait, 21st Century

There is no bappiness on earth, but there is peace and free will
Alexander Pushkin

In 1524, a monk from Pskov by the name of Filofey sent a letter to Moscow’s
Grand Prince Vasily the Third, proclaiming him the heir to Emperor Constan-
tine the Great, and naming his principality Rome the Third, (preceded

by Ancient Rome — the first Rome, and by Constantinople — the second
Rome). Moscow thus became the one and only successor to Byzantium’s
spiritual heritage. Of note, is that the letter was devoted primarily to the
topics of sodomy and the sign of the cross.

From then on, the idea of Moscow being the third Rome, captivated many
minds. And while the imperialistic belief that Russians and the Russian state
are the chosen people, without a doubt comes from religion and politics, some
lay it at the feet of the city of Moscow itself and its inner workings.

During the Soviet era, the notion was frowned upon by authorities, although
sodomy was rigorously persecuted, and anything to do with the sign of the
cross, all but forbidden. But in the new Russian era, the idea that Moscow is
Rome the Third has once again gained favor. What’s more, the growing em-
pire has begun to wage a serious war against Byzantium — the second Rome,
based on religious principles.

Rome the First is known for its sculptural portraiture — its precise, detailed,
realistic interpretations of a concrete, living person. These fortunately fairly
well preserved Roman portraits, collectively give us a good guess at what an-
cient Rome’s inhabitants might have been like — mostly strong-willed and of
a heroic build, characteristics that can still be observed today in the faces of
Squadra Azzurra, the Italian soccer team, as they win the World Cup. This
team, which at the beginning of a championship resembles a mob of misfits
with an Italian flag, in the finale undergoes a metamorphosis and becomes

a squadron of invincible seeming Roman legionnaires.

When it comes to portraiture, the Romans turned out to be more democratic
than the founders of democracy, the Greeks, who were entirely unconcerned
with individual facial features. To be precise, Greek artists simply melded
various distinctive features into one collective image.



The will of the Romans, as evidenced by their sculptural portraits, is part of
their DNA, despite the periods of posturing, debauchery, viciousness, aging etc.
When the time comes, this entire gathering, this crowd, this brood of Augus-
tuses, Juliuses, Claudiuses, Flaviuses, Adrians, and Severuses, now on display
in the Vatican’s gallery of sculptures, will bring itself into formation and con-
quer half the world.

And now, skipping over the iconoclastic Rome number two, let’s fast-forward
to Rome number three, at the beginning of the new century, the new millen-
nium, the year 2003, Moscow, the empire-city. Behind us are the reckless 1990s.
A new president is in power, and no one can yet guess that he’s going to rule
for 19 years, like emperor Trojan, and perhaps even longer, for 3ryears, like
Constantine the Great.

Moscow has eight functioning Russian Orthodox Monasteries and 680
churches and chapels. The Chechen wars are coming to an end. Khodorkovsky
is still

a free man. Moscow is prime pasture for the fat bulls of the hydrocarbon econ-
omy. In five years, they will be slaughtered by the world economic crisis. But in
the meantime, high-end boutiques and golf clubs are opening up everywhere,
lavish parties are being thrown, pensions are increasing, and City Hall informs
us that there are a million construction workers laboring on construction sites
in this tens of millions city...

Imagining the first Romans in Moscow is impossible. It’s too cold and no one
speaks Latin. Rome the Third has its own physiognomy. It can be described
in one word, quite the opposite of free will — peace.

The faces of Moscovites in Dennis Letbetter’s photo portraits are tranquil
and unhurried, the faces of people waiting for a green light at a crosswalk —
even if you're in a hurry, you have to wait for the cars to pass. These people
aren’t going to an anti-government demonstration, they don’t look like soccer
fans, these Russians don’t want a war, they’re neither money-grubbers, nor
missionaries. They believe that everything is still magically ahead of them,
somewhere in the black tunnel of an American photographer’s camera lens.

Statistically speaking, in a group of 9o random street portraits, there should be
five migrant workers, nine construction workers, and as many homosexuals.
But how do you spot them, Filofey? There is at least one architect — me. We’re
all waiting for a green light, and don’t yet know that all the traffic lights in this

Yuri Avvakumov 2018
translation Irina Gutkin



Man, Five Points Manhattan

Paul Strand 1916

Lineaments of Light

T would wish my portraits to be of the people, not like them
Lucian Freud

Though I am an inveterate voyeur, faces are my main fascination. Each of us
is captivated by them from the freshest age. Babies are drawn to their moth-
er’s eyes. Lovers are transfixed by the look of their beloved. Our survival
depends upon our ability to read faces. As with many people, I love looking
at strangers in cafes. As much as my eyes might like to linger, I memorize fac-
es from a glance. This helps avoid being caught with a stare and inducement
of the comment, “If you like it so much, why don’t you take a picture?” The
portraits here exist in partial to surfeit myself with the visage of others. It is
a privilege to look into all of these eyes at leisure. This is not, as in cinema,

a breaking of the fourth wall. Here the gaze is the intention.

These are portraits taken on the streets of Moscow in 2003. Unfortunately,
they only include the willing. Most people declined to have their photo-
graph taken when approached, as I believe I might. Generally older people
refused, and women more often than men. Encountering subjects on the
street broaches the near predatory, in the sense of wanting something from
the subject that they neither need nor expectation of offering. It requires a
gentle treatment. Being examined by a foreigner through a camera lens could
well be unpleasant — I could be perceived as being in an ascendant position.

The unemotive expressions of city dwellers is an aloofness they have de-
veloped in order to remain anonymous. The distracting experience of being
pulled from the flow of their trajectories results in a temporary vulnerability,
in which the subject softens for just a moment to reveal an inimitable indi-
viduality. Connecting on the street with strangers helped deepen my under-
standing of Muscovites beyond my circle of friends.

There are several kinds of official portrait galleries: the FBI's Most Wanted
displays in government buildings, executive portraits in corporate lobbies,
high school yearbooks, the victim records of the Khmer Rouge regime, im-
ages of those missing from 9 /11 pinned to cyclone fences, or the mug shots
of the women of the Montgomery bus boycott. Too many of these galleries
are tragic. My portraits are gentle quotidian images of people getting on
with their lives, with no evidence of either fortune or misfortune.



I am forever left wondering about the lives of those whom I have photo-
graphed, not only about their jobs and passions but their inner selves.

Each portrait is a story: some offer a melancholy, a few approach the edge of
revealing a profound gentleness. Which one is an engineer, which is an
architect? The students seem obvious, but what are they studying, and how
do they apply themselves? Which ones are confident, which are timid?

A couple of them I suspect have been imprisoned. One has sacrificed an
affective relationship to take care of an ailing mother. Two of them seem like
ballet dancers. There are abusers and the abused. I imagine their relation-
ships, their loves, their loves lost. Do they live for music, their family, games,
physics, television, whisky, food, sculpting, painting, reading, a lazy Sunday,
a good joke, a hot meal?

It is impossible to avoid such speculation. We constantly make suppositions
about others, knowing they are likely wrong. How many are still alive?

I could rarely if ever again encounter these people in this city of 12 million
inhabitants.

Our faces, in 33 milliseconds, intuitively mirror the expression of those we
encounter, a survival instinct that informs us of their attitude and intent.
There is so much learned from a face. We cannot read botoxed faces. Sadly,
those with altered faces deprive themselves of both the signals, and the re-
sponses, that their facial muscles send to their brains.

Can we accurately take measure of a person from a single image?

Richard Avedon expressed a lack of interest in photographing the smooth
faces of the young, preferring a complex, lived-in face. There is a notion that
people, over time, develop the faces they have earned or deserve.

Are we shaped by how others react to the faces we were innocently born
with? I can be surprised by the reflection of my face in a mirror. My natural,
relaxed expression can seem to me severe and unkind when in fact, I fancy
myself as warm and welcoming. We are naturally attracted to domed brows
in other animals. How could we possibly discern amongst a pod of smiling
dolphins which one of them might be a gossiping, philandering, troublemak-
er? The most sinister, wrinkled face of a bat might harbor the gentlest, most
magnanimous of souls.

I remain transfixed by the idea that portraits are created by focusing the light
waves reflected from the subject’s faces directly onto film. The physics of
light draws the image. There is a direct physical connection between these
people, as they appeared one day in 2003, and our eyes today. Looking at the
reproductions on these pages we engage in time travel at the speed of light.

“Sergei Eisenstein solution to the lack of any real evidence of communal
spirit,” wrote essayist David Trotter, “was to imagine solidarity as something

that happens in the flesh, but at a remove, telegraphically.”

Maybe these portraits offer that spirit.

Dennis Letbetter 2018
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