B JETCTBE 4 bbIJl MbIIIIbIO B ISEHCKOM B ocnose nHCcTa/uisnum — UCTOPUST MBIIIH, IIPUYMaHHAS MHOU
MOHACTDBIPE KOT/Z[a-TO.

«OHAKIBI, 3TO OBUIO OYEHD JABHO, MBIIIb 3AJ1€371a B MUCKY
OZIHOTO CTAPOTO MOHAXa, B KOTOPOM JE€XaJl OTPOMHBIA KyCOK
(ppaHIy3CKOTO CBIpA C HENMOBTOPHUMBIM, OOKECTBEHHBIM 3aIla-

ANY PLACE ANY
Myseii cOBpeMEHHOTO NCKYCCTBa, deccanoHuku, Ipenus, 2004
xoM. Momnax YBUJICJT MbIIIb, YJII)I6HYJIC51, mouecas e 3a YXOM U

OXOTA HA MBIIIb (c Angpeem MoHACTHIPCKEM) ckasar: “3Haemb, s Japio Tebe 3TOT KycoK cbipa HaBcerga. Iloc-

Stella Art Gallery, Mocksa, 2004

TaBb €rO B HAIIEM MOHACTBIPCKOM Ca/ly Ha II€COK M XPaHU €To, KaK
cebs camy. IToromMy 4TO ecau TBI ChENIb 3TOT KYyCOK, KOTOPBIN
6ouplie Te6s BO MHOTO pa3, ThI IPEBPATUIILCS B CJIOHA U YM-
pems”. C Tex moOp MbIIIb HE ChEJIA HU OFHOTO KyCOUYKa ChIpa.
Ha cnexyrommit 1eHb TOT MOHAX HaBCETJa UCYE3 U3 MOHACTBIPS.
A MBIIIb BCE €lIe KUBET U OYAET XKUTb, ITOKA JICKUT HA IIECKe He
CBEACHHBIN €10 KYCOK CBIPA».

Jlymaro, MOHaxX UMeJI B BUJLy OY€Hb IIPOCTYIO BEI[b: HEIb3s I10-
HATH OOJIBIIE, Y€M MOKET BMECTUTD OJJUH-€JUHCTBEHHBIA Pa3yM.
MBbIIb 5TO OHSLIA CPa3y, @ BOT I, aBTOP B MBIIMIMHOM IIKypKe, /IO
CHUX IIOp B ITOJIHOM HeBeJeHHH. S croxy mepej CbIpoM B IIOJHOM
HEPELINTEIbHOCTH M HAYMHAIO JOTAJbIBATBHCS, YTO €CJIU s He
CBEM CBIP, 51 HUKOT/IA HUYETO HE IOIMY, HO €CJIH 51 €T0 ChEM, I10-
TEPAIO BEYHOCTD U IMMOKOM.

AS A CHILD, | WAS A MOUSE
IN A ZEN MONASTERY

ANY PLACE ANY
Musem of Contemporary Art,
Thessaloniki, Greece, 2004

MOUSE HUNTING
(with A. Monastyrsky)
Stella Art Gallery, Moscow, 2004

My installation is based on the story of a mouse | once thought of.
“Once upon a time, a very long time ago, a mouse found its way
into an old monk’s bowl lured by a huge piece of French cheese
and its inimitable, heavenly smell. The monk saw the mouse,
smiled, scratched its ear and said: “Well, | give you this piece of
cheese as a gift forever. Put in on the sandy floor of our monastery
garden and keep it safe as your own precious self. Because if you
eat this piece which is many times your size, you are going to turn
into an elephant and die.” The mouse didn't eat a single crumb of
it since then. The very next day, the old monk disappeared from the
monastery never to be seen again, while the mouse still lives and
is going to live so long as the untouched piece of cheese lies on
the sand.”

I think, the monk meant one very simple thing: it is impossi-
ble to comprehend more than could be grasped by one single
mind. The mouse got the point at once. Unlike me. As an author in
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the skin of a mouse, | remain ignorant. | don’t understand a thing.
| got lost in space and time. | drift between countries and conti-
nents. My clothes and my thoughts have become rags and tatters
of diverse cultures and associations, and yet | am at the same
point where | began. | am sitting before the cheese, full of indeci-
sion, and begin to guess that if | don’t eat the cheese, | won’t ever
understand anything, but, if | do, I'll lose both eternity and my
peace of mind.
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