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Thatis
- where cold comes from

the lake
and yonder
the White
Sea

and there
where Vologda is

the road
begins

hereis
God

hereis
the threshold*

, Vs. Nekrasov,
70- early 1970s

* A transformed saying — a demand to leave the house (in case you do not behave yourself according
to the laws of God); a host successively points at icons and then at the door, that in peasant houses are
usually placed opposite, thus signifying the opposite poles; here both gestures are jointed and devoid of
mutually exclusive connotations.
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It turned out that for me it s easier to take photos than to talk how | did it. | must pay tribute to the
memoryofmy rst theonly teacherinphotography, myfather. Asforhim, hewasn ttaught photography
by anyone, but he had a good tutor in chemistry my grandfather, a pharmacist at Ferrein s. And he was
endowed with passion for hand work: when he was already close to the end of his life, he complained to
me with surprise and sadness: You know, Kos ka, somehow | don t really want to do anything. The rst
photographs, remaining from my father, refer to 1924, when he was fourteen. One of them represents
the wooden mausoleum of the proletarian leader: the picture was secretly taken from under the tribune,
wherefrom the new leaders proclaimed immortality. Both the photographic plate and the paper, on which
the image was imprinted, were made by father himself. Many people did such things in those times,
there was reference literature on home chemistry, and the lower drawer of the bulky, as the custom
then required, table in the days of my childhood still contained a whole battery of chemicals: potassium
ferrocyanide and potassium ferricyanide of di erent colours, palladium chloride, and platinum chloride
(the phial with the solution of the latter | did upset to my despair), potassa bromide (not potassium for
some reason), bichromate for chromic intensi er, and lots of other substances, which were not intended
for photography: red phosphorus, white phosphorus, aheavy pot of mercury... There was such areference
book even of Soviet edition, | liked to read it, imagining how nice it would be, by the non-actinic light of
an orange lamp (one such is still keeping watch over the past for me), to pour emulsion upon a plate, and
then to take Fotokor , to press its prickly shutter button But | had not been using Fotokor then or ever
since, we (already we, | was bothering my father actively) cut glass plates into two and took photos with
an old-fashioned stereo camera with frame size 4,5 x 4,5 cm. Near 1955 | felt some independence, my
father almost stopped taking photos, only used Belplaska , Im stereo camera, occasionally, although
he continued to craft di erent sophisticated photographic devices, up to the large projector with a one-
meter screen. | drew genuine pleasure from the feel of the Im streaming under my ngers from the little
roll through the dark cu and coiling inside the spiral. The lid of the tank slammed shut loudly, and the
expectation of the most thrilling moment, when a new, unseen Im appeared, began! Never did | endure
waiting till the end of the process! | took it out, when it was only half xed, unwound the wet Im, smelling
of hyposulphite, and stretched it between two ngers in front of the communal kitchen window. That s
when the heart was sinking!

But the main thing was, of course, the positive process. My father taught me to love the positive
process by his own example. It is not even a poem, it s a novel with many plots and characters. First
| obscured the room our room, where | was born and where | lived together with my father and my
mother. Work at night, my parents are sleeping on their sofa, | spend the whole night over a single photo;



when three or four of them turn out well, it s a success. First of all one should smooth out the light eld of
the magni er: you move the lamp, it seems that sit, hurrah, the eldis smooth, butin a minute you see
that it is not so, the sight is dimmed, and you haven t noticed that the middle is brighter than the edges,
and one corner is darker than another one. Then the cropping: by a negative image to guess, what the
positive one will look like: where and how much to cut. It s di cult, but it s the rst step to artistry. Then
samples: three or four pieces of paper in di erent sections of the frame, exposure (hand serves as a
metronome, time relay will appear later), developing, xing aboutten minutes and you can go out to
the corridor to look at these pieces in the light. It is the most important, many times repeating part of the
work: the next stage is the selection of paper (the choice is wide: seven grades of ranging contrast), of
developer, of brightness of the light and of exposure time... Finally, the sheet of paper lies on the table.
During the exposure you should nd some time to play with shades with a movement of hand, oating
between the lens and the photographic paper, to cover the parts where the light is too bright. If the result
of such manual arrangements looks too rough, one has to cut a mask out of black paper and to stir it.
The masking is the most dangerous stage of the work, it s a wonder, when you manage to cope with it at
once, usually you have to do it anew again and again... But here the sheet goes to the cuvette, one should
control development as well: to rub with one s ngers, wherever necessary to speed up or to breathe
onto the uplifted part of the sheet, or to draw out and to dry a corner, if one wishes to intensify contrast.
The unforgettable feeling of the ngers inside of the developer the skin was young in those years, and
no alkali could damage it... Positive process, printing  everything is on the ngertips, everything is
docile and exible, like the clay in a sculptor s hands...

Well then, positive process but why the North, why the Northern album and not some other? And
[l say...
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Kizhi are somewhere far away



, . . 1964
Kizhi, four o clock in the morning. The First
Impression. 1964




, 1964
Kizhi, 1964
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, 1964

From afar.
Kizhi, 1964
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, 1964

From the churchyard.
Kizhi, 1964
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Morning in Kizhi
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