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The end! Or is it the beginning? Two novels’ last lines.

From The Trial by Franz Kafka:

“But the hands of one of the gentleman were laid on K.'s throat,
while the other pushed the knife deep into his heart and twisted it
there, twice. As his eyesight failed, K. saw the two gentlemen cheek

Konen! Mnn nauvano? I[locaegnue cTpoku U3 AByX pOMaHOB.

HwuraTta u3 pomana Kagxu Ilpoyecc:

«Ho y»xe Ha €ro ropJio Jerm pyku IepBOro TOCIIOMHA, 2 BTOPOI BOH3III €My HOXK

I‘JIy6OKO B cepane 1 IOBEPHYJ €ro ABAXK/bI. HOTYXIJ_II/IMI/I mrazamu K. BUJICJI, KaK oba

FOCIIOIMHA Y CAMOTO €O JINIA, IPHIBHYB MIEKOII K IeKe, HAGII0AAIN 32 PA3Bs3KOM. —

Kak c06aKa, — CKa3aJI OH TaK, KaK 6yL[TO 9TOMY IIO30pPY CYKACHO ObLIO IIEPEKUTD €TO».

IuTtata n3 pomana Ilpycra Ilo nanpasaenuro x Ceany:

«ITO BCETO JINIIb TOHKUI CJIOH CBA3AHHBIX MEKy COOOI BIEYATIEHUN, U3 KOTOPBIX

CKJIAIbIBAJIOCH HAIIE IIPOMIEeAIEE; BOCIIOMIHAHNE O HEKOEM 06pa36 €CThb JINIIb

coxkajieHne o HekoeM mure. /loma, Joporu, ajlulen CTOJIb K€ — YBbI! — HE[OJITOBEYHDI,

KakK 1 roja».

OuH 9y0OBUIIHO YXOJUT U3 MHPA, BTOPOI €ro He Y3HAET, IMOTO-

MY UTO OH y:Ke HaxoauTcs TaMm. A MbI, OTKyCbIBas OT HUPOKHOTO
«MaJiIeH», 6E€3HA/IEKHO MbITAEMCS 3a/1€PKAThCS B HyI€BOI TOUKe
(HO pa3Be MOKHO 33/I€pXKAThCA XOTb HAa CEKYHJly B HACTOSAIIEM?).
Jlume IlpycT okasancs B TOYKe, IZie OTKPbLIBAETCHA BUJ B 00e
cTopoHbl. Ero Touka-nmupo;kHOEe B MIECTb TOMOB 3aCTPSIA B IIe-

COYHBIX Yacax MOCEPeANHE, B IEPECEUCHUU MAKPO- 1 MUKPOMU-
pa. IInposxkHOe 0Ka3aja0Ch NPOMEKYTOUHOU BCEJIEHHOM, CKATOMU

by cheek, close in front of his face, watching the result. ‘Like a dog!”
he said, it was as if the shame of it should outlive him.”

From Swann’s Way by Marcel Proust:

“None of them was ever more than a thin slice, held between the
contiguous impressions that composed our life at that time; remem-
brance of a particular form is but regret for a particular moment; and
houses, roads, avenues are as fugitive, alas, as the years.”

One person leaves the world in a horrendous way, while the other
does not recognize it at all, because he is already there. But in
biting off a piece of the madeleine pastry, we desperately attempt
to linger at the zero point (but is it really possible to linger in the
present even for a second?). Only Proust found himself at a point
that opened a vista into both directions. His pastry-point in six
volumes came to a standstill in the sandy hours in between, in the
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intersection between macrocosm and microcosm. The madeleine
pastry appears as an interstitial universe, compressed to the size
of a needle’s eye by a gigantic hand. Proust was not in search of
fugitive lost time; he stopped time itself. This is why his novel
should not be called In Search of Lost Time, but Inside of Stopped
Time. The project The Execution of the Madeleine Pastry is also an
attempt to stop time, to depart from its intrusiveness and terrify-
ing clamor. It reflects the desire to break up the infinity of associ-
ations. The first correction concerns the name of Proust’s book.
However, the author is certain that the method of execution or
killing, chosen to fulfill the goals named above, is not the best of
all possible methods. V. zakharov
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TUTAaHTCKOM PYKOM 0 UrojpHOro ymka. Ilpyct He nckan coe-
JKaBIee, yTPaueHHOE BpeMs, OH OCTaHOBII BpeMs. IloaTomy ero
poMaH JIOJKEH Ha3bIBaTLCA He B nouckax ympauennozo épemenu,
a «BHyTpu octanosieHHOTrO BpeMeHn». IIpoext Youiicmso nupooc-
1020 «M@OAeH» — DTO TOKE IOIbITKA OCTAHOBUTb BpeMs, YIUTH OT
€r0 Ha30MJIMBOCTH U YXKACAIOMIETO ITyMa, 3TO KeJaHue pa3duThb
OECKOHEUHOCTh €r0o acconuanuil. JTO IepBas KOPPEKTypa —
K HazpaHuIo kHUTH IIpycra. OfHAKO HET YBEPEHHOCTH, UTO YOUIi-
CTBO — METO/I, BHIOPAHHDIM JIS1 JOCTUKEHUA STUX LI€JI€H, — CAMBII
qumﬂﬁ. B. 3axapon
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ABCTPHIICKIM TTOJMHIENCKNM 28 ceHTAOps

1097 rojia B 19 4acoB 54 MUHYThL Bugeoduabm
BKJIIOYCH B IIPOCKT szmzm Koppexmypa x A/Ia[mmm
ITpyemy. dubM cOnpoBOKAACTCA (DPATMEHTOM
u3 pexsuema Ha cuepms nupoxcnozo «madren»

(xommosurop Mean Coxonos). Pectusan

Hmupuiickas ocens. DVD, 5 MUH. 2000

Covers of videobox and book. 1997

A film on the execution of the Madeleine pastry, carried out by an
Austrian police sniper from a rooftop on September 28th. 1997 at
19.54. The action was part of Vadim Zakharov's project The First
Correction to Marcel Proust and took place in the framework of the
festival Styrian Autumn (Austria). The film is accompanied by
Requiem for the Soul of the Madeleine Pastry, composed by Ivan

Sokolov. DVD, 5 min. 2000
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Dotorpacun axim / Photos of the action. 1997



dororpadun y4yacTHUKOB IIPOEKTA,
MPOGYIONMX MUPOKHOE «MAJJICH».
ITepBerii psaj (c1eBa HaIIPaBo):
IOpuit Ab6ept, Mapus Uyiikosa,
IOpnii Jleiinepman.

Bropoii psax: Anna Anbuyk,
Jvurpuit Ipuros,

Amnjpeit MOHaCTBIPCKMIA.

Tperuii psy: Cepreit Anygpues,
ITasen [Mennepmreiin,

Muxann Poixius.

Yersepreriii paa: bopuc Ipoiic,
IOpren Xapren, Mpan Cokonos,

Bajum 3axapos

Photos of project participants in the moment of
eating the Madeleine pastry.

First row, left to right:

Yuri Albert, Maria Chuikova, Yuri Leiderman.

Second row: Anna Alchuk, Dmitri Prigov,

Andrei Monastyrsky.

Third row: Sergei Anufriev, Pavel Pepperstein,
Mikhail Ryklin.

Fourth row: Boris Groys, Jlirgen Harten, Ivan Sokolov,

Vadim Zakharov
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Hotrubie mucter u o6n0xka CD Pexguena na cmepms nuposicnozo
«madsen». Komnosnrop Msan Cokonos. Harammus ITimennanukosa
1 MBan COKOJIOB MCHIOJIHSIOT PEKBUEM B IIEPKBH Ha

Torennomepgam B bepiune, 1998 (mpembepa)

Sheet music and CD-cover for Requiem for the Soul of the Madeleine Pastry, composed

by Ivan Sokolov. Natalia Pshenichnikova and Ivan Sokolov perform the requiem at its

premiere in the Church in Berlin, 1998




ITPOEKT PEKBHUEM

OECTUBAID IIPECTYINJAEHHE H HAKABAHHE

Xe66enb-rearp, bepaun, 2005

NaTepBbio ¢ Bagumom 3axapoBbIM

Jlnckyrcupiag nonnkianHukA: Yro kpoercs 3a Pexsuemom na
cmepms nupodcnoeo «madsen», ynomuHaemoro Mapcesnem Ipycrom?
Ho «maznen» yxe meprsar!

Bajmm Baxaron: Youtiemeo nuposnozo «madser» MPOU3OILIO
B 1997 roay B Ipane, Hy a Tenepb JOLKHBI COCTOATLCA IO00AI0-
mue repeMoHnn. MHe KaKeTcsl BaXXHBIM OTKPBITH (peCcTUBaIb
HMEHHO PEKBHEMOM — HA4aTh ¢ KOHIA. OOGBIYHO PEKBUEMOM 3a-
BEPINAIOT, 2 Y HAC OH 3HAMEHYET Hadaslo. JTO IePEeBOPAYNBAET Ha-
HIe C BaMU IIPOCTPAHCTBO «HCKYCCTBO U IPECTYILJIEHUE» ¢ KOHITA
B HA4YaJIO — B «IIPECTYIUICHUE U UCKYCCTBO», a 3TO, COMIACUTECD,
coBceM apyroe. Bejb B KpUMHHAILHBIX POMaHaX Yallle BCETro CIo-
JKE€T HAUMHAETCA MMEHHO TaK — IPOUCXOJUT IPECTYIUICHUE, A yKe
IIOTOM cJIeficTBHE. «MajmeH» — apXnB 6€CKOHEYHBIX aCCOMAIMIA,
kotopsble IIpycT omyTnna no4eMy-ro B GMCKBUTHOM ITHPOXKHOM.

THE REQUIEM PROJECT

Interview with Vadim Zakharov

Y Ka’kJI0ro M3 HAC CYIIECTBYIOT CBOU «ITMPOKHBIE» U CBOU HECKOH-
YyaeMble, U3MATLIBAIOMINE IETTOYKH aCCOITUAIM, KOT/Ia OJTHO IIeTl-
nsercs 3a jpyroe. B mpoexre 1996 roja s oNbITaICA OCTAHOBUTD
3TO, UTO I10 CyTU 6€CCMBICIEHHO U 6e3paccyHo. B «Maien» Bbl-
CTPEIUT C KpPBIIU ABCTPUNCKUI IOJMUIEUCKUN (3Ta JETab,
JlyMalo, UMEET MHTEPECHBLIM acHeKT yXe B KOHTEKCTE HaIllero
IIPOEKTA) ¥ Pa3HEC €€ Ha KYCKH.

JIITK: ITogeMmy BBI OGPaTHIINCh K IIPYCTOBCKOMY «MaJJIeH»? TO
obOpaleHne K Cepbe3HON U BBICOKOH KYJIBType.

Saxaros: /leo B TOM, 9TO BCS UCTOPUSL C «MaJJIeH» CTAJIA CEro-
JIHSI CHHOHHMOM IICEBJIOMHTEJUIEKTyalbHOCTU. Bpoge: «Bor mom-
Hute, Kak seaukui Ipycr... Heseposarno! Iennanbno!>» Jla. Ko
¢ 3TuM crioput? Ho 0fHOBpEMEHHO 5TO €TI0 NIAGJIOHOM, MITAM-
nom, gyxamu [laness nnu 6ayskoii or Kenso. Bo Bcsakom ciyuae,
A OOHAPYKMUJ «MajJeH» Ha TPAHUIE MEXKJYy CBEPXCEPbE3HbIM
U KUYEBBIM. DBITh ICEBIOMHTENIEKTYAIbHBIM — 3HAYUT OBITDH
kuuesbiM. J pemmica ssectu Ilpycra B Ilpoyecc Kapxu. dro
cTpaHHas nponeaypa. Ho MHe HyxHa OblIa apXUTEKTOHUKA,
a Kadgxa 6nectsamuii Mactep ee Bo3asurath. IIpyct okasaucs
BHyTpu Cobopa Hakazanus, koropnrii noctpona Kadxa. A un-
CTALASANAA UMATUPOBAJIA IPOIECC — OTPOMHBIN JUTMHHBIN CTO
U TPU CTyJIA C BBICOKUMU CIIMHKAMM, a B YIJIy JIEKAJIN Pa3/IeTes-
mMecs: OT BBICTPEJa MaJeHbKHE KYCOUKHM «MajieH». B obmewm,
IpyCTHAsg UCTOPHS.

is an archive of endless associations, which Proust saw in a pastry,
for some reason. Each of us has our own “pastry,” our own endless,

Art and Crime
Hebbel Theater, Berlin, 2003

DiskursIVE PoLykLINIK: What is the Requiem for the Soul of the
Madeleine Pastry all about? Isn’t Marcel Proust’'s madeleine pastry
already dead?

Vapim ZakHAroOV: The Execution of the Madeleine Pastry took place
in Graz in 1997, and now, it's time for a dignified ceremony to honor
its memory. To me, it seems important for a festival to begin with
nothing less than a requiem, to begin with an ending. After all, a
requiem usually marks an ending, but here, it stands in place of a
beginning.

This invents the space that you and I are in - Art and Crime -
replacing its end with its beginning, transforming it into “Crime and
Art,” which | am sure you agree is something completely different.
After all, the plots of most crime novels usually begin in this way - a
crime takes place, and then comes the investigation. The madeleine

exhaustive chain of associations, when one thing hooks into and
draws in another. In the project of 1996, | tried to stop this chain from
unraveling, which is essentially pointless and unreasonable. The
madeleine pastry was shot by a rooftop sniper who belonged to the
Austrian police (a detail that | think presents an interesting aspect
of our present project); it was basically blown to bits.

DPK: Why did you choose to address the Proustian madeleine? This
is a reference to serious, high culture.

ZakHAROV: This thing is that today, the whole story with the
madeleine pastry has become a synonym for pseudo-intellectual-
ism. This goes something like: you remember how the great
Proust...Unbelievable! A work of genius. Yes, of course, some
people take issue with this. But at the same time, this has become
a template or stereotype, a perfume by Chanel or a blouse by
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Kenzo. Be this as it may, | found the madeleine lying on the border
between extreme seriousness and kitsch. To me, pseudo-intellec-
tualism is a form of kitsch. | decided to fuse Proust with Kafka’s
Trial. This is a strange procedure. But what | need was architec-
tonics, and Kafka is a brilliant master of construction. Proust
turned out to be inside of the Cathedral of Punishment that Kafka
built. In fact, the installation itself imitated a trial: it consisted of
a long table and three chairs with high backs, while the madeleine
was lying on the table’s corner in little pieces, blown apart by the
impact of the bullet. A sad story, basically.

DPK: The festival is taking place during the week of All Saints, and
we are beginning it with a requiem. This makes us want to ask you
about the connection between theater and church, or the theater
as a space in which we are now hearing a requiem.

ZakHAROV: There are no greater antagonists than theater and
church, even if you will find that they have a lot in common if you

ACTIONS, PERFORMANCES, ADVENTURES

Haranusa IMmennunukosa, MBan Cokonos u Bajum 3axapos
B JIMMY3MHE C TUPOXKHBIM «MajieH». JleHb OTKpbITHA (hecTuBaIs
Natalia Pshenichnikova, Ivan Sokolov, and Vadim Zakharov in the limousine with the

madeleine pastry in the driveway of the Hebbel Theater on the festival’s opening night
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(el e B, PO VA CSPLT B
i e i U SRS el i Drees

Harams ITiieHnaHIKOBA, ofeTas Kak npumagonna, u Msan Cokoson
MCHOJHAIOT pekBueM B Xeb66enb-rearpe

Natalia Pshenichnikova, dressed as a prima donna, and Ivan Sokolov perform the Requiem in the Hebbel Theater
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JITTK: dectuBayub cocroutcs B Hemenro Bcex CBATHIX, Y MbI HA4U-
HaeM €ro ¢ peksueMa. XoudeTcs CHpocuTh Bac o csasmu Tearpa
U LEPKBU: TeaTp KakK IPOCTPAHCTBO, IJi€ Mbl CTAaHEM CJIyIIaThb
pexBueM.

3axaron: Her G6JBIIMX aHTArOHUCTOB, YEM TEATP U LIEPKOBD,
XOT$l, €CJId OOPATUTBCH K UCTOKAM TeaTpa U PEJIUTHO3HBIX MUC-
TepUii, MOKHO OOHAPYKUTH MHOTO obmero. Cerogns (Ha 3anase,
KOHEYHO) SIBHO BHUJIEH JMAJIOT MEKJy CAaKpaJbHBIM U TeaTpalb-
HbIM. MHe Kak IICeBJONacTOpPy HEeoOXoauMa HJIEeO0JOTMdecKast
IJIOMA/IKa — 51, KaK Bbl 3HAE€TE, YK€ HE IEPBbINA T'OJ BBICTYIIAIO
B obosmke IlacTopa, Tounee, Iitynoro macropa. To, KCTaTH, BaX-
Hoe pononHeHue. /s pyccKux XyZOXHUKOB HJI€OJIOTHUsS BCET/a
Urpasia BayKHyIO poJb. B Poccum 1o ceroanamnmii JeHb HepKOBb
U TeaTp — aHTAroHUCThl. Ho 3aTO0 OorpoMHOE KOJIMYECTBO CEKT,
HOSBUBIINUXCS MOCJ/IE IEPECTPOUKU, YaCTO UCHOIb3YIOT IIOMENIEe-
HHS T€ATPOB U KUHOTEATPOB ISl CBOMX Lelell. B mamem cirygae
BCE IIEPEBEPHYTO — HAayajJO M KOHEI, YEPHLIA TpaypHBLIA HBET
(eIMHCTBEHHO MPUEMJIEMBI JUI PEKBUEMA) U ByJIbrapHbIE KOP-
JilebasIeTHbIE aKCeccyaphbl IPUMaJOHHBI. BbI e 3HaeTe, B KaKOM
kocTioMe Oyger BbicTynarb Haramus ITmenuunmkosa. Ho wmbr
B pe3yJbTaTe JOJLKHBI BOCIPOU3BECTH aTMOC(Epy CaKpaJIbHOTO
MecTa, HO — CaKpaJbHOTO MeCTa IIyIocTu u cvexa. IloTomy kak
€JIMHCTBEHHBIM BBIXOJ U3 KAa(PKUAHCKOTO MpaKa — 3TO CMeX.
Hcnonnenne pexsBreMa JOJKHO CO3/aTh CIUPUTYaTbHYIO aTMO-
cepy, HOYTH TUTYPIHIO.

ACTIONS, PERFORMANCES, ADVENTURES

JIITK: Eme pa3 BepueMmcsa k apxuny. Kak ¢pyHKkImmoHupyeT apxus?
Saxaron: f cosparo mapoamio. f yousaro «majIeH» (BUPTyalb-
HBII apXUB), HO OJHOBPEMEHHO COCTABAAIO (y:Ke 15 JIET) pealb-
HBIIl aPXUB MOCKOBCKOM KOHIIENTYaJIbHON CI[E€HBI. DTO BAKHBIN
aCIeKT MO€H JMeATENbHOCTU KaK COBPEMEHHOTO XYHAOKHHMKA.
Bpixos u3 3TOT0 mapajjokca BO3MOKEH IIPU BBEJEHUU TPETHETO
sneMeHTa. B Hamem ciydae — «roJutMByACKHE 3Be3bl>. S mmero
B BUJy Ipoleccuio jumysuHos 1o IloTcaamepruian k moabessy
TeaTpa 1 HaIll BbIXOJ KaK 3Be3]1 lomBy1a Ha OAMOCTKU. JTO Iie-
PEMOHUA TOXOPOH BUPTYAJILHOM IMAMATH U OJHOBPEMEHHO TOP-
JKECTBEHHAsS! MECCa 110 CAMOMY BaKHOMY, UTO Y HAC €CTh, — KYJIb-
TYPHOI TpajUIN.

look at the sources of theater and religious mystery. Of course, in
the West today, one can clearly see a dialogue between the sacral
and the theatrical. As a pseudo-pastor, | need an ideological plat-
form - as you know, I've been appearing in the guise of the pastor,
or to be more precise, the Foolish Pastor. This is an important addi-
tion, by the way. For Russian artists, ideology has always played an
important role. In Russia, the church and the theater are enemies
still today. But on the other hand, a huge number of sects that
appeared after the Perestroika often used theaters or movie
theaters to their own ends. In our case, everything has been turned
upside down, the beginning and the end, the black color of mourn-
ing (the only acceptable color for a requiem) and the prima donna’s
vulgar, cabaret-like accessories: you know, the kind of costume
Natasha Pshenichnikova is going to perform in. But at the same
time, we want to reproduce the atmosphere of a sacral place,
although this is the sacral space of folly and laughter. Because the

only exit from Kafka's gloom is laughter. The performance of a
requiem is supposed to create a spiritual atmosphere, a liturgy.
DPK: Let’s get back to the archive one more time. How does the
archive work?

ZakHAROV: I'm creating a parody. On the one hand, I kill the
madeleine pastry (a virtual archive), but on the other hand, I've
been collecting a real archive of the Moscow conceptualist
scene (for the last fifteen years). This is an important aspect of
my activity as a contemporary artist. A way out of this paradox
is only possible through the introduction of a third element. In
our case, these are “Hollywood stars.” | mean the motorcade of
limousines from Potsdamer Platz to the theater’'s driveway, and
our exit onto the carpet like Hollywood stars. The Requiem is
both a funeral ceremony for virtual memory and a triumphant
mass that celebrates the most important thing we have, namely
the tradition of culture.
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