IllecTBHE
Croker c caiiTa oontz.ru

(Tonoc: Ypa! Ilomnn!)

Buepa onu kpmuanu «/la 31paBCTBYIOT KOMaphbI U

MYXU U BCE XXMBOE Ha 3emjie», a CerogHs y HUX yKe

IpyTye JIO3YHTH.

(Tomoc: O-o0-0! Berep-Betep, yxonu! ConHIie-
conHIle, mosiBuch! O61aKka, pa3oinanch!)

IeTckas xynoskecTBeHHas ctyaus «Komop»

npuexana B Ceprues Ilocaz v mpuBe3ssia BbICTABKY.

Crynus cymectByet ¢ 80-ro roga. [Tocnennue
TPUILIATH JIeT OHA paboTaeT B MOCKOBCKOM
3001Mapke.

(Tonmoc: Ha sgpaBcTBYyeT MOCKOBCKMI 300T1apK!
VYpal!)

B CeprueBom Ilocame «Komop» OTKpbIBaa BBICTABKY

IBa IHS NOAPST, M KaKIbIN pa3 BbICTABKa
HauMHaJIaCh C IIeCTBUS BOKPYT My3esl. B mepBbiii
IeHb U BO BTOPOIA.

(Tonmoc: A Tenepb 3aKBaKaJiy, 3aMsyKaju,
3apbiyayin! KTo Kak MOXeT, KTO KakK Xo4dert!)

Yepes ay>ku, IO JTy>kaM — TOJIIIA AeTei U
ponuTesiei, Biepeny IperoaaBaTen.

(Tonmoc: 3aperuanu! [la 3mpaBCTBYET SKMBOTHBIN
MMP Ha BCel IIaHeTe!)

OHM pasBepHY/IM MHOTOMETPOBBIN TpaHCIHIApaHT.
Ha HEM 13006 paskeHNST JKMBOTHBIX.

(Tonoc: A Teneps npencrasuian, 9To Mol Betep! Hy!

Bort, kak mMbI 3aBbuIM! A €l€ CUIbHEI!)

KapMI/IHOBaH CTe€Ha — paHblIlle 3TO ObLIa KOHIOIIIHAI,

d Terepb My3EVIHbIVI KOpITyC — BO3BpalldeT X K

MUCXOMHOM Touke. Tam AyeT BCE TOT >Ke BeTep, U o7,

HOTraMM Takue e JIy>ku. Ho monu BepHyanch
IPYTUMU.

(Tomoc: Bce mosnopiibl, a Tereps BCe APYKHO
3anuiaam Komapmukamu. U-m-u!)

Walk on
A sound story by oontz.ru

(Voice: Hurrah! Let's go!)

Yesterday they've been shouting 'Long live the
mosquitos and flies and all the creatures on
Earth!', but today they have different slogans.

(Voice: Oh-oh wind go away! Oh Sunshine show
up! Oh Clouds clear up!)

The Kolor kid's art studio arrived in Sergiyev
Posad to showcase its works. The studio history
dates back to 1980, and for the last 30 years they
are located at the Moscow's Zoo.

(Voice: Long live the Moscow Zoo! Hurrah!)

The Kolor studio had two opening days in
Sergiyev Posad, and each day the exhibition was
preceded by the parade. The first day, and the
second too.

(Voice: And now — let's croak, meow, roar! Do it
your way!)

Through the paddles, across the puddles — a
bunch of kids and parents with tutors in the lead.

(Voice: Now let's roar! Long live the animals of
the planet Earth!)

They are unfolding a lengthy banner. It features
images of animals.

(Voice: And now let's pretend we are the wind!
Come on! Yes, that's how we howl! Louder!)

A carmine red wall — a horse stables once, and
now the museum — brings them to the starting
point. It's the same wind blowing there, and the
puddles beneath are just the same. But the
people have changed.

(Voice: Everyone is doing great! And now — let's
buzz like the mosquitos. Z-z-z!)



IllecTBME.

TopskecTBeHHOE, CTUXUITHOE, TPa3IHUYHOE,
rocjieHee.

Horu 1o cHery, HOru 1o acasnbTy, 110 MeCKY, 10
KaMHI0. ITo memexoaHoi 3e6pe — HO He IOIepEK,
a BJIOJIb.

[ITecTBMeE.

Camblit JIETKMI c110c06 M3MeHUTHCS. Thl MIEIID C
IPYTUMU — U ThI APYTOii. Thl He y3HAED CeOsl.
Tebe He HYKHO HMYETr0 — MPOCTO UAN. U Th
npyroii. Tbl, KOHEYHO, CHOBA CTAaHEeIb 0601, HO
Korga-Hubyb, Korma-HUOYIb MO3XKe.

OTCYTCTBI/IQ meCTBUA — TOXKe 1IeCTBue.

OnmHaxkabl IBMKEeHMe T10 IMaBHOM ynulle CeprueBa
ITocaga ocTaHOBMIOCH ITOYTH Ha HeOeo.
[TpocmekT, Bcerma IyMHbIN, 3aMep. OTO OblIa
IIpasgHMYHAsI Hellesasl — TOrma OTMedaan
CeMICOT/IeTMe OCHOBATeIsl ropoja, Ceprust
PanoHeskckoro.

Bor srot 3BYK. Konebanus BO3ayXa 13 IIPOIIJIOTO.

B T0 neTo mecTBMe MaliMH CMEHUIOCH
rnmemexoaHbIM HIE€CTBMEM. COJ'IHI_LG.

IeHb, opyroii, TpeTuii. I BOT NpUGIMKAIOTCS
nosuueiickue. OHU IMTPOCST YITU C TIPOe3sKeN
yacTu. C 4eThIPEXIIOIOCHON MIMPOKOI IIpoe3ssKeii
YaCTU, 10 KOTOPOI MbI BCIO 3TY HEEJII0 XOIUIN
nemkom. Kak MalmHsl.

Tsl nA€ib B MeAjIeHHO ouepeaiu, B TBOeH pyke
3arpaHnacropT. 5 TO MeJJjIeHHOe LlIecTBIe.
Asponopr. lllecTBre K MacmopTHOMY KOHTPOJIIO.
[lar. lar. 1 BOT minpoKas IMHUS Ha IOy, TOe
HaJl0 OCTaHOBUTHCS. YesnoBek B hopme. CMOTPUT

xonmogHo. OH CTaBUT OTMETKY B ITacIopTe, HO 1 6e3

€ro OTMeTKM Thl 3Haelllb, UTO Tellepb Thl IPYTOil —
Tbl MOJKellIb jieTeThb. Thl MOKeIlIb JTeTATb.

Walk on.

Parade, action, demonstration, procession.

Stepping on snow, on asphalt, sand, stone.
Through the pedestrian crossing — not across it
but along.

Walk on.

The easiest way to become someone else. You go
along with somebody — and it's not you
anymore. You do not recognize yourself. You
don't need anything else — just walk along. And
then you become someone else. You are sure to
become yourself again — but later, some time
later on.

When there's no parade it's a parade in itself.

There was a day when traffic on the main street
in Sergiyev Posad have stopped for almost a
week. The main street, always busy, became
silent. It was a festive week — the week of
celebrating the 700th anniversary of St. Sergius,
the patron saint of the town.

Here's the sound of it. The airwaves from the
past.

That was the summer when the cars have
stopped moving allowing the people to move on.
Sunshine.

A day have passed, then the other, and one more.
The policemen are approaching. They ask people
to leave the road — that wide four-lane road that
we were walking along all the week through. Just
like cars.

You are in a slow queue. A foreign travel passport
in your hand. It's a slow walk. An airport. A queue
moving towards the passport control point. One
step, then another. And then — a thin line on the
floor telling you to stop. A man in a uniform. A
cold stare. He makes a note in your passport, but
you don't need this to know that you are not the
same anymore. You may fly now. You can fIy now.



[Tapk Monperio B Beibopre. [lepBbie gHM OKTSIOPS.
KTo, ycibilas Takoe, He TOAHUMET rOJI0OBY?

(3BYK: KPUKM IITHIT)

U xoueTcst mymaTsb, 4YTO 3TO rycu. 1 UTO OHM JIETAT
Ha 10r. 1 4TO He 3ps MaMsITh LOCTAJIA C TTbUIbHOTO
yepAaka (JioBa U3 TO¥ CaMOM KHMXKKU O
MmyTelecTBUsIX Huibca — 10KCH, KaKCH, KOJIbME.
NmeHa ryceii, ¢ KOTOPbIMM OH IEPECEK CTPAHY.
Hwunbc, Kak MbI TIOMHUM, BEPHYJICS U3 TOTO
MyTelecTBUs APyTuM — yieTten 6anbec, a
BEPHYJICS COTIEePEXMUBAIOIIUIA, JKEPTBYIOIIUIA
Yye/loBeK.

[ITecTBMeE.

Vinu BOT elé oJHa apXyBHasl 3aI/Ch.
PeBOJTIOIIVIOHHBIE PEeUM JIETIT U3 MAarHUTOJbI C
IBYMSI OO/BIIMMM AMHAMMKAMU 110 GOKaM.

(Tonmoc: Mbl Tpebyem: HeT 6e3paboTuile 1 HUIIETe!
Kamuranusm Ha cBajky ucropmun!
Haumonanusauusa u cmeHa Biactu! Bon
aHTMHAPOOHBIN pexuM!)

CeprueBonocazckye KOMMYHMCTbI OTMEUYaioT
TOAOBILIMHY peBoMIOIMK 17-T0 roga.

(T'onoc: IIpaBUTENBCTBO, MUHUCTPOB-
KaIlUTaJIUCTOB B OTCTaBKY)

ITocie MuTUHra OHMU HOIZ,ELYT BHW3, OT ITaMSATHMKaA

JleHUHY, YTO CTOUT Ha TOpe, OHU MOUAYT K
Beunomy orH1o.

(Tonmoc: Beixom n3 Kpusuca — 3TO COLUMATIM3M.
CnaBa Benmmkomy OkTsi6pio! Vpa!)

OHU XOOAT Tak Kakablit rof. Korma-To ux 6bL10
GoiblIIe.

IllecTBME.

(Mys3bika: "MIHTepHaumoHasn", roioc: ITorpomue!)

Monrepos Park in Vyborg, in the north-east of
Russia. The first days of October. Is there anyone
who won't through his head back upon hearing
this?

(Sound: Birds voices)

You wish to think these are the geese. And that
they fly south. And it wasn't done in wain when
you've discovered a dusty room in your memory
with Selma Lagerlof 's book about Nils and his
travels with geese. As we may remember, Nils left
his home as a total good-for-nothing but
returned being a different person — a
compassionate and self-giving one.

Walk on.

Here's another archival recording. An ardent
revolutionary speech coming from the ghetto-
blaster with large speakers at each side.

(Voice: We demand: No to unemployment and
poverty. Capitalism should be thrown into the
dustbin of history. Nationalisation and changes
in power. Out with the anti-people regime)

The communists of Sergiyev Posad celebrating
the Russian Revolution anniversary.

(Voice: The government and oligarch ministers
should resign)

When the rally is over they will go down — from
the Lenin's statue at the higher point in the
town, down to the Eternal flame, the WWII
monument.

(Voice: Socialism is the solution to recession.
Glory to the Great October! Hurrah!)

Each year they go on marches like this one. There
were more of them once.

Walk on.

(Music: The Internationale. Voice: Make it
louder!)



B peBomoiiMoHHOM 17-M IIeCTBME CTa/I0 IOBOAOM

K JaTe, HO Yalle ObIBaeT HA0OOPOT — JaTa
CTAHOBUTCS IIOBOLOM K IIIECTBUIO.

CeMHa1laTOe MapTa — AeHb, KOTIa MPIaHAIbI U
MM COUYBCTBYIOIIME YecTBYIOT CBsiToro IlaTpuka,
ITIOKPOBUTEJISI OCTPOBA.

(Tonoc: CnaBa Upmaupun!)

OTO eIMHCTBEHHBII B MUpe HallMOHAJIbHbBIN
MIpa3gHMK, KOTOPbIi IIPMKUIICS B JecsITKaxX CTPaH.
B Tom umciie u B Poccumn.

(Tonoc: IOxxoiic pynut! Upnauaus! 5 065110 3TOT
dboHapHbI cTOIO!)

Korma TbI Ma€nib, Thl Kpyuniib. Thl MOKEIIb cebe
3TO MO3BOJUTD, €CJIN PSAOM UOET KTO-TO APYTO.
Koropslit To>ke KpuunT. To, 4TO Tebe KaskeTcst
CTpaHHBIM B OIMHOUECTBE, CTAHOBUTCSI HOPMOI1 B
Tosre. Thl He Kpyuuuiiib? Thl CTPAHHBINA. A 3TO
TOYHO ThI?

MHorue He JI06SIT MeCTBUS — ITYMHbIE,
oTouparoiye Tebs y Teos1. [Tocsie HUX OCTaéTCs
MYyCOp Ha yJIMIie U ITyCTOTa Ha JyIIle.

Ho 60mbliie Bcero mecTBus He JIIOOST ITOTUTUKMA.
OHM CUMTAIOT UX ITOTO3PUTENbHbIMM. OHU
CUMTAIOT X OMacHbIMU. OHM TPUTYMbIBAIOT
BOJOMETBI, UTOOBI IECTBUII He ObIIO.

M BOT 3anmch CaMOT0 OMAaCHOTO IIEeCTBUS.

BeceHHI0I0 BOAY, KOTOPAst G€XKUT C KPbIIIN O]
SKAPKUMU JTydaM¥ COJTHIIA, HEBO3MOXXHO
ocTaHOBUTb. OHA UIET, HOTOMY UYTO MOXET He
UIOTH, TIOTOMY YTO 3TO — €€ IMPOCTasl CYyThb. Y Heé

HeT 3a Ayioi Hudero. OHa pa3pyliaer, 1 OHA JA€ET

KM3Hb. Bo3BpalaeTcst KaXkIyi BeCHY, M HE XOUeT
HMYero B3aMeH. Eciv 651 OHY TOJIBKO 3HAJIN.

(Tonmoc: Bel He K Ham B oM? HeTt?)

In the revolutionary year of 1917 the protesters'
march has resulted in a date, but more often the
date results in a march.

The 17th of March, the day when the Irish and
the Gaelic aficionados celebrate St. Patrick, the
island's patron saint.

(Voice: Viva Ireland!)

This is the world's only national holiday that
took roots in dozens of countries abroad. And
Russia is no exception.

(Voice: Joyce rule! Ireland! I love this lamppost!)

As you walk, you shout. You do can afford it as
long as there's someone walking along shouting
as well. The things that look strange when you're
on your own become normal when in crowd.
Don't you shout? You are strange. Are you sure it
is you?

A lot of people don't like parades — the noisy
ones, depriving you of your own self. They leave
the waste behind them and empty the soul.

But the ones who don't like it most are the
politicians. They think the demonstrations are
suspicious. They consider them dangerous. They
invent water jets to make it not happen.

And here's the recording of the most dangerous
demonstration ever.

The water that runs down the roof under the hot
sun in spring — it couldn't be stopped. It runs
because there's no other way for it, its simple
idea is just that. It doesn't have a penny to its
name. It destroys and it gives life. Returns each
spring and asks for nothing . If they only knew.

(Voice: Aren't you visiting someone in our
house? No?)



