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Traveling to Russia to do the Interconnection project created a lot of excitement in me. 
At the same time I knew I wouldn’t necessarily face an easy time. I had a visual imagination of what to 
expect, the way between St Peterburg and Kronstadt, and the faces of both cities.  I’d been to Russia for 10 
days the year before, so I knew to a certain level what to expect. However this was going to be a much 
bigger and much deeper project, and a much longer sojourn in this mysterious country. I had the chance to 
encounter Russian life by night and day, as far as possible since ‘night’ barely lasts a couple hours in that 
region during the summer months. 
 
Compared to my encounter in 2003, this one in 2004 was indeed very different. 
I learned another lesson in Russian life:  the contradictory nature of the new Russian political system and 
its effects on everyday life, in fact the contradiction of the words old and new is itself titillation to the 
Russian system. 
 
What I found was a constant contradiction of elements.  St Petersburg’s daily street life seems a routine like 
in any other western town:  people rushing , coming and going to work, and the normal street life with 
markets, beggars, young fashionable people shopping and enjoying the relatively short summer. Hordes of 
tourists pushing from one impressive Russian landmark to the next, paying relatively high prices to enjoy 
the sights  - just as in Venice or Rome.  American tourists fulfilling all the clichés in their search for a 
hamburger, despite the excess supply of fantastic Russian cuisine. All these elements of life go through 
their daily cycle and routine, and convey a heady charm when framed by the gorgeousness of Russian 
architecture and Russian summer weather. But underneath and in between one can perceive a parallel life 
which seems far away from this repetitive masquerade. 
 
We were lucky to have the chance to live and work in both St Petersburg as well as in Kronstadt. Kronstadt 
is a place that seems to have stopped in time, laden with important history for Russia and the world, and 
more or less abandoned by the Russian state. 
In 2004, the 300 years anniversary the town was given a little makeup, consisting of a thorough 
reconstruction of some facades along the harbour. The rest of the city was left as it was, decaying since 
perestroika and the end of the glorious times. 
 
Symbolically, on the way from St Peterburg to Kronstadt one has to drive over a 5 km tidal barrier 
separating the Gulf of Finland from the mouth of the River Neva that runs through the centre of St 
Petersburg.  The road is a bumpy ride along an abandoned highway project. Before regime change in 
Russia, they planned anew highway to join the island to the mainland; in 1989 building stopped. What can 
be seen now is a bridge raised on the one side and lowered on the other. but missing about 100m in the 
middle, which feels like an involuntary monument of a break in time.   
 
All these elements influenced my photographic exploration as I drifted through both towns during day and 
night.  On the one hand, I wanted to see the “official” face of Russia, and on the other hand I was on the 
search for what I could find of the “real” Russia. 
 



The result is a body of black and white photographic work that is shown as slideshow and as handmade 
prints on canvas. 
 
Glittering roofs, sugary facades, rush-hour in the underground and picturesque military processions 
upholding traditional values… desolate markets on the fringes of the city where people sell their last 
belongings to survive in a ruthless capitalist state… nighttime scenes of beggars crawling along the debris 
of last days excess, a woman on her way to work almost deliberately ignoring the overflowing rubbish bin, 
crumbling facades in the backwaters of Kronstadt, surreal ship graveyards in the middle of the countryside 
and the old art and craft of Kronstadt falling apart from harsh climatic conditions and official neglect. 
 
Altogether my impressions of Russia found in my work are a combination of three questions: what does 
Russia seem to be? What does Russia try to be? And what is Russia actually? 
 
What it is not, compared to what it wants to be. What it would like to ignore, forget or simply do away 
with, better sooner than later.  And the final synthesis of the two, the actual Russia. A cocktail of a slow 
moving mass in speedy development, too fast to actually keep up with itself, creating a huge gap between 
above and below.  
 
Russia,  doing the splits with the grace an overstretched ballerina, with one foot in the present/future and 
the other deeply buried in the past.  
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