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This journalistic collection includes selected articles, essays, travel notes, stories and poems by the author about the Solovetsky Islands. Some of them were published in the first half of the 2000s in the almanac "Silence of Solovki", which was published by the creative association of students of the Faculty of International Journalism of the MGIMO Ministry of Foreign Affairs of Russia. Others were written much later as memoirs and reflections on long—term humanitarian expeditions to the Solovetsky Islands, in which the author took an active part. The book is intended for everyone who is interested in the history of the Solovki, and wants to better understand the problems and attitude of the inhabitants of this distant White Sea region.
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Introduction — or to whom and for what are the "Solovetsky sketches" intended?
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The book you are holding in your hands, dear reader, is not quite ordinary. However, it's not even a book. At least, it is not one of those books that have a complete plot, a coherent plot and certain characters. It was not written in a single creative impulse, creating a smooth narrative and stylistic monotony of its constituent parts, but randomly and from case to case. And some of those cases were separated by almost twenty years of my life — and, I must say, not the most calm and peaceful.

Therefore, from the moment I started working on the earliest of the sketches presented in the book to the final edit of the later one, a lot has changed — not only around me, but in myself. Not only literary style, forms of presentation of material and preferences in the choice of epithets, but also worldview, beliefs and prejudices. And even the attitude to some facts, people and phenomena — including those described in these sketches.

Only one thing remained unchanged — my trembling love for the Russian North, which originated on the Solovetsky Islands, and a fervent desire to tell other people about it. I hope that despite the slight eclecticism in the layout of the collection, you, dear reader, will be imbued with my feelings for the distant and harsh White Sea region. You will discover a lot of new and interesting knowledge about one of the brightest and most expensive pearls of Russia — the Solovetsky Islands. And then you will surely understand why this archipelago, hopelessly lost in the endless icy expanses of the formidable White Sea, has become my second homeland.

Of course, this book, compiled in the form of a collection of journalistic materials of one person, is in no way capable of becoming a full-fledged work about the Solovetsky Islands. She doesn't pretend to be. In the early 2000s, I was just an ordinary activist of the student humanitarian detachment of the Faculty of International Journalism of the MGIMO Ministry of Foreign Affairs of Russia and one of the many authors of the almanac "Silence of Solovki".

As each member of our team, I was assigned a narrow circle of topics that I covered. The main ones are the development of the tourist potential of the archipelago and the history of the Solovetsky School of the Young Navy of the USSR. Therefore, this book will present a lot of travel notes and pay great attention to young sailors participating in the Great Patriotic War. However, a variety of materials on other topics will also be enough — about GULAG prisoners, mysterious ancient labyrinths, children who grew up early and even about the secret gene pool of all Russian potatoes.

"Solovetsky Sketches" is first of all my own chronicle of the fascinating world of the Russian North. Sometimes naive, sometimes confused, but imbued with the warmest memories, the story of immersion in the history and modernity of his country on the example of a single tiny village. And I invite you, dear reader, to re-read this chronicle with me...

Section I. Silence of Solovki — or a little about our humanitarian detachment.

More than fifteen years have passed since I visited the Solovetsky Islands for the last time as part of a humanitarian expedition of the Faculty of International Journalism of MGIMO. They gave me the most enthusiastic and bright memories, which now fill my heart in sad moments. Working there has become one of the brightest and most interesting periods of my life.

Swimming in the Arctic Ocean, where the water is colder in July than in his native Novorossiysk in January. A girl wrapped in two dirty, leaky coats, who sells postcards all day long at the monastery wall to buy school textbooks for herself. Stores that don't close until four in the morning. An attack on our group by a flock of huge pomeranians (predatory gray-brown birds). Fresh, still steaming with fragrant steam, bread from a bakery built in the XVI century. Numerous meetings with the most interesting people, enthusiasts, great experts of their small, but very glorious, homeland...

All these impressions, which are not conveyed in any words, still warm my soul, disturbed by the Russian North. During several turbulent years of student life, when our humanitarian detachment became a tiny part of the history of the harsh White Sea archipelago — he himself, in turn, managed to become a huge part of each of us.

But about everything in order...



	[image: image]

	 
	[image: image]





[image: image]


Etude 1. Stepping on the Solovetsky land
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In the distant cold July of 2002, when everything was just beginning, we were overwhelmingly nonresident undergraduates who came to the capital to study at MGIMO and lived in noisy crowded institute dormitories.

My neighbors from the nearest room blocks were guys from all over our vast country — from Kemerovo to St. Petersburg, from Yakutia to the Caucasus. Needless to say, we knew and understood deep Russia with its real problems much better and clearer than our Muscovites of the same age. Some of them smugly boasted that they had never been anywhere further than the near Moscow region (not counting, of course, numerous trips abroad). It is difficult to say whether this circumstance played a decisive role in the selection of volunteers for the future Solovetsky detachment. However, there were few Muscovites among us on the first trip and on all subsequent ones.

The permanent head of the detachment, Professor of MGIMO, head of the Department of International Journalism, Vladimir Lvovich Artemov (born in 1938) selected the guys based on the results of long confidential conversations with each of them personally. When he asked me, a native of Novorossiysk, a native of the southernmost edge of our country, why I wanted to go to the distant White Sea island near the Arctic Circle, I did not answer immediately. To be honest, I didn't know much about the Solovki then, and even before the interview I didn't bother to read anything worthwhile about them. After a pause, I honestly answered that I like to travel, but I don't have money for long long trips. Therefore, I consider participation in the project as the only opportunity for myself to visit a world-famous tourist site and broaden my horizons.

Whether it was this brazen directness, or the prospect of getting good journalistic material for a student's almanac, which was guessed in my craving for adventure and writing, or all this together, played a role. So I turned out to be one of the six students included in the list of participants of the first expedition.

The departure turned out to be hasty. With heavy backpacks and bags, we rushed to the Leningrad railway station immediately after the summer session. There was not enough time to study the Solovetsky topic properly. Already on the train, we carefully read the printouts we had brought with us from the Internet and a brochure about the Solovetsky Islands from the MGIMO library. This was enough to understand the meaning of the words: "Solovki is the national cultural and historical heritage of the country.

" We had to feel it with our soul later.

And today it is difficult to convey the strongest mixed feelings that flooded me with the first steps on the Solovetsky land. Where does this irresistible force of attraction come from? What is the enchantment of enchantment with which we were immediately surrounded?

Harsh, but at the same time surprisingly pure nature. Incredibly fresh intoxicating air. Landscapes of majestic emerald forests, mirrored water surfaces and mossy silent boulders stretching into the endless distance. The richest centuries-old history pressed down on us with the heavy squat walls of the ancient Kremlin, its cathedrals and towers. It is not for nothing that Solovki left a huge mark on my work of those years, and then for a long time remained one of the most striking leitmotifs of many of my poems, novels and journalistic works. 

The purpose of our first trip was formulated rather vaguely, even for such hopeless humanitarians as us — students of the MGIMO journalism faculty: "to take part in cultural construction on the island."

Formally, we were invited to the Center for Additional Education (CDO) "Solovki" in the person of its general director Natalia Mikhailovna Tverdokhlebova. Then, in July 2002, we had only to get acquainted with the situation in general terms and determine the directions of further interaction between the Faculty of MGIMO Medical School and this center. In particular, it was assumed that we would take over the content side of the website of the Central Research Center "Solovki", and also provide editorial assistance in the publication of its information and analytical yearbook.

At the same time, we also wanted to work as journalists. Many of us already at that time actively collaborated in various periodicals in Moscow and their hometowns, as well as in online media (then they only began to appear). In particular, I was a freelance correspondent for the newspaper "Mig", published in Moscow under the leadership of my countryman — the famous Soviet and Russian writer, journalist and screenwriter Konstantin Ivanovich Podyma (1946-2013) — and intended to bring several materials on historical topics for her from Solovki.

Thus, we are a group from the Faculty of MGIMO Medical School, from the first days we felt ourselves on Solovki not as tourists (or at least not just tourists), but something like a cultural and intellectual landing, akin to the legendary construction student detachment of Moscow State University on Solovki in Soviet times. We were filled with a fervent youthful determination to attract great attention to the problems of the archipelago lost in the White Sea and its few inhabitants, to do something truly meaningful for them.

We really did not want the black smears of the recent tragic history of those islands with their vile prisons and camps, which gave birth to the GULAG and legitimized the most inhuman forms of oppression of prisoners, to permanently erase for Russians the glorious and heroic Solovetsky chronicle. After all, after the Gulag Archipelago by A. I. Solzhenitsyn, few people will now remember how difficult and sacrificial it was started almost six centuries ago by the Venerable Zosima, Herman and Savvati – the founders of the Solovetsky Monastery.

The abbot of the monastery Philip (later Metropolitan of Moscow), simple Soviet boys, cabin boys, who carried on their children's shoulders, along with adult Red Navy men and officers, the whole burden of the brutal naval battles of the Great Patriotic War, as well as many others, on whose achievements, strength of spirit and asceticism our Russian national genius is still based.

It was precisely this enviable historical fate that we wanted to become propagandists, going on our first journey to the unknown and frightening Solovki. But, unfortunately, I had to write about something else entirely...

March 2020.
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Etude 2. Salinization
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Having lived on a relatively small island for only a week, we quickly got used to it, made a lot of acquaintances, and often visited. Active communication with local residents very quickly opened our eyes to completely different Solovki. Not grand and majestic, regally spread out in the bosom of virgin nature under the shadow of an impregnable medieval fortress — but destitute and abandoned to such an extent that I could not imagine. Being one of the business cards of our country, the Solovetsky Islands, on closer inspection, presented the most deplorable sight.

The indigenous Solovchans received us in dilapidated houses and completely uninhabitable apartments. Some of them did not even have running water (water was carried in buckets from a well in the yard). All, without exception, the power supply and sewerage systems were in a depressing state. Even what was considered safe housing on the islands (we, as welcome guests of the capital, were placed, of course, in such), struck with its squalor bordering on poverty.

Looking at such conditions, we would not have dared to think that it happens much worse on Solovki. It's just that then we didn't sleep yet (as in some subsequent winter expeditions) in jackets and felt boots in a room at 4°C under snowflakes falling sharply on a frozen nose, we weren't surprised to find that the water in the pipes was completely frozen, and we didn't scoop snow into the window of the second floor with a bucket from a tall snowdrift that came right up to the window, to melt it for cooking. However, the first summer acquaintance with the Solovetsky devastation was quite enough to understand what first of all we need to focus our efforts on.

Helping people living on the White Sea Islands and drawing the attention of the rest of Russia to their problems has become the leitmotif of our activities throughout the history of the humanitarian detachment. By the way, it was then and precisely for this reason that the word "humanitarian" was not only firmly entrenched in the name of the association but also took an honorable first place in it. At least, that's how we saw our mission and tried, as far as we could, to honestly fulfill it.

One of us (although by a miracle there were no more of them) paid for the results of a journalistic investigation conducted on one of the trips with his own fate. Despite numerous warnings and threats, he found the courage to publish an article in the capital's press about the illegal business of Karelian criminal authorities connected with local authorities in the port city of Kem – a transport hub through which almost the entire flow of Orthodox pilgrims to Solovki passed, and therefore a lot of money. After the scandal broke out, the guy was "quietly" expelled without the right of restoration, and he left for his hometown. A single mother could not find the opportunity to provide him with re-education at another university for an additional five years, so he was forced to find a job and has not received a diploma of higher education since then.

Collecting information for our reports, we were surprised to discover how powerless the island administration was to raise the welfare of the Solovchans to a level, however worthy of the inhabitants of the territory belonging to the category of national shrine. However, it was even more surprising to realize that this screaming need of hundreds of people was not noticed by any of the numerous sponsors who endlessly declared their readiness to do good deeds on this ancient Russian land. High-ranking and well-off benefactors did not want to hear about anything other than the monastery, its spiritual history, the preservation of holy places and other things that did not relate to the perpetuation of their donations in expensive restoration projects.

Of course, it was impossible not to admit that the gaping wounds of the Solovetsky Kremlin hurt the eyes and soul of the believers who visited the islands. However, very quickly we found out that the aspirations of both the local Orthodox clergy and the secular authorities were focused for some reason on solving only one problem - the restoration of the monastery and its buildings. The troubles of ordinary islanders were hopelessly lost against the background of the efforts to recreate the splendor of ancient monuments scattered throughout the archipelago.

It became clear that few people besides us are able (and would like) to cover this aspect of Solovetsky life at the federal level. Not too embarrassed by our modest student status, we decided to take on this mission. Then, of course, we could not even dream that the discreet special issue of "Our Almanac" (the journalistic edition of the Faculty of MGIMO University), released by us after the first trip with the subtitle "Solovki", would become the first issue of a separate student magazine — completely dedicated to the far northern islands. Since its second issue, the new almanac has been called "The Silence of the Solovki" — after the title of one of my poems written during the first expedition, and then set to music in 2006 and turned into a song.

It was then (around the end of 2002) that our creative association (THAT) "Solovki" was formed. After some time, unbeknownst to ourselves, the term "stupefied", once humorous in a narrow circle, became commonly used at the faculty. So they began to call not only the direct participants of our expeditions who visited the islands and carried out the work assigned to them, but also all those who, for various reasons, revolved around our friendly team — helping, for example, in publishing an almanac, or simply looking for friendship with enthusiastic, dedicated peers.

Throughout the history of the existence of the "Solovki", its members have actively promoted the Solovetsky theme in the media where they worked or interned. Thanks, among other things, to our efforts, readers of Ogonka, Rossiyskaya Gazeta, Moskovskiye Novosti, Versia, Mezhdunarodnik and other all-Russian periodicals regularly learned about the pressing problems of the White Sea archipelago. In addition, our materials appeared in the regional press of Arkhangelsk, Petrozavodsk, Kirov, Yoshkar-Ola, Novorossiysk, a number of Moscow suburbs and other cities.

Unfortunately, as of today, the "Solovki", the faculty almanac "The Silence of Solovki" and fascinating student expeditions to the far northern islands are already the heritage of history. V. L. Artemov, our permanent leader and inspirer, a living example of genuine patriotism and human decency, was "squeezed out" of MGIMO during secret hardware intrigues and ideological purges a few years after my graduation. We ourselves have matured, graduated from the institute a long time ago, and some even graduate school. We have chosen different professional paths, sometimes very far from big journalism, the road to which was largely paved for us by Solovki. We went to different countries and cities. We now have our own families, children, worries and aspirations. And yet we have not lost each other, because we are "stupefied".

From the student's bench, the best recommendation for us was: "This one is Solovetsky!". Therefore, we still carefully support our friendship, which has been tempered for years under the assertive northern winds. We meet, remember the past with a smile, reread the already battered almanacs. Some of us, united by several families, go to Solovki with their spouses and children as ordinary tourists. Returning, they say that a lot has changed there since our times. Unfortunately, not everything is for the better.

By the way, the first song that I sang to my future wife Noemi with a guitar was "On the Solovetsky Islands ..." by the famous Arkhangelsk bard Valentin Ivanovich Vikhorev (born in 1931):

On the Solovetsky Islands — rains, rains.

Well, how can you tell in words how the rains are pouring?

You can't put letters in an envelope — winds, storms...

No, we just need to live here. You come yourself!

Noemi, a Cuban by birth, had no idea what these islands were and where they were, but she liked the song — even in my artless performance - very much.

May 2020.



	[image: image]

	 
	[image: image]





[image: image]


Etude 3. "Notes on the desk"
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The July and January Solovki seemed to have nothing in common with each other, as if they were two completely different countries at opposite ends of the globe. In winter, everything on the islands turned out to be completely covered with snow. The unsightly ruins of collapsed monastery buildings, the skeletons of boats and boats scattered along the coast, piles of garbage and much more sank in three-meter snowdrifts, which irritated and upset the discerning views of tourists and pious pilgrims in summer.

Leaning two-story barracks, which did not always successfully fulfill the role of residential buildings, sometimes turned out to be covered with snow up to the roof. Even scarier than in summer, in the twilight of the polar night, the sinister skeleton of the destroyed hotel "Preobrazhenskaya" at the central pier of the Solovetsky settlement looked at lonely passers-by with its gouged and sometimes charred eye sockets.

Our second visit was during the winter holidays. This time there was more time to prepare for the trip. Having made a little statement about themselves at MGIMO after the summer expedition, the members of the Solovki already enjoyed some authority among the leadership of the Faculty of the Moscow State University, its departments and teachers. Therefore, to convert modest popularity into a condescending attitude during the session (moreover, with the active support of Vladimir Lvovich) remained only a technical issue.

In January 2003, at Solovki, we were greeted by a neat village airfield surrounded by the immaculate whiteness of untouched snowdrifts and tiny houses, powdered like sugar. There wasn't a speck of dust for miles around. There was a solemn ringing silence. The inexpressible splendor was emphasized by the walls of the Solovetsky Kremlin overgrown with alabaster frost (in summer they seemed to us fiery red from the mosses and lichens that covered them).

In winter, when it was even more breathtaking than in summer from the unique sublime beauty, the islands exposed their new problems to us, which in July were not so conspicuous. In the summer, the village was full of people. All day long, at any time of the day or night, numerous tourist groups or lonely enthusiasts were rushing back and forth. At the administration, in the museum, in the monastery, in the library and other cultural centers, some humanitarian, historical, social and other detachments necessarily worked. Many of them, by the way, are also students, like ours. Not all of them are from Moscow. We often met our like-minded colleagues from St. Petersburg, Petrozavodsk and Arkhangelsk on the crooked dirt streets of Solovetsky.

Flyers about exhibitions, clubs and sections of additional education were dotted on bulletin boards and poles. In the summer, many people were ready to study with the Solovetsky children, and those had their eyes scattered. Although not everyone, of course. Only those who had at least somehow awakened curiosity, interest in the wider world, and in general the desire to do something. The rest were bored with idleness even at this blessed time, staring at the TV for days on end (there were no smartphones yet), as if they didn't need anything. And frankly, they needed a lot more than their peers on the mainland.

Eight months a year — in winter, when shipping stopped — the islands were almost completely isolated from the Mainland. The rare flights of a tiny plane from Arkhangelsk could not fully break through the harsh natural blockade. The village with its inhabitants seemed to be closing itself in anticipation of the next summer. The limited communication experienced by everyone from small to large, the lack of a clear life perspective, and simply the unsettled way of life made Solovchans unsociable and unsociable. Local children suffered from insular isolation much more than adults.

We were fully confronted with this only in winter when we were forced to spend most of our working time at the village school. There were no other places available for us, where there was at least a desk and the opportunity to work in the warmth, on the island. Good relations were established with the principal and teachers. Almost immediately, the children also reached out to us. At first, more out of curiosity — what kind of unknown young people walk here with laptops (then still outlandish for some)?

However, after the first acquaintance with the Solovetsky schoolchildren, it became clear to us that the vast majority of them are uncommunicative, psychologically clamped, and look at the world from under their brows, like hunted cubs. Many of them have never been not only to the mainland, but even to the neighboring islands of their native archipelago.

Life in conditions of insular isolation, limited cultural and spiritual communication, unsettled life, material insecurity, and scarcity of leisure left a noticeable imprint on the little Solovchans. Hence the shyness in front of strangers, and the inability to build important connections for life in society.

Getting to the mainland sooner or later (most often to study in Arkhangelsk or Petrozavodsk), Solovetsky children faced circumstances in which the ability to quickly reconfigure communication methods was required. And they were not ready for this. Therefore, many very soon returned home under the wing of their parents, having never found either education, profession, or decent life experience.

With their mouths wide open in surprise, these children listened to our stories about cinemas, traffic lights, trains and other very common phenomena. In almost every comment or judgment, the young Solovchans exposed their utter unpreparedness neither for life in a big city, nor on the mainland in general, nor for a future life even on their own small island. And even then, due to the specifics of the trend taken by the authorities for the development of international tourism, she began to demand at least basic communication skills and communication skills.

Where did they get such qualities? Unfortunately, nowhere but the local school. In the whole archipelago, it was the only public cultural center and children's social club (apart from, perhaps, a tiny island library). We didn't notice it in the summer, but in the winter it immediately caught our eye. The streets are waist-deep in snow, and in some places much higher. Not everyone's house is warm, bright, and satisfying. People went to visit each other a little. Therefore, from early morning until late at night, boys and girls were either physically at school, or endlessly circled around it. Even if they had nothing to do at all. There's just nowhere else to go, and school is always relatively warm and bright. And the teachers tried their best to maintain a kind and friendly atmosphere.

What was missing there was purposeful work on the development of children. At least elementary school instills in them the skills to correctly formulate and express their thoughts, listen and hear the interlocutor, comprehend what they have heard, draw the right conclusions. Looking at the Solovetsky children then, I immediately remembered myself at their age. Similar problems helped me overcome classes in the circle of a young journalist, which I attended in my native Novorossiysk in high school.

Under the guidance of an attentive and sensitive mentor Valentina Alekseevna Tyshenko (1936-2016), we published the city school newspaper "Parus". There was an inspiring atmosphere of free creativity at our flying lessons, which attracted many gifted Novorossiysk children. Someone was fond of versification, someone - prose. Someone, like me, for example, liked military-historical journalism, and someone liked socio-political problems. And all of us, seemingly completely different, formed under the leadership of Valentina Alekseevna a single full-fledged editorial office, which produced a print edition unique for its time and place. "Parus" was really loved and seriously read in Novorossiysk, looking forward to the next issue.

Working on the first journalistic materials in our lives, we realized how influential the printed word can be, and learned to handle it responsibly and effectively. And it was exciting, it prompted action – to study, to learn, to explore, to get to the very essence and, of course, to write. Isn't this what the Solovetsky schoolchildren needed then?

So the idea was born to stretch a connecting thread between the Black and White Seas, between the extreme south and the extreme north of vast Russia — to recreate the Novorossiysk "Sail" in a new image on the Solovetsky land frozen to granite hardness. What initially came by touch, eventually crystallized into the concept of a full-fledged journalism school, which produced its own newspaper. The young correspondents themselves called it "Notes on the desk."

Almost every day we conducted classes with schoolchildren on the basics of journalism and creative activity, computer layout, and photo design. Sometimes until midnight, lying in their beds under the icy walls, wrapped in warm jackets and warming their frozen fingers holding pencils with their breath, they edited the first, as yet quite artless, notes of the students.

The activity around the school print edition has turned into a solid base for the additional education, for the development of which we originally arrived on the islands. As expected, newspaper work helped children to cultivate versatile communication skills, develop creative activity, independence and citizenship, enrich their horizons ns, pay attention to the culture of their own speech and behavior. This, in turn, helped to solve, addition to communication and social problems. Communication with students from the capital in the course of joint work, discussion of topical issues with them, a sense of comradely attention, and sometimes just a friendly pastime in walks around the island added self-confidence to young Solovchans and strengthened their willingness to strive for their dreams.

Looking back, I find myself thinking that then in those conditions it was probably difficult to make a better choice than to assemble a school for a young journalist and start producing "Notes on the desk". The newspaper immediately became the core of all our work with children. All formal and informal classes on the basics of creative activity, journalistic and literary skills, photography and design, computer layout, etc. were connected with it. And all at once in practice — no theory.

Working on their materials, the guys learned to take the initiative before our eyes, developed the skills to interact with different people, to clothe confused thoughts in the right literary forms. Teamwork skills have also become important for them. The students quickly divided according to their interests: someone liked to write articles, someone liked to take and process photos, and someone liked to make up the layout of the issue. But invariably, everyone, without exception, liked to squeeze in their hands fresh, freshly printed, still warm after leaving the printer, A4 sheets — the first product of their own creativity and work. 

For us, the main achievement was the fact that in just a couple of weeks of intensive classes we created an independent publishing team that could continue working between our visits. Later, we managed to attract the Union of Journalists of Russia and Rossiyskaya Gazeta to small journalistic projects with the participation of island young reporters. As a result, one of the Solovetsky graduates of 2004 entered the faculty of MGIMO Medical School.

However, almost from the very beginning, it became obvious that the field of activity of the humanitarian detachment was expanding rapidly. Therefore, it is not surprising that it soon went far beyond journalism, even in all its many manifestations, which we used and developed in our classes.

June 2020.
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Etude 4. Not according to textbooks

[image: image]




We assessed the results of the first year of activity of our humanitarian unit as quite successful. Journalistic work on Solovki, publishing their own almanac and coordinating the release of the school newspaper have demonstrated (probably more to ourselves) that Russian students, even with such modest forces as ours, can do a lot for remote provincial schools.

Having carefully studied in the third (summer 2003) expedition several numbers of "Notes on the desk" that the Solovetsky children released during our absence, we noted with satisfaction that the seed had fallen into the fertile land. It became clear that the successful experience of interaction with the school can and should be developed, filling it with new content and more ambitious projects.

Experimenting and looking for new forms of interaction with schoolchildren, all the members of the squad tried themselves as teachers. Naturally, it turned out that each of us had our own circle of children according to preferences.

It all started with the fact that the history teacher persuaded our supervisor to talk about the book by J. Meng's "Life, Death and Resurrection", which contained information about Genghis Khan unknown at that time in Russian historiography. Vladimir Lvovich was working at that time on the translation of this monograph from English for the publishing house "Eksmo". Not only teachers, but also several students came to listen to the impromptu lecture. Before going home, they eagerly asked what and when the next performances of the capital's humanitarian detachment would be about. I had to improvise on the go.

The next day, one of us told about the history of art from the Renaissance to the present day. Then someone held classes in literature and the Russian language. In turn, we gave a series of short lectures on regional studies. I found myself in conversations with the guys about the history of Russia, first of all about the Great Patriotic War. He devoted a separate lesson to the defense of his native Novorossiysk, told about the Small Earth. In addition, I volunteered to conduct a master class in versification. On it we analyzed the classical dimensions, the principles of stanzas and rhythmics, the laws of stylistics and other fundamentals of poetic skill. Using the knowledge gained, some of the guys were able to professionally refine their poems, and some even made their own rhyming lines for the first time in their lives.

Our classes in no way became a substitute for regular lessons. On the contrary, the teachers and I tried to complement each other's work. Our proposed focus on one narrow aspect of a particular subject quickly aroused curiosity and motivated children to study in general.
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