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Description : 

Prsentation de l'diteurLook out for Masha Gessen's new book, THE FUTURE IS HISTORY, coming 
October 2017The heroic story of Pussy Riot, who resurrected the power of truth in a society built on lies On 

February 21, 2012, five young women entered the Cathedral of Christ the Savior in Moscow. In neon-
colored dresses, tights, and balaclavas, they performed a punk prayer beseeching the Mother of God to get 
rid of Putin. They were quickly shut down by security, and in the weeks and months that followed, three of 

the women were arrested and tried, and two were sentenced to a remote prison colony. But the incident 
captured international headlines, and footage of it went viral. People across the globe recognized not only a 

/file.html?id=B00DMCW1SM


fierce act of political confrontation but also an inspired work of art that, in a time and place saturated with 
lies, found a new way to speak the truth. Masha Gessens riveting account tells how such a phenomenon 

came about. Drawing on her exclusive, extensive access to the members of Pussy Riot and their families and 
associates, she reconstructs the fascinating personal journeys that transformed a group of young women into 
artists with a shared vision, gave them the courage and imagination to express it unforgettably, and endowed 

them with the strength to endure the devastating loneliness and isolation that have been the price of their 
triumph.ExtraitIt is worth noting, Nadya said, lecturing at a conference, that punk feminist art is being 

produced in Russia today. Here is an example, she continued, improvising. The Pisya Riot collective works 
in a great variety of genres, including both visual and musical compositions.Pisya is a kids word for genitals 
of either sex; it is most like wee-wee or pee-pee.Being a fictional group, Pisya Riot could not write its own 
music. Neither of the real-life members of the phantom group could; Nadya had taken music lessons as a 

child and had not done well, and Kat had no musical background. So they borrowed a track from the British 
punk group Cockney Rejects and used a handheld Dictaphone to record their lyrics over the sampling:You 

are sick and tired of stinky socks,Your daddys stinky socks.Your entire life will be stinky socks.Your mother 
is all in dirty dishes,Stinky food remains in dirty dishes.Using refried chicken to wash the floor,Your mother 

lives in a prison.In prison shes washing pots like a sucker.No freedom to be had in prison.Life from hell 
where man is the master.Come out in the street and free the women!Suck on your own stinky socks,Dont 
forget to scratch your ass while youre at it,Burp, spit, drink, shit,While we happily become lesbians!Envy 
your own stupid penisOr your drinking buddys huge dick,Or the guy on TVs huge dick,While shit piles up 

and rises to the ceiling.Become a feminist, become a feministPeace to the world and death to the 
men.Become a feminist, kill the sexist!Kill the sexist and wash off his blood.Become a feminist, kill the 

sexist!Kill the sexist and wash off his blood.They found they liked being Pisya Riot. Maybe they even really 
wanted to be Pisya Riot. To become a punk rock group, though, they would need musicians. They thought of 
N, a woman Nadyas age who had come to Voina, an art group to which Nadya and her husband, Petya, had 

belonged. Nadya sought her out. N found Nadya changed: In Voina, she had been this chubby-cheeked 
child, and now her cheeks had thinned and her voice took on a certainty. She had chosen her issues, and she 
may even have chosen them at random, but now she was serious and her topics were LGBT and feminism. 

And the choice had changed her: she no longer saw herself as an appendage to Petya and [fellow Voina 
member] Vorotnikov, even if she had once been a willing appendage. It had still limited her. When you are 

with someone, you are not flying through the cosmos, because your soul always has its home in another 
personyou may need it sometimes, but it is limiting and it keeps you from taking flight. Nadya got this at 

some point and took flight. Pisya Riot, on the other hand, seemed to N almost pure silliness, but she envied 
whatever it was Nadya felt. She took on the music.They would need other participants too, but that did not 
seem like a big issue; what they had in mind could be done by three or five or seven or eleven people, and 
there were friends and students to be recruited. They also needed a stage. At first, playgrounds, with their 

platforms and slides, looked pretty good. They had recorded Kill the Sexist at a playground. It was raining. It 
was also night time, which meant there were no children at the playground, but there were beer-drinking and 
cigarette-smoking young people, who grew concerned when they heard young women screaming their heads 

off about stinky socks.They said, What happened? Did someone hurt you? Do you need help? Nadya and 
Kat had said, Dont worry, we are just making a record. But now that they were planning on making videos, 
they needed a different stage, something more spectacular. One day, as they got off the Metro, they spotted 
it: some stations had towers made of scaffolding, with platforms at the very top, for changing light bulbs or 
painting ceilings, or performing punk rock, perhaps. Moscow Metro stations are, for the most part, grand 
architectural affairs, all marble and granite and ostentatiously spanning arches and dramatic lighting; they 
look like classical concert halls, and the crude scaffolding towers, viewed from the right angle, look very 
much like a punk affront of a stage.They performed a number of reconnaissance missions and identified 

several stations where the towers were particularly tall and well placed, which is to say, placed close to the 
center of the hall. Then they began rehearsing. If they were going to be a feminist punk rock group, they 
were going to have to have instrumentsKat picked up a bassand they were going to have to climb up the 

tower and unpack their instruments and mics and amplifier and take up positions fast, faster than the Metro 
police knew what was happening.They practiced at playgrounds.As they rehearsed, it became clear they 

needed staging and visuals and costumes. Because if we just got up there and started screaming, everyone 
would think we were stupid, Kat explained to me. Stupid chicks just standing there screaming.First they 

came up with wearing balaclavas, which would make them anonymousbut not like Russian special forces, 



who kept their identities hidden behind black knit face masks with slits for the eyes and mouth, but like the 
opposite of that: their balaclavas would be neon-colored. Then they would need dresses and multicolored 
stockings, to show that the whole getup was intentional. Bright, exaggerated makeup showed surprisingly 

well through the slits in the balaclavas. And the pillowthe pillow appeared because parliament members had 
begun talking about banning abortion and Putin kept talking about Russias so-called demographic problem, 

by which he meant that Russian women were not getting pregnant often enough, and so Nadya stuck a 
pillow under her green dress. And then she tried taking it out during the screaming, or the singing, and 

ripping it open. The feathers created a sort of snow effect, in addition to the birth effect and the abortion 
effect. That worked.They spent a month filming their first clip. There was one time they climbed atop a 

Moscow electric bus and performedit turned out the feather-letting worked outdoors as wellbut mostly they 
filmed at Metro stations, as many as fifteen of them in all. A couple of times, they got detained. Once, 

Tasya, who was filming, got beaten up by police. This was before many Russians came to think of being 
beaten up by police as a regular part of their existence. There was the time when the police tried to beat up 

Petya, and Nadya wedged herself between him and them and literally shielded him with her body, and there 
was probably no one, not even Nadya, who appreciated the beauty of her doing this after screaming about 

stinky socks and penis envy.And there was the time when the police called Kats father, Stanislav 
Samutsevich. They would not let me see them, he recalled. They were in a holding pen. I had a conversation 
with two interesting young men. They talked to me about contemporary art and activism. I asked them who 

they were, and they said, We are art critics in civilian clothing. It was an unfunny joke that Stanislav 
Samutsevich did not get: art critic in civilian clothing was a term used to denote KGB agents whose job it 
was to inform on dissidents in the Soviet Union; just like their predecessors in the 1970s, Pisya Riot had 
developed a following among these art critics before the broader public ever heard of them. That is, the 
secret police had literally started following them aroundthere were more of them with each consecutive 

taping.Stanislav Samutsevich would not have known, or wanted to know, anything about dissidents in the 
Soviet Union, or about those whose job it had been to spy on them or jail them. So I shared with them my 

views on contemporary art. What were they? Well, I am an old man. The ones in civilian clothing were more 
knowledgeable about contemporary art. The girls had really wreaked havoc there and the police didnt know 

what to do with them. Then a big police vehicle came for them and Yekaterina told me to go home. She 
came home later, on the last train. I had a talk with her after that, but I am a dinosaur and I dont understand 
anything about anything, so that was the last time she ever told me anything. From that point on, Stanislav 
Samutsevich learned about performances from the mediaor from police. He did try to protect the girls from 

themselves. One time they were in the hallway, painting posters of some sort, and I came out and said to 
them, Look, youve already been to the police station once, and no one knows how things could end. Nadya 
stopped coming over to the house after that.After that particular detention, the media got wind of the tower 
climbing and the screaming and the feathers flying in the Metro. They assumed Voina was back in action. 

Petya and Nadya were invited to the studios of the lone independent cable television channel. They denied it 
had been a Voina action. They said they had been detained while attending a performance of a new, different 

art group. They said it was called Pussy Riot.Revue de presse'Brought forward due to the amnesty and 
release, this is the story of the feminist post-punk collective told by the author of a much-admired book on 
Putin.' --'Books of 2014', Guardian'Words Will Break Cement is valuable for its insights into the modern 
cultural history of Russia, with all its idealistic muddles, dead-ends and false starts. Gessen's sharp pen 
draws a caustic picture of Pussy Riot's trial while prison correspondence provides a vivid picture of the 
continuing awfulness of the Russian penal system. Her book is ideal for those curious about the country 
behind the games' --Economist'Much here will be new to the reader. All of it is infuriating' --New York 
Times'Words Will Break Cement is written in a dry, raised-eyebrow deadpan, which allows post-Soviet 

repression to indict itself and adeptly captures the bluster and headiness of activist idealism... Pussy Riot's 
story is a moving object lesson in the power of art to rise above repression and have the last, cement-
breaking word' --LA Times'Much here will be new to the reader. All of it is infuriating' --New York 

Times'Gessen's book is vividly told. Overall this is an angry book, which makes it shockingly clear what an 
injustice was done in a ludicrous trial - and what the treatment of these women says about the system in 

Putin's Russia' --Sunday Herald'Gessen's clinical and thorough depiction of Pussy Riot is as personal as it is 
political; thanks to the rather remarkable access she is afforded to the individuals, their families and allies' --

Irish Times'Immensely readable... It brilliantly traces the evolution of Pussy Riot' ***** --Mail on 
Sunday'Gessen makes a forceful case for Pussy Riot. With extensive access to the friends, relatives and 



prison correspondence of the jailed activists, she delves deep into their lives. As a Russian-American steeped 
in the same ideas that inspired Pussy Riot, Gessen is a useful guide' --New Statesman'Enlightening and 

poignant... Words Will Break Cement serves as a powerful indictment of the return to Soviet-era tactics to 
silence dissent' --Tablet'Gessen makes a forceful case for Pussy Riot. With extensive access to the friends, 
relatives and prison correspondence of the jailed activists, she delves deep into their lives. As a Russian-

American steeped in the same ideas that inspired Pussy Riot, Gessen is a useful guide' --New 
Statesman'Words Will Break Cement - part cultural history, part instant reportage - offers an engaging and 
thoughtful exegesis of the events and personalities behind Pussy Riot. It is a lively addition to the canon of 
Russian prison literature. Gessen presents a scathing portrait of Putin-era judicial system' --Times Literary 

Supplement'Gessen makes a forceful case for Pussy Riot. With extensive access to the friends, relatives and 
prison correspondence of the jailed activists, she delves deep into their lives. As a Russian-American steeped 

in the same ideas that inspired Pussy Riot, Gessen is a useful guide' --New Statesman 


