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LEK AND THE DOGS (2017) DVD
Lek and the Dogs (2017) dir. Andrew Kötting. HOME Artist 
Film. ISBN 9780993591297

LEK AND THE DOGS (2017) ONLINE
Amazon Prime (https://www.amazon.co.uk/Lek-Dogs-Xavier- 
Tchili/dp/B07DJ5SPST), MUBI (https://mubi.com/films/ 
lek-and-the-dogs) and BFI player (https://player.bfi.org.uk/ 
subscription/film/watch-lek-and-the-dogs-2017-online)
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the Lek and the Dogs DVD and DVD Blu-ray.
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https://www.closeupfilmcentre.com/film_programmes/2019/andrew-kotting-earthworks/
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Synopsis

Lek and the Dogs is a research output by Professor Andrew 
Kötting consisting of the experimental feature film Lek and 
the Dogs, the short film Their Rancid Words Stagnate Our 
Ponds, and the publication Earthworks Bookwork. Kötting 
directed and edited the films and authored/edited the book. 

The films take as their starting point Hattie Naylor’s play, 
Ivan and the Dogs, that in turn draws upon the real-life story 
of Ivan Mishukov. Having fled (or been thrown out of) his 
home aged four, Mishukov spent two years living on the 
streets of 1990s Moscow, befriending a pack of wild dogs 
that became his companions and guardians. In Kötting’s film, 
Ivan is renamed Lek, developing the central character from 
Kötting’s earlier films in his Earthworks Trilogy. Lek looks 
back upon his feral life, with a cassette recorder on which 
his younger self has recorded his formative experiences. 

The film’s contribution is its blend of social realism with 
dystopian science-fiction, recent traumatic history, an original 
investigation of animal-human relations, and experiments with 
invented language. It commenced in the collaboration with 
Naylor and is an exploration of the translation of stories, from 
documentary to stage, film and on into other forms (short 
film and bookwork), developing Kötting’s concept of spillages 
between artistic forms. 

The film was presented at festivals worldwide and released 
in cinemas by HOME. Their Rancid Words Stagnate Our 
Ponds, based on reworking a scene from the film, played 
at film festivals worldwide. Kötting expanded the research 
in a 180-page chapter in his Earthworks Bookwork that 
presents sketchbook pages, scripts, notes, photographs, and 
contextualising essays.
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Context

Lek and the Dogs (2017) is the final part of Kötting’s 
Earthworks Trilogy, along with two other feature films, This 
Filthy Earth (2001) and Ivul (2009). It develops Kötting’s 
existing body of work which is underpinned by exploration 
of the psyche and its geography and it furthers Kötting’s 
research that pushes at the frontiers of the cinematic 
experience. 

Kötting’s research is based upon concepts from psycho-
geography, ‘the study of the precise laws and specific effects 
of the geographical environment, consciously organized or 
not, on the emotions and behaviour of individuals’ (Debord, 
1955). Kötting explores the nature of performance within 
public space, frequently through journeys, both into the 
landscape or into the mind. 

He also draws upon the related field of hauntology, aligning 
his work to the writings of Mark Fisher and his interpretations 
of Jacques Derrida. Both ‘see history as . . . characterized by 
repetition and disruption, as the past recurrently irrupts into 
the present, forcing us to reconsider events and ideas we 
might have regarded as safely consigned to the past’ (Coverley, 
2020). Memory rupture, existential angst, nostalgia and the 
persistence of the past are common themes within all  Kötting’s 
work, as is language. The Lek character speaks in an invented 
language, created by Kötting and French performance artist 
and actor Xavier Tchili, who plays Lek. The film explores new, 
invented and fictional languages and celebrates ‘different’ 
voices.

Kötting’s outputs are often made in collaboration with other 
artists, including Iain Sinclair, Jem Finer, Toby Jones, Alan 

Moore, Claudia Barton, McGillivray, Isabel Skinner and Glenn 
Whiting. Lek and the Dogs builds upon this collaborative 
practice. It grew out of a project which was initially instigated 
by the BFI Film Fund and SALON Pictures to collaborate 
with the writer Hattie Naylor to adapt her 2010 prize-winning 
play Ivan and the Dogs for cinema. Xavier Tchili is a regular 
collaborator, and appeared in Kötting’s earlier films in the 
Earthworks Trilogy. 

Lek and the Dogs was conceived as a crossover project 
between narrative film, contemporary art, performance 
and documentary. The film draws on a range of techniques, 
genres and material, including home movies, archive footage, 
interviews and voiceover to  produce a montage essay on the 
state of the world. Kötting’s research is developed through  the 
spillage between artistic forms; the Lek and the Dogs feature 
film led to the short film, Their Rancid Words Stagnate Our 
Ponds. Moving beyond film, a chapter in Kötting’s Earthworks 
Bookwork is devoted to Lek and the Dogs. This presents a 
collage of materials which articulate the filmmaking and 
research process alongside written contributions which further 
develop its analysis and insights.   

REFERENCES

Coverley, M. (2020) Hauntology: Ghosts of Future Past. 
Harpenden, UK: Oldcastle Books.

Debord, G. (1955) ‘Introduction to a Critique of Urban 
Geography’. Les Lèvres Nues #6. Reprinted in Situationist 
International Anthology, ed. and trans. By Ken Knabb 
(Berkeley, CA: Bureau of Public Secrets, 1981), pp. 5-8.
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Research Questions 
and Aims
Research questions: How can narrative structure be developed within the 

documentary format? 

How can new, invented and fictional languages celebrate 
‘different’ voices?

How can avant-garde and experimental cinema be made 
accessible and presented within a mainstream, commercial 
context? 

Research aims: To explore the no-man’s land between documentary and 
fiction, between essay and narrative.

To celebrate difference, and specifically difference in language 
and verbal expression.

To investigate hauntology through film, including in its 
relationship to nostalgia.

To investigate human/animal relationships, and to develop and 
complete the Earthworks Trilogy.
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Research Methods
and Process
In  Lek and the Dogs, Kötting investigates psychogeography in 
a number of ways. Setting is used to explore space and place, 
through, for instance, archive clips of a Russian supermarket 
with bare shelves or new footage of the Atacama Desert. 
In each instance, image is juxtaposed with voiceovers from 
the past which link the exterior setting to the interior life of 
the protagonist Lek. At times the voiceovers are Lek’s own 
thoughts, recorded on cassette and layered throughout the 
film. At other times they are the explicitly psychoanalytic 
musings of a ‘body psychotherapist’, ‘child psychologist’ and 
‘animal behaviourist’, all of whom consider Lek in terms of his 
formative traumas.

This non-chronological presentation of Lek’s life also speaks to 
Kötting’s engagement with hauntology. By bringing together 
archive and new footage and constantly juxtaposing voiceover 
with image, Lek and the Dogs develops a fragmented form 
which draws attention to the recurrence of the past within the 
present. This is exacerbated by the film’s self-aware approach 
to technology and the role it plays in bringing past and present 
into dialogue, as well as by the voiceover of Kötting’s frequent 
collaborator Alan Moore, who expounds upon the concept of 
time and the way we move through it.

The thin membrane between fact and fiction is an area of 
ongoing interest for Kötting, and Lek and the Dogs, based 
loosely upon a true story, presented an opportunity to explore 
this border. The film was an adaptation not just of factual 
source material, but of a play which had already dramatized 
that story. It presented an opportunity for collaboration as 
Kötting worked with playwright Hattie Naylor to adapt her 
prize-winning stage play Ivan and the Dogs into a ground-
breaking and innovative screen play. The film introduced a 
made-up language, or ‘gramlot’, invented and then translated 
using subtitles. 

Kötting’s methodology extends beyond the making of feature 
films, and encompasses multifarious outputs that span many 
media, including, as well as films, gallery installations, books 
and performance. The spillage from Lek and the Dogs led to 
the short film Their Rancid Words Stagnate Our Ponds. Cut 
scenes from the original feature film were reconfigured to be 
presented as an installation for multiple screen or single screen 
projection, taking the film from the cinema into gallery space. 
The research also spilled into the Earthworks Bookwork, this 
alternative form allowing additional scope through which to 
explore the themes of the work.
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Research Insights and 
Contribution 
New insights: Lek and the Dogs further develops Kötting’s investigations into 

‘psychogeographical’ storytelling.

The film completes Kötting’s Earthworks Trilogy of films 
situated on the surface of the earth (La Terre, based on Zola’s 
novel), above it (Ivul, set in the French Pyrennees and telling 
the story of teenage Alex, who, after a family quarrel, climbs 
onto the roof of the house and vows never again to set foot 
on the earth), and below it (Lek, in which the lead character 
survives in a subterranean existence).

The film develops further Kötting’s concept of spillages 
and the translation of a story from one art form to another. 
Hattie Naylor’s play is the film’s source material, but Kotting 
significantly transformed it to make the Ivan character in 
Naylor’s play a continuation of his own Lek character from the 
earlier Earthworks films, developing Lek’s invented language 
(‘gramlot’).

The critical success of the film has enabled further research 
by other filmmakers into the notion of the experimental 
documentary format, an area of investigation that Kötting 
has pioneered for almost 25 years, inspiring a new generation 
of artists and filmmakers such as Ben Rivers, Joshua 
Oppenheimer and Mark Jenkin. 
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Research Dissemination 
and Recognition

Recognition: REVIEWS
Mark Kermode gave Lek and the Dogs 4* in his review for 
The Guardian, writing that ‘Watching an Andrew Kötting 
movie is like digging your hands deep into a steamy midden of 
ideas, leaving you to pick the conceptual dirt from under your 
fingernails for days’ (https://www.theguardian.com/film/2018/
jun/10/lek-and-the-dogs-review-andrew-kotting).

Geoffrey Macnab’s 4* review for The Independent calls the 
film ‘a disconcerting affair, pitched between drama, archive-
based documentary and art world installation’ (https://www.
independent.co.uk/arts-entertainment/films/reviews/lek-
and-the-dogs-review-andrew-k-tting-s-latest-feature-is-a-
disconcerting-affair-a8386491.html).

Ben Nicholson’s review for Sight and Sound described the 
film as ‘Kötting’s typically singular new work’: (https://www.
bfi.org.uk/news-opinion/sight-sound-magazine/reviews-
recommendations/lek-and-the-dogs-andrew-kotting-xavier-
tchili-psychogeography-apocalypse).

Phil Concannon of Little White Lies considers the film ‘another 
remarkable audio-visual experience’ (https://lwlies.com/
reviews/lek-and-the-dogs/).

Tara Brady gave Lek and the Dogs 4* in The Irish Times, 
describing the work as ‘rich, weird and wonderful’
(https://www.irishtimes.com/culture/film/lek-and-the-dogs-
andrew-kötting-s-rich-weird-and-wonderful-film-1.3537304)

https://www.theguardian.com/film/2018/jun/10/lek-and-the-dogs-review-andrew-kotting
https://www.theguardian.com/film/2018/jun/10/lek-and-the-dogs-review-andrew-kotting
https://www.independent.co.uk/arts-entertainment/films/reviews/lek-and-the-dogs-review-andrew-k-tting-s-latest-feature-is-a-disconcerting-affair-a8386491.html
https://www.independent.co.uk/arts-entertainment/films/reviews/lek-and-the-dogs-review-andrew-k-tting-s-latest-feature-is-a-disconcerting-affair-a8386491.html
https://www.independent.co.uk/arts-entertainment/films/reviews/lek-and-the-dogs-review-andrew-k-tting-s-latest-feature-is-a-disconcerting-affair-a8386491.html
https://www.independent.co.uk/arts-entertainment/films/reviews/lek-and-the-dogs-review-andrew-k-tting-s-latest-feature-is-a-disconcerting-affair-a8386491.html
https://www.independent.co.uk/arts-entertainment/films/reviews/lek-and-the-dogs-review-andrew-k-tting-s-latest-feature-is-a-disconcerting-affair-a8386491.html
https://www.independent.co.uk/arts-entertainment/films/reviews/lek-and-the-dogs-review-andrew-k-tting-s-latest-feature-is-a-disconcerting-affair-a8386491.html
https://www.bfi.org.uk/news-opinion/sight-sound-magazine/reviews-recommendations/lek-and-the-dogs-andrew-kotting-xavier-tchili-psychogeography-apocalypse
https://www.bfi.org.uk/news-opinion/sight-sound-magazine/reviews-recommendations/lek-and-the-dogs-andrew-kotting-xavier-tchili-psychogeography-apocalypse
https://www.bfi.org.uk/news-opinion/sight-sound-magazine/reviews-recommendations/lek-and-the-dogs-andrew-kotting-xavier-tchili-psychogeography-apocalypse
https://www.bfi.org.uk/news-opinion/sight-sound-magazine/reviews-recommendations/lek-and-the-dogs-andrew-kotting-xavier-tchili-psychogeography-apocalypse
https://www.bfi.org.uk/news-opinion/sight-sound-magazine/reviews-recommendations/lek-and-the-dogs-andrew-kotting-xavier-tchili-psychogeography-apocalypse
https://www.bfi.org.uk/news-opinion/sight-sound-magazine/reviews-recommendations/lek-and-the-dogs-andrew-kotting-xavier-tchili-psychogeography-apocalypse
https://lwlies.com/reviews/lek-and-the-dogs/
https://lwlies.com/reviews/lek-and-the-dogs/
https://www.irishtimes.com/culture/film/lek-and-the-dogs-andrew-k�tting-s-rich-weird-and-wonderful-film-1.3537304
https://www.irishtimes.com/culture/film/lek-and-the-dogs-andrew-k�tting-s-rich-weird-and-wonderful-film-1.3537304
https://www.irishtimes.com/culture/film/lek-and-the-dogs-andrew-k�tting-s-rich-weird-and-wonderful-film-1.3537304
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Research Dissemination 
and Recognition

Recognition: AWARDS
Their Rancid Words Stagnate Our Ponds won best film at 
Swedenborg International film festival and was shortlisted for 
an AHRC Inspiration Award (https://ahrc.ukri.org/research/
readwatchlisten/features/rifa-2018-inspiration-award-public-
category/#Their-Rancid-Words-Stagnate-Our-Ponds)

Follow-on-activities: PROJECTS
The success of Lek and the Dogs enabled Kötting to realise 
several following projects, in particular his feature film The 
Whalebone Box, which was acquired by MUBI, BFI Player 
and Amazon Prime for online distribution as well as HOME in 
Manchester for theatrical release. 

BBC Radio 4’s Film Programme commissioned Kötting to 
keep a studio diary in the Autumn of 2020, and this covers 
various projects including Lek and The Dogs, By Our Selves 
and The Whalebone Box (https://www.bbc.co.uk/sounds/play/
m000kg3v). An updated studio diary will be broadcast in April 
2021.

WORKSHOPS
Kötting has presented masterclasses and workshops in 
Europe and Australia using this film and others as a catalyst 
for discussions around autobiography, disability and 
psychogeography (e.g. https://www.felixmedia.com.au/flux-
artfilm-masterclass)

https://ahrc.ukri.org/research/readwatchlisten/features/rifa-2018-inspiration-award-public-category/#Their-Rancid-Words-Stagnate-Our-Ponds
https://ahrc.ukri.org/research/readwatchlisten/features/rifa-2018-inspiration-award-public-category/#Their-Rancid-Words-Stagnate-Our-Ponds
https://ahrc.ukri.org/research/readwatchlisten/features/rifa-2018-inspiration-award-public-category/#Their-Rancid-Words-Stagnate-Our-Ponds
https://ahrc.ukri.org/research/readwatchlisten/features/rifa-2018-inspiration-award-public-category/#Their-Rancid-Words-Stagnate-Our-Ponds
https://www.bbc.co.uk/sounds/play/m000kg3v
https://www.bbc.co.uk/sounds/play/m000kg3v
https://www.felixmedia.com.au/flux-artfilm-masterclass
https://www.felixmedia.com.au/flux-artfilm-masterclass
https://www.felixmedia.com.au/flux-artfilm-masterclass
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But we know, we devotees who have followed the Earthworks project 
over the Flemish panels of  this illuminated and libidinous triptych, that 
the filmmaker cannot bring himself  to sanction endings. He is a maker 
like a wine-maker, a grape-crusher, not an aesthete or nervous counter 
of  frames. There is always another season around the corner, a better 
vintage. Boots filled with suppurating pus. Trenchfoot, his proud boast 
of  authenticity. Look at my wounds. Smell my reek.
Iain Sinclair

And it is Lek we are left with, who has grown older and simultaneously 
younger (naked new born) as we’ve travelled with him, who we last 
see with the desert dead but who also knows the potency and warp 
potential of  Alice portals, worm-holes in the continuum, who is often 
traceless but who endures.
Gareth Evans

I used to drop down behind bush or dyke and write down my things 
upon the crown of  my hat and when I was more in a hip for thinking 
then usual I used to stop later at nights to make up my lost time in the 
day – thus I went on writing my thoughts down and correcting them as 
leisure spending my Sundays in the woods or heaths to be alone for that 
purpose….
John Clare – My first attempts at Poetry

In the spring, at the end of  the day, you should smell like dirt 
Margaret Atwood - Bluebeard’s Egg

EXISTING IS PLAGIARISM
E.M. Cioran - Drawn and Quartered
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 With thanks to all of  the contributors. 
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IN OUR MINDS, WE 
ARBITRARILY DIVIDE THE 
WORLD INTO FRAGMENTS 
AND THEN FEEL WE HAVE 
DISCOVERED SOMETHING 
WHEN WE FIND THEY CAN 
BE CONNECTED…. IT IS THE 
FUNCTION OF THE MIND 
TO IMPOSE DISTINCTIONS 
AND MAKE ASSOCIATIONS. 
NOTHING IS MORE REAL 
THAN ILLUSION: WITH 
ILLUSIONS YOU GET 
EXACTLY WHAT YOU SEE.
Dr Robert Pepperell - Mind-World-Art: Six Paintings and Sixty Notes
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CHAPTER 1 

THIS FILTHY 
EARTH

HEREON
THIS FILTHY EARTH 

PHILIP JENKINSON’S LETTER 1999

THE BEGINNING OF THE FILTH 

AWASH WITH MUD AND EXCREMENT RAIN AND PUS 

THIS FILTHY EARTH NOTEBOOK 

A LETTER FROM HOME  

CETTE SALE TERRE JOURNAL 

LANDSCAPE AS AN INVENTION OF THE MIND  

EARTHHOUSE MANIFESTO  

THIS FILTHY EARTH AND HER DIARIES  

THE LOOKING BACK THE AFTERMATH THE NOW 

DUDLEY SUTTON 

JOEY (KÖTTING)

THE BOG IN OUR BRAINS AND BOWELS

THE WORDS OF A FRENCH DISTRIBUTOR

WHERE THE SUN NEVER SHINES 
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This Filthy Earth

 

OUR STORY 
Here is a village; buildings are crude, sods of  turf  on corrugated iron roofs, corn, potatoes, beets 
and onions, sheep, cows and horses. Mechanisation has been slow, the soil is still tilled by hand and 
the people that struggle on it are dirty and weather-beaten. They are born out of  this earth and 
know no better, they are locked into a brutal struggle with the land and with each other. They fight 
to get hold of  it, to mark it, own it and hand it down to the next generation as gift or curse. Icy 
cold winters, buzzy hot summers, here is a community that has depended on the land for survival 
since the beginning of  time. 

Into this village comes Lek, an itinerant outsider from the world beyond. Lek meets 
sisters Kath and Francine, two girls whose parents are dead and buried. Kath is 
married to the brutal and violent Buto, Francine is similarly trapped by her own desires 
and a fascination for the forbidden. Until the possibility for escape is offered by the  
stranger Lek. 

35 mm | 106 minutes | Colour | 2001 

Film Four in association with  The Film Council, the East London Film Fund and the 
Yorkshire Media Production Agency with the participation of  British Screen and BSkyB 
present a Tall Stories Film.

Written by  Andrew Kötting and Sean Lock Director Andrew Kötting Producer  Ben 
Woolford  Associate Producer  Christopher Collins  Executive Producer  Robin 
Gutch  Editor  Cliff  West  Director of  Photography  NG Smith  Additional 
Photography  Gary Parker  Production Designer  Judith Stanley-Smith  Music 
and Sound David Burnand Sound  John Pearson and Doug Templeton Production 
Manager Emma Fowler Costumes  Jane Heather  Makeup Sue Wyburgh and Nora 
Nona 

CAST 
Lek Xavier Tchili Francine Rebecca Palmer Buto Shane Attwooll Kath Demelza 
Randall Papa Dudley Sutton Armandine Ina Clough Jesus Christ Peter Hugo-Daly 
Megan Eve Steele Joey Ryan Kelly Perry Benji Ming Gibbon Bill Rodgers Barman 
George Neville Maggie Rachel Kirk Etta Etta Kötting Mr Holt Stuart Richman Mrs 
Holt Rosemary Townsend Priest Robert Hickson Circus performer Jem Frazer Circus 
woman Mandy Vickerman Circus girl Jaslyn Grifiths Goose seller Sue Clark Head 
butt victim Barry Badblöod 
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EARLY THOUGHTS AND MULLINGS BY WAY OF A 
BACKSTORY 
1995 
My family has a “sibling abode” a ramshackle farm house in the French Pyrenees. In the summer 
I went there and read Emile Zola’s La Terre, which my sister-in-law had recommended. This same 
year I also read Pig Earth by John Berger, one in a trilogy of  books dealing with the toils and 
hardships of  rural communities living in Europe. I’m obsessed by both works and start making 
connections. I’m awarded an  Arts Foundation Script Writing Award which allows me four months 
research in which I deconstruct La Terre, cutting out the Hardyesque ramblings, in attempt to get 
beyond the bones and into marrow of  the story. 

ZOLA’S STORY  
A world exists in which people are a law unto themselves. Jean (Lek) stumbles into this world 
but only manages to grasp the inbred nature and malicious intent of  its inhabitants, too late. King 
Lear springs to mind. An old mean-spirited farmer named Fouan (Papa) has three children who 
embody every human vice: a daughter Fanny who’s married to a farmer named Delhomme, and 
two sons; Hyacinthe (who’s nicknamed Jesus Christ for his appearance and preachy nature) and 
Buteau (Buto). 

Jesus Christ, is the best of  the bunch, a poacher and a drunkard, Fanny is mean-spirited, and 
Buteau (Buto) is lumpen and vicious, with hair and hands like Buddy Holly. Fouan (Papa) and 
his wife are slowing down and are finding it too difficult to farm the land, so he decides to divide 
it up between his children whilst he is still alive. The idea is that each of  his children will pay him 
money in return for the land. But things go wrong. The children beat him down on his pension, 
and squabbling over the division of  the land.

Buteau (Buto), is convinced that he’s been cheated, and sets about attacking the family, thereafter 
things go from bad to worse. 

The moment Fouan (Papa) hands over the land, he loses any respect he has for his children, 
and they immediately see him as a burden. The story unfolds, Fouan (Papa) moves in between 
the households belonging to his children–first because he’s lured by promises and then he moves 
from necessity. The relationship between Fouan and his children becomes increasingly Learlike and 
unfolds like a terrible tragic farce in which the cruellest, most vicious child comes out as victor.

And then there is Jean (Lek), he works as an itinerant labourer, and with time, takes a fancy to 
the sisters, Lise (Kath) and Francoise (Francine), orphans who have land. He proposes to Lise 
(Kath), who has an illegitimate child by Buteau (Buto), but he then realises that he is in love with 
her younger sister, Francoise (Francine). 

Ultimately (Lek) is a good-hearted man who tries to farm the land as well as he can for the 
community, but he never quite gets the hang of  it. He (Lek) will always be an outsider (darky 
cull). He will never belong, and this becomes very clear to him as the story unfolds.

He (Lek) is the hero and Francoise (Francine) the heroine, She is a beguiling character who can’t 
come to terms with her own feeling. A woman, whose stubbornness and pride works against her.

1996 
I’m in pre-production for Gallivant. On a train to Newcastle, I run the idea of  This Filthy Earth 
past Ben Woolford whereupon he emits enthuse. With Gallivant finished, Allon Reich and Kate 
Leys at Film Four ask me in to pitch to them. I give them This Filthy Earth, they too enthuse. 
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Then I get cold feet, have I got the writing skills to pull it off ? I’ve never done drama before on 
this scale. I ask Sean Lock, a close friend and clever fella about the prospect of  collaboration and 
we agree to write it together. We had already written a short film; Smart Alek, and proved that 
we can sit in a room for long periods of  time deliberating. Sean is very funny and very intense. He 
thinks for a long time before he writes anything down. I write a lot down without thinking which 
is then rejected in time.

1997
It’s done, the first version delivered. We have created a particular language for the characters. Sean 
is a genius with dialogue. On my part a collation and regurgitation of  ideas around a the Zola 
themes. Less the structuralist more away-with-the-fairies. More drafts are required. Draft after 
draft. The stamina required to keep going, to keep revisiting, the repetition and confusion. My 
daughter Eden has prepared me. Sean plots the course.

Another source of humour can be found in 
the antics of Jesus Christ. He has the most 
amazing ability to fart, which he uses as a 
sort of after-dinner party trick. He’s always 
willing to entertain an admiring crowd with 
his talent. In one scene, he pulls down his 
trousers and uses his farts to blow out 
candles; in another scene he farts and knocks 
over a bailiff’s man. 
There are also subtle, serious social issues 
in the novel concerning the beginning of 
technology in farming, conscription for the 
Franco-Prussian war, and Beauce even has 
its own tavern radical, Canon, a man who like 
to regale the other customers with tales 
of revolution and uprisings until he drinks 
himself under the table.

Sean suggests that his friend Johnny Vegas plays the part of  Jesus Christ.
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SOMETIME IN1998 
David Aukin leaves FilmFour. Allon and Kate, the original supporters of   the project, follow. I give 
up on the idea of  making a film and want to turn it into a stage play. Then , with support, I translate 
it into French for Canal + and they say great but you need  to think BIGGER. It’s beyond me, the 
industry. So I give up and even toy with the idea of  an allotment war piece set in New York under 
the Brooklyn Bridge, near to where my brother Joey lives, all shot on super 8 without sync. Or why 
not shoot it with friends and family in the tumbledown house in the French Pyrenees? 

SOMETIME IN 1999 
Ben Woolford keeps pushing the rock into the hard place. He gets the script to Robin Gutch at 
Film Four Lab, the low budget experimental division which is part  of  the stand alone film division 
headed by Paul Webster. Robin loves the script but I wonder if  This Filthy Earth will fit in with 
the kind of  edgy, contemporary issue based films that the Lab is attracting. Then Beautiful People 
happens, a Jasmin Dizdar film that Ben has produced. It wins Director’s Fortnight in Cannes and 
confidence in Tall Stories and Ben’s abilities revives. 

JANUARY 2000 
The script is now on its’ eighth draft. Sean has left and is up a running with his stand up and writing 
his brilliant 15 Storeys High. I’m left alone to finesse and corrupt a final draft. I can see it playing 
in my head. A berserk Pig Earth frotting with the bastard son of  Hieronymus Bosch. I check the 
availability of  the team I’ve used on all my narrative shorts; Nick Gordon Smith my DOP, Gary 
Parker the wayward sniper and Judith Stanley Smith the Production designer. 

We look at Philip Trevelyan’s documentary, The Moon and the Sledgehammer about a family in a forest. 
The father in the film inspires the Papa character, to be played by Dudley Sutton, and the de-
saturated, faded archival look is something else that also inspires. I begin location scouting. I’ve 
thought of  lots of  places, The Isle of  Man, Ireland, the Massif  Central in France. Then I spend 10 
days driving around the Yorkshire Dales, sleeping in the boot of  my Volvo and I know it can work 
within this landscape. I’m caught late one night washing myself  in a lover’s lane with a baby wipe. 

APRIL 2000 
British Screen have committed so we are just waiting for Lottery money to add to that of  Film 
Four. I’ve got a grant from the Wellcome Trust and it’s the only thing that keeps me going. The 
construction crew have built a village and have not been paid. Ben has to get a bank loan against the 
promise of  finance from the Lottery. I am busy researching at the Museum of  English Rural Life*

JUNE 2000 
The finance comes through. I invite Xavier Tchili to play the part of  Lek, an old friend from Paris. 
He is mysterious and compelling and reminds me of  Tarkovsky’s Stalker. He gets off  the Eurostar 
dressed in rough boots and full eastern European peasant garb, so we go around the Tate Modern, 
shouting at the exhibits in Lek’s loud Eastern European ‘made-up’ language. It sounds ‘real’ and we 
are asked to leave for being too loud.

JULY 2000 
The village has been built and we move to the Dales. Rehearsals go well. The crew begin to arrive. 
Chris Collins is the Associate Producer, he will be up here for the duration and without him we are 
lost.  Nick Gordon-Smith camera tests for the look that we want. I take the cast around the two 
main locations to get a feel of  the place. The weather hammers down and faces harden. We have 
established a pattern, Nick captures the drama  on Super 16mm whilst Gary, becomes the eyes of  
the landscape, prowling and sniping with his DV camera. 
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I am reminded of  something that has been said about Tarkovsky: He is the most earth-bound of  
visionaries, interested only in the sky as it is reflected in the rivers and in the puddles. Our Lek is pure Stalker.

The Stalker is a kind of self-taught 
expert on the Zone, who guides those 
who want to explore this treacherous 
and wondrous space.

Mark Fischer – THE WEIRD AND THE EERIE
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AFTER THOUGHT 
Here in the studio as I ponder the aftermath of  twenty years gone.

An unfathomable mess scattered across my desk.

Where is the chronology? 

The beginning? 

The end? 

From genesis to delivery.

And the memory of  a dear friend.

Long.

Gone.
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JACK SHARP
Who died incomprehensibly 
just after Eden was born.

A flat in New York and a 
gun to the head.

I’m left pondering

His drawing

A violin 

A rope

And the clothes that that I’d 
always imagined Lek might 
be wearing.

 

We don’t exist unless there is someone around 
to see us existing. What we have to say has 
no meaning unless someone is listening. And 
when I’m digging the land it is for a better 
understanding.
Lek – From the words that I can put into his mouth. 
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AN EMAIL TO IAIN SINCLAIR – JANUARY 2018
This Filthy Earth - still a rush of  memory and as viscerally incontinent as ever….

IAIN’S REPLY – JANUARY 2018
I had just made a note of  ‘semen-soaked hands’ & pink bull’s pizzle, when I opened your email to 
download that image. 

I don’t find This Filthy Earth ‘visually incompetent’ at all, raw & close (with characteristic snatches 
of  Gary Parker Super-8 - as if  you couldn’t quite wrench yourself  away from the documenting of  
actuality as it spills). 

But the actor/performers are so embodied & present.  

In a sense there is - as might be expected - too much drama, weather, overreach, mudshitspermvomit, 
but I love it. 

Weirdly, I started to think about the apparently polar opposite filmmaker, Bresson, & Balthasar 
(one of  my favourites): the donkey breaking in & then (one of  your specialities, the sequences that 
run after the film is over... you can’t let go), Jesus Christ in his longhair, long coat, among the 
sheep. Right out of  the Bresson. 

He should be drinking rotgut red wine. And smuggling contraband over the Pyrenees.

‘NOW’: great word to end LEK & THE DOGS. Another special one, I feel. Beautifully grafted 
archive (as always) & home movies. And the Atacama desert. 

And the trajectory of  Lek’s long voyage to the underworld & out.

I’ll just let it tumble any way on the table tomorrow. There won’t be time to balance and finesse.
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My niece Etta Freedom Kötting will play Etta Loam and Rebecca Palmer her 
aunt Francine Loam
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Philip Jenkinson’s 
Letter 1999
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The  
Beginning 
Of The 
Filth
They were all 
listening to him with 
the curiosity and, 
if the truth were 
known, the utter 
indifference of 
practical people who 
had lost their fear 
of his God of wrath 
and chastisement. 
Why be frightened 
and deferential and 
seek pardon when 
the idea of the devil 
now merely made 
them laugh and they 
no longer believed 
in an avenging Lord 
who sent the wind 
and the hail and the 
thunder? It was just 
a waste of time; it was 
much more sensible 
to keep your respect 
for the forces of law 
and order: they were 
stronger.
Émile Zola – La Terre
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Is it that old, as old as the Earth? Four and a half  billion years give or take? The Earth is made of  
stone and iron, rock and clay, coal, mud and filthy earth (and buried treasure). So yes, the filth must 
always have been there.

One time we were on a train, tricked by Nick Gordon Smith into helping heave 16mm film gear 
up onto a moor in Yorkshire and back down again. It must have been for Nick’s short film Up in 
the Clouds in 1994. It was morning and trains (like walks) are good for talking. After watching the 
north London suburbs roll by we got to Stevenage and I realised Andrew was talking, recounting a 
relentlessly grim story of  rural poverty, bad luck and human greed. 

What is that? La Terre, part of  the Rougon Macquart series by Émile Zola - stories where avarice, 
jealousy and lust prevail. I realised that Andrew wanted to make a film about this and, worse still, 
wanted me to work on it, actually to collude in getting it made. All I knew about Zola was the 
stark phrase J’Accuse which, I said, had something to do with standing up to the (anti-Semitic) 
establishment in late 19th century France, the time of  the First Golden Age of  rail. Perhaps I 
half  remembered a Zola story about striking miners. Our train rushed through Grantham without 
stopping and on towards the Yorkshire coalfields. 

Around Newark I was rambling on about an image that came to my mind of  a muddy field full of  
stones and straggling weeds. And probably cow-pats, remembered from childhood in East Suffolk. 
We used to walk through “the cow’s muck” on the way to the village school. 

These days there are sheep there, not cows. I told Andrew I liked the idea of  something small and 
precious, half  hidden in the mud, but catching the light and thus revealing itself. So, in a life full 
of  hardship, strife and suffering a moment of  kindness, a jewel of  love or hope, might appear like 
a gemstone, revealing a potential future more benign. Andrew seemed unmoved by this – except 
it would be buried – he said. I suggested that (metaphorically) digging for this “treasure” could 
form a narrative thread for the characters in such a story and the “finding” a resolution. But – he 
said - they’ll never find it!

By this time Andrew and I had worked together on Smart Alek, a short film (finished in 1993 and 
commissioned by Kate Ogborn under the BFI’s New Directors scheme) that he’d written with Sean 
Lock in which Sean, Stan Nelson and Simon Munnery form a little gang of  hopelessly ineffective 
and pointlessly violent petty criminals. We were about to see Stan again as he was also acting in 
Nick’s Up in the Clouds. 

Anyway, Smart Alek, a film about a failed family holiday, ends with an elderly granny getting 
kicked to death in a ditch. I remember feeling shocked at its bleakness, even amidst the buzz of  
the preview screening party for cast and crew at the London Film Co-op. Smart Alek was about 
20 minutes long. Was it conceivable to sustain and deliver such desolation for the 90 minutes of  a 
feature film?

After Smart Alek, Andrew had suggested making a longer more experimental film about a homeless 
vagrant, supine on a vast landfill site. He (or she – I can’t now remember) rolls over and, finding this 
mode of  motion satisfactory, continues while the soundtrack is made of  sounds associated with all 
the varied items of  detritus and waste as they are rolled over on the tip site (these could be snippets 
of  conversation, snatches of  music or vagrant thoughts and memories). 

I remember talking about this on a different trip to the north of  England, a conversation that 
came about because the car sound system wouldn’t work. I’d had to replace the car battery the day 
before (the old one probably went into landfill) and was pleased that all was ready for our early start, 
heading up the M1. I forgot that, as an anti-theft device, if  the radio was ever disconnected from 
the battery, a secret security code had to be entered to make it restart. 
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I half  remembered the 4-digit code. I was driving as Andrew tried the different number 
combinations that I called out (Yes! I remember now, 9263! Or was it 9362? No! 9653! Etc etc). 
By Watford Gap Andrew had run out of  patience. We resorted to talking about film ideas to fill 
the long journey. This one eventually morphed into the basis for Gallivant, Andrew’s first cinema 
feature film. 

Actually, as I write this, I realise my memory has mixed up these two conversations, both had on 
journeys to the north. The car journey where we talked about Gallivant must have been the earlier 
of  the two, dating from 1994 on the way to Yorkshire and Nick’s film. The train trip must have 
been in 1995, a journey we made to Tyneside and the North East in preparation for the filming of  
Gallivant, after the project had received support from Ben Gibson and the BFI Production Fund. 

How could I have so confidently mixed up and wrongly remembered these two events? Maybe 
everything I’m writing here is also wrong – mistakes of  confusion, inventions by accident or 
design. 

I don’t think of  myself  as a liar, but we (Dan Weldon and I) had called our production company 
“Tall Stories”, an ironic reference to the fact that our first production (My Macondo, which Dan 
also directed) was a documentary. Dan had met Andrew and Sean at a film festival in Portugal, and 
back in London Andrew seemed perfectly at ease with the uncertain grip on reality and truth that 
sometimes characterised Tall Stories. 

It’s probably safest to regard all of  this account as fiction. Anyway, not only did I fail to prevent 
Andrew from embarking on This filthy earth, I later became one of  its biggest supporters. After 
Gallivant both BBC Films and Film 4 were keen to develop feature films with him. 
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So a script was commissioned and Andrew decided again to work with Sean. In the summer of  
1997 the three of  us were sitting on the terrace behind the Channel 4 offices in Victoria as a script 
editor flicked through the pages, jabbing her finger onto them and saying – Look! It’s all words, just 
words! We exchanged glances like – It’s a script! What else should it be apart from words? Maybe 
she had a point, but we couldn’t understand it and the project did not for the time being go well 
at Film Four. 

We were considering filming it in Ireland and I remember, at one point, Sean even suggested we 
re-imagine the idea as a Spud Western (as opposed to a Spaghetti Western, which it wasn’t either) 
and make it more comical. Perhaps we should have followed up on this, but I think Andrew was 
already committed to the existing creative shape of  it.

We went so far as to explore possible locations around the west coast of  Ireland. We rented a 
bungalow on the Atlantic coast and drove one evening through a green valley, spangled with 
mushrooms. The next morning a man from the village turned up during breakfast, saying he was 
the owner of  the bungalow. As we chatted I noticed his eyes kept flicking to the mantelpiece over 
the fireplace. 

I was puzzled by this until I followed his gaze and noticed a three-quarter full bottle of  Jameson’s 
whiskey there. We found three glasses and spent an hour or so swapping yarns. I had stories 
about filming in the Sierra Nevada foothills by the Atlantic coast of  Colombia and Andrew about 
lumberjacking in Sweden. After one of  these our landlord nodded thoughtfully and said – Yes, I’ve 
been down that street – a pause – but with different buildings!

We walked up a strange, sunken track, bordered by black walls of  peat, and turned to see the distant 
Atlantic rollers crashing with huge spumes of  white spray onto the jagged rocks of  County Cork. 
We didn’t notice the sudden arrival of  dark clouds, stealing up behind us. We hurried on until the 
ground fell away on one side into a deep trough, at the bottom of  which was a silent tarn of  the 
deepest grey, seeming to brood, pregnant with hidden meaning. 

A huge crash of  thunder spurred us on, very soon followed by a violent hailstorm. The hailstones 
were so big I thought they might break my glasses, so I took them off. Then I thought the ice 
hurtling down would damage our heads so we sheltered from the violence of  the storm under 
a peat bank, right at the top of  the hill. Suddenly there was a white flash and I felt the tingle of  
electricity through my heels. I was galvanised and started running at full tilt down the hill. Andrew 
did not move but shouted at the top of  his voice - COWARD!

Film Four put the Filthy Earth project into turnaround, meaning that though they had financed the 
development of  the script they would not finance the production. It also meant that we regained 
more control over how to structure the production. Pulling together finance for such films is an 
uphill struggle and although many in the film industry had loved Gallivant and wanted to work 
with Andrew, This filthy earth presented them with a kind of  unconventional approach to narrative 
drama that may be easier to like after the film has been made than it is to support towards its 
production. 

At this time, although video/film art was beginning to become more common in galleries, and 
alternative funding models were emerging, we (Tall Stories) were located in the film world and I was 
not particularly alert to emerging alternative trends. Andrew went on to (and still does) straddle the 
cinema and gallery art worlds more effectively.

Although it was a tough time, adversity can be a strong motivator and I became more and more 
stubbornly determined to get This filthy earth into production, even when Andrew’s enthusiasm 
occasionally waned. One summer (probably 1998) I suggested we do a re-write for ourselves, free 
of  any financiers’ constraints (I say “we do”, though I didn’t actually do any of  the writing). I 
proposed a visit to Andrew in the foothills of  the Pyrenees near Montségur to talk about it in his 
place there, a run-down, semi-abandoned looking rural hideout in the middle of  a forest. 
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Although I missed my flight (so Andrew had a fruitless drive from the hills down to Carcassonne 
– sorry about that Andrew), we salvaged something from the trip and after an intense few days 
emerged more or less with a new plan and a spark of  energy. 

Eventually we heard that Film Four had started a new low-budget, more experimental section, 
which they called Film Four Lab and was headed by Robin Gutch. Robin had been involved in 
Gallivant as commissioning editor of  the Independent Film and Video department at Channel 
4 (where he succeeded Alan Fountain and Rod Stoneman). I thought he might be receptive to 
This filthy earth and he was. The backing of  Robin and Film Four Lab was not sufficient to 
get us straight into production, but it did enable us to build a coalition of  funders, including the 
Film Council, British Screen Finance, Yorkshire Media Production Agency and East London Film 
Fund. The last two could come on board because we filmed in Yorkshire, while East London based 
companies were involved in the production. For British Screen Finance it would be (as Simon 
Perry told me when I was trying to edge them towards backing us) at the very limit of  what they 
could do, meaning that their remit led them generally to back more conventional mainstream films. 
This never looked quite like one of  those.

It must have been in 2000 that we finally pitched up in Wensleydale with a full crew and Chris 
Collins as the producer on the spot (and, occasionally, in the mud). The main location was a 
group of  abandoned stone farm buildings, semi-ruined and gorgeous, that designer Judith Stanley-
Smith had transformed into the village we see in the film. I remember the afternoon we arrived 
watching Andrew charge down the side of  the valley with a large spade, smashing to instant death 
any rabbit that failed to run away. Like many of  the crew I was horrified by this shocking act of  
wanton cruelty, until I realised that the blighted creatures were suffering in the terminal stages of  
mixomatosis, the “pest control” virus that was introduced decades ago to reduce their population. 
I had seen “mixy rabbits” as a child in Suffolk and watched powerlessly their agonised deaths. 

This mixture of  grimness and kindness, of  humanity in the face of  bleakness has characterised 
much of  Andrew’s work and is part of  This filthy earth, a film that, for me, gleams like a gem, 
half-hidden in the mud. 

(Andrew – will this do? Please feel free to edit, cut, correct, remove inaccuracies or introduce new 
ones. Then again, you can reject outright)…. 

Ben Woolford 2018
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And then there was pain and blood and tears, all 
those things that cause suffering and revolt, 
the killing of Françoise, the killing of Fouan, 
vice triumphing, and the stinking, bloodthirsty 
peasants, vermin who disgrace and exploit the 
earth. But can you really know? Just as the 
frost that burns the crops, the hail that chops 
them down, the thunderstorms which batter 
them are all perhaps necessary, maybe blood and 
tears are needed to keep the world going. And 
how important is human misery when weighed 
against the mighty mechanism of the stars and 
the sun? What does God care for us? We earn 
our bread only by dint of a cruel struggle, 
day in, day out. And only the earth is immortal, 
the Great Mother from whom we spring and to 
whom we return, love of whom can drive us to 
crime and through whom life is perpetually 
preserved for her own inscrutable ends, in 
which even our wretched degraded nature has 
its part to play.
Émile Zola – The Earth

Photographs – Andrew Kötting and Gary Parker

Earthworks_240418_V1.indd   33 02/05/2018   12:10



34
E

ar
th

w
or

ks
 1

  H
er

eo
n 

Earthworks_240418_V1.indd   34 02/05/2018   12:10



ZOLA – THE EARTH  (La Terre)  Penguin Classics – Translation by Douglas Parmée

Awash with mud, 
excrement, rain  
and pus 
La Terre (The Earth) is a novel by Émile Zola, which was published in 1887. It is the fifteenth novel 
in Zola’s Rougon-Macquart series. The story takes place in a rural community in the Beauce, a flat 
wheat growing area in central France, not far west from Paris. 

The novel is connected to others in the series by the protagonist, Jean Macquart, (Lek) whose 
childhood in the south of  France was recounted in La Fortune des Rougon and who goes on to 
feature prominently in the later novel La Débacle.

The publication of  an English translation of  La Terre in 1888 led to the prosecution for obscenity 
of  the publisher, Henry Vizetelly - His work is evil and Zola is one of  those wretched people of  
whom it may be said that they should never have been born.

On 8th May 1888 in the British House of  Commons, the member of  Flintshire Samuel Smith 
declared that Zola’s novels were only fit for swine, and that their constant perusal must turn the 
mind into something akin to a sty. 

The book was banned in Ireland right up until 1953 and when the film came out in the UK in 2001 
an established critic was outraged enough to write: The screen is awash with mud, excrement, rain and 
pus. The glowering, ignorant Cumbrian yokels - a lynch mob waiting to happen - make the Cornishmen of  Straw 
Dogs look like Mayfair sophisticates. The awesomely untalented director and writer, Andrew Kötting, strives for the 
powerful and elemental, but achieves only the profoundly ludicrous. But there again this was the same critic 
that said of  Gallivant: it should have been drowned at birth like the runt of  a litter.

AND

Every member of the cast is dirty and covered with muck. Fashion is not a factor, either. People 
don’t wear clothes of their choice, they just wear what clothes there are. If there is one thing 
this film succeeds at is to prove that Britain is not an island to be inhabited by humans. Here 
we struggle for survival in some of the toughest and most inhumane conditions imaginable. 
We’re just animals too, get covered in mud and would eat scraps if our life depended on it. If 
you were not aware of this already, Andrew Kötting’s film will show how futile humanity can be 
sometimes. But that’s all. And the gore and human waste is still gross. This is the kind of movie 
that would have been banned 20 years ago.

Gator MacReady
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That’s how it was, there was trouble all round, 
the only thing to do was to work until you 
dropped and not complain. Moreover, little 
by little, as he (Lek) walked beside them, he 
found himself being gently lulled by these 
large green fields. A few April showers had 
brought the fodder crops on splendidly. 
The pink of the clover delighted him, and he 
forgot everything else. Now he took a short 
cut over the ploughed land to see how his 
two carters were doing: the earth stuck to 
his shoes, he could feel how rich and fertile 
it was, almost as though it wanted to cling to 
him and embrace him; and once more he felt 
completely won over by it, he was recovering 
the strength and joy he had felt as a young 
man of thirty. Did any woman exist apart from 
the earth?
La Terre (The Earth)  

For example, the chief  goddess of  Celtic Ireland prior to the coming of  Christianity was Brigid. 
When Ireland was Christianised, Brigid too was baptised. She became St Brigit, who to this day is 
the most revered saint in Catholic Ireland. 
Yuval Noah Hararri – Sapiens – A Brief History of Humankind

We all bend our lives to fit the templates with which myths and archetypes provide us. We 
all tell ourselves stories, and bring our futures into line with those stories, however much we 
cherish the sense of newness, of originality about our lives.

Robert Macfarlane – Mountains Of The Mind

God’s such as the fertility goddess, the sky god 
and the god of medicine took centre stage when 
plants and animals lost their ability to speak, 
and the gods’ main role was to mediate between 
humans and the mute plants and animals. 
LEK
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THE EARTH  - EMILE ZOLA 
PART ONE /  CHAPTER 1
And when he was ready, Caesar suddenly heaved himself  up on to Coliche, so heavily and violently 
that the ground shook. She stood firm as he gripped her sides between his two legs. But she was a 
tall Cotentin cow, too broad and high for a bull of  less powerful breed to reach. 

Caesar felt this and was helplessly trying to raise himself  up. 

He’s too tiny said Francoise. Yes a bit said Jean. Never mind he’ll manage it in time.

She shook her head, and as Caesar was still groping and tiring himself, she took the decision.

It’s no good, he’s got to be helped. 

If  he doesn’t get in properly, it’ll be wasted because she won’t be able to hold it.

Careful, as though undertaking something of  great importance, she stepped quickly forward with 
pursed lips and set face; her concentration made her eyes seem even darker. 

She had to reach right across with her arm and grasp the bull’s penis firmly in her hand and lifted 
it up. 
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And when the bull felt that he was near the edge, he gathered his strength and, with one single 
thrust of  his loins, pushed his penis right in. Then it came out again. It was all over; the dibble had 
planted the seed. 

As unmoved and as fertile as the earth when it was sown, the 
cow had stood four square and firm as the male seed spurted 
within her. 
Not even the bull’s last powerful thrust had unsteadied her. 

And now he had already slipped down from her back, making the ground shake again.

Francoise had released her grip but was still holding her arm in the air. 

Finally she let it drop, saying

That’s that.

And very nice too added Jean emphatically, with something of  the satisfaction of  a good workman 
seeing a job well and quickly done.

It never entered his head to make the sort of  bawdy jokes, which the farmhands indulged in when 
girls used to bring their cows to be covered. 
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This young girl seemed to find it completely normal and 
necessary that, in all decency, there was really nothing to laugh 
about. It was just natural.

PS La Terre is one of the most graphically violent and, to a lesser extent, sexually 
explicit novels of the nineteenth century, and caused considerable controversy at the 
time of its publication. In it, Zola’s efforts to expose the unpleasant underside of his 
contemporary society reached its apogee; none of the other Rougon-Macquart novels 
features such sensational material. 
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THIS FILTHY EARTH – ANDREW KÖTTING AND 
SEAN LOCK
SCREENPLAY / SCENE 3 
Exterior. The Holts’ Big Farm. Daytime. 

The girls arrive at the Big Farm. Molly is riding on the back of  the cow. They walk into the yard 
and look around impressed. 

Francine: Hello? Hello? Mr Holt? 

Kath: Hello? 

Francine : He said he’d wait for us. 

Kath: If  you got legs show’em! 

Francine : Shut up Kath! 

Kath : Place is soulless, I don’t like it. 

Francine : You spooked Kath ? 

Kath : No... but...Mr Holt’s out. 

Francine : The bull’s in. 

Kath : We should go. 

Francine opens the gate to where the bull is tethered, the beast stamps the ground in anticipation. 

Francine : Bring her in Kath. 

Kath stays where she is and Francine takes over pulling Ivy to the bull. 

She confidently introduces the two animals.

They sidle round each other. 

The cow is reluctant as the bull tries to mount. It slips on the frosty ground and then starts lunging. 

Francine holds the cow still with a bridle, trying to soothe it, but the bull and the cow start to spin 
round. 

She notices that the rampant bull is missing its mark. 

She pushes the bull’s rump to help it engage better and then quickly steps back to avoid being 
trodden on. 

The beasts continue spinning and slipping. 

The bull ejaculates, squirting sperm.  

Kath: (aghast) It’s gone all over you..... 

Francine: Only a bit, most of  it’s gone in. 

Lek has made his way down from the black field with his cart-load of  sods, he has witnessed the 
young girl’s struggle, he is impressed. 

He claps and moves forwards to shake Francine’s hand but she is shaking the bull’s spunk from it. 

She is laughing. 

The spunk hits the ground next to Ivy’s trampled ribbon.
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SPUNK: courage and 
determination - she’s got no 
spunk, or she’d have left him 
long ago Origin - Mid 16th 
century - in the sense ‘a 
spark, vestige’  
of unknown origin; perhaps a 
blend of spark and obsolete 
funk ‘spark – ALSO a brand 
of Danish confectionary, 
launched in 1971 by Danish 
sweet manufacturers Galle & 
Jessen and commonly sold in 
Denmark and Germany.
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This Filthy Earth 
Notebook
SPIRAL BOUND – A3 DALER – the notes hereunder became vital pre/during/post the shooting of the film. The script, 
along with collaged notes, images and ideas drift throughout and were never out of my sight.

The dirt is under their cracked nails.

The smell of  dung hung all over them.

The wind rattles the rain.

terrible things happen in The Earth:
Robberies
Deceit
Beatings
Abuse
Rape
Incest
Sacrilegiousity
And inappropriate behavior on all fronts 
And murder
Lek – From the words that I can put into his mouth. 
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SCENE 5
Exterior. Armandine’s Abode. Daytime 

Papa, a sinewy old weather beaten man sits outside his sister Armandine’s ramshackle farm house, 
it stands next to a large rock which is shaped like a massive phallus. Stacks of  dried turf  stand high 
against the side of  the house and all around atop of  poles are crude wooden birdcages. Birds are 
trapped inside, swaying from side to side but there is no birdsong. 

One leg of  the old man’s trousers has been pulled down. He sits in half  a pair of  trousers. His 
octogenarian sister scrapes away at his foot with a large needle. We see Papa’s rotten yellow teeth 
which are clenched, he could be anywhere between sixty five and the age of  an old oak.  

At the back of  the farmhouse we notice an emaciated donkey trudging round and round in circles 
as if  driven on by some invisible force. It is  attached to a giant horizontal wooden wheel. The 
sound of  the rhythmic creaking of  the wooden wheel permeates the scene. 

NB: The inhabitants of  this world and in particular the old people, speak a ‘gramlot’ or vernacular, 
which is intended to be played with by the actors and actresses throughout the film. It is only meant 
to be specific to this native ‘poetic reality’ that we are trying to create. 

Papa: Aaaaargghh!...Oh! Oh! Go easy, Arrgghh! Careful woman. Aaarrgghh!...It hurts! 

Armandine is smiling and we see her wrinkled gums. 

Papa: May maggots rot in yer blithard. Aaaarrggghh! Shuffling heathen hag. 

Armandine: Noise don’t drive the devil away. ‘More you cuss more I’ll scrape, now bottleup 
brother. 

Papa: Aaaarrgghh! You clumsy cow! 

Armandine: Hold still, this stump is filled with blackpiss. 
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Papa: Aaarrgghhh! ( he catches his breath) Whappen ....woman...? 

Armandine: Punishment that’s what, and you knows it. 

Papa: (shaking his head to himself) Grumblerhag. 

Armandine: You gave away land when you had two good legs... that’s a sin. Papa: To my sons! 

Armandine: Your sons are rotten, their canker has passed to your foot, cut it off  and bury it ...and 
then and only then you might live to ‘ave some fun ....
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SCENE 12 
Interior. The Village Bar. Early evening. 

Inside the bar is smoky and the Barman and his wife Maggie serve behind an old rickety counter. 
There are a few tables and chairs stood on muddy floors and five or six drinkers including a couple 
of  local farmhands: Perry and Gibbon. They are drunk and getting Lek to repeat words after them 
in his funny accent. 

Gibbon: Doves and pigeons .... 

Perry: No ‘s my turn. ‘Emp aggromoney. 

Gibbon is fit to burst and explodes as Lek attempts the word. 

Lek: Emm, emmp... 

Perry: ‘Emp Aggromoney!  

Gibbon: Turkey trotter. 

Perry: No let ‘im finish, he ain’t finished. 

Gibbon: Shit chute! 

Suddenly the door creaks open and a large fish head pokes in. 

Fish: Cider, cider, gimme’ some cider. 

Barman: Get out ! 

Jesus Christ comes through the door. He is tall long haired and bearded and looks completely 
dishevelled. He has his hand inside the fish and uses it like a ventriloquists dummy. 

Jesus Christ: A fine welcome to strangers, pour my friend a drink. Lek smiles at the performance. 

Jesus Christ: (in a comical posh accent) So Monsewer Pike, what brings you to this part of  the 
world? 

Fish: A river, T’is the only way to travel. 

Jesus Christ: And the purpose of  your visit, are you on businesss perhaps hoping to trade your 
fine eggs for some cabbage and spirit? 

Fish: No I came to take some of  the local air, I have heard it is most refreshing. 

Jesus Christ: And how do you find our atmosphere?  

Fish: Thin, tasteless and dry.

Jesus Christ: Dry? Well have a drink! (He splashes cider into the fish’s face). 

He throws the fish at the barman’s wife. She watches it land on the floor. 

Maggie: And what am I supposed to do with that ? 

Barman: Cook it woman, and feed the five thousand .....it’s Jesus Christ! 

Jesus Christ stumbles over to Perry and Gibbon and Lek. 

Jesus Christ: (To Lek) Aaahhh! The wandering Jew. 

Perry: ‘Ain’t a Jew. 

Gibbon: How d’you know ? 

Perry: I arksed ‘im. 

Perry, Gibbon and Jesus Christ all fall about laughing. Lek sits smiling to himself  happy to have 
been of  some use. 

52
E

ar
th

w
or

ks
 1

  H
er

eo
n 

Earthworks_240418_V1.indd   52 02/05/2018   12:11



SCENE 23 
Exterior. The Circus. Late afternoon. 

A very crude tarpaulin has been erected to serve as a tent. A tight rope is stretched between two 
chairs. The very fat man and a very fat woman sit at either end. A fat girl of  perhaps twenty makes 
her way precariously along the rope. 

Once she is in the middle her feet almost touch the ground. At the end she jumps down and 
curtsies. Everyone laughs. 

We recognise faces in the audience. Kath tries to snuggle up to Buto who keeps pushing her away. 
Molly is jumping up and down on Francine’s lap and Perry and Gibbon heckle. Jesus Christ lies 
drunk on the floor emitting drunken rants every now and then. 

The fat man is now bouncing up and down on an old trampoline behind a canvas screen. He holds 
various animals above his head, a goat, a cat, a turkey, a miniature pony, each time he bounces back 
up there is something different above his head. 

The audience can only see him suddenly appear with each animal. It looks like magic. The laughter 
increases. 

Lek is standing alone at the back of  the tent, he appears to be studying the audience as if  looking 
for something. Francine meets his gaze and smiles. 

Next the Fat woman announces that she is about to make a dog dance. She cracks a long stick down 
onto the ground and a mangy dog immediately jumps up onto its hind legs. It wobbles around and 
every time it looks as though its front paws might hit the ground the Fat woman makes to beat it. 

It is too frightened to come down and dances around terrified. The crowd laugh. Whilst this is 
going on a tall step-ladder is brought in and erected behind her. The fat man climbs the ladder with 
a ventriloquist’s dummy, it is a crude wooden doll. The dummy speaks. 
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Dummy: (Looking at the fat man) God and flagger roots you’re a lump of  a big fat man. Fat and 
round like a maggot! 

Fatman: (In a foreign accent) I hold my food well. Dummy : You’re a fat-monger, a blubber house, 
a walking butcher’s window. 

The dummy mimes a pig eating from a trough, the audience fall about laughing. 

Dummy: (To the audience ) He chews his own breath, hoping for a morsel floating by. 

Fatman: What you say? 

Dummy: (Mimicing) Me say why you speak like Donkey. Eee! Aww! 

The audience laugh and Buto nudges Perry and Gibbon pointing at Lek’s shoes. 

Fatman: I teach you lesson.  

He pulls out a saw. 

Dummy: Eee! Aaw! Eee! Aaw! 

The Fatman starts to saw off  the Dummy’s leg. 

Fatman: How does that feel donkey breath? 

Dummy: Blunt! Eee! Aaw! Eee! Aaw! 

Perry: (pointing at Lek) There’s one! 

The whole audience are convulsed with laughter, someone from behind the tent pushes Lek in the 
back and he stumbles forward. 

He glares at the tarpaulin as someone kicks from the other side.

From the screenplay This Filthy Earth by Andrew Kötting and 
Sean Lock
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And Thereafter A 
Letter From Home
The Yorkshire Dales is in northern England. 

It encompasses thousands of  square miles of  moors, valleys, hills and 
villages. 

Sheep are everywhere and so are drystone walls. 

We were based in Dentdale one of  the few Yorkshire Dales that drain 
westwards towards the Irish Sea. 

We also filmed at a ruined farmhouse in Dent which is not in Dentdale or 
even Yorkshire but in Cumbria. 

The Angels of  Happenstance felt that it would be easier for me to 
remember and also easier given that the locations were only thirty miles 
apart.

I had been away from home for almost a month, filming when a letter 
arrived from Leila and Eden. 

The late summer was warm and sweatiness abounded. 

My head was in the clouds but my ideas and focus were vaguely grounded....

he writes: to give sensation without 
boredom, the body is no more than a 
phenomenon of memory....
Lek – From the words that I can put into his mouth. 
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Cette Sale Terre
XAVIER TCHILI JOURNAL 2000

Earthworks_240418_V1.indd   59 02/05/2018   12:11



60
E

ar
th

w
or

ks
 1

  H
er

eo
n 

Earthworks_240418_V1.indd   60 02/05/2018   12:11



Earthworks_240418_V1.indd   61 02/05/2018   12:11



62
E

ar
th

w
or

ks
 1

  H
er

eo
n 

Earthworks_240418_V1.indd   62 02/05/2018   12:11



Earthworks_240418_V1.indd   63 02/05/2018   12:11



64
E

ar
th

w
or

ks
 1

  H
er

eo
n 

Earthworks_240418_V1.indd   64 02/05/2018   12:11



Earthworks_240418_V1.indd   65 02/05/2018   12:11



66
E

ar
th

w
or

ks
 1

  H
er

eo
n 

Earthworks_240418_V1.indd   66 02/05/2018   12:11



Earthworks_240418_V1.indd   67 02/05/2018   12:11



68
E

ar
th

w
or

ks
 1

  H
er

eo
n 

Earthworks_240418_V1.indd   68 02/05/2018   12:11



Earthworks_240418_V1.indd   69 02/05/2018   12:11



70
E

ar
th

w
or

ks
 1

  H
er

eo
n 

Earthworks_240418_V1.indd   70 02/05/2018   12:11



Earthworks_240418_V1.indd   71 02/05/2018   12:11



72
E

ar
th

w
or

ks
 1

  H
er

eo
n 

Earthworks_240418_V1.indd   72 02/05/2018   12:11



Earthworks_240418_V1.indd   73 02/05/2018   12:11



74
E

ar
th

w
or

ks
 1

  H
er

eo
n 

Earthworks_240418_V1.indd   74 02/05/2018   12:11



Earthworks_240418_V1.indd   75 02/05/2018   12:11



76
E

ar
th

w
or

ks
 1

  H
er

eo
n 

Earthworks_240418_V1.indd   76 02/05/2018   12:11



Earthworks_240418_V1.indd   77 02/05/2018   12:11



78
E

ar
th

w
or

ks
 1

  H
er

eo
n 

Earthworks_240418_V1.indd   78 02/05/2018   12:11



Earthworks_240418_V1.indd   79 02/05/2018   12:11



80
E

ar
th

w
or

ks
 1

  H
er

eo
n 

Earthworks_240418_V1.indd   80 02/05/2018   12:11



Landscape As An 
Invention Of The 
Mind
 
The makebelieve and fairytale as temporary salvation from the claws of  death.

Pan’s People and the possibility of  a school of  Arcadian genius. 

This is what holds us.

Work should challenge pretty Pastoral, never the Merchant Ivory, always a streak of  debauched 
fertility and the wildness of  the outlawed woodland. 

Non-urban and definitely not happy-clappy.

Rather 

It’s where the bestial occupies the folkloric and the bloodletting abounds.

Us as the animistic presence within the Great-Out-of-doors. 

Awed.
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Whereas artifice is an index of  certain truths. 

The makebelieve.

It might start with the body’s business and work out. 

From early super 8 films onwards. 

Reels soaked in Live Art and multi-media japery, the staging of  self  and others, perhaps as an 
acknowledgement of  certain confessional tics in the social order and Politics.

But

It does not have to be placard so the vision must be inherently committed to degrees of  
dispossession and the reverse - reclamation. 

Less the megaphone, more the hope of  ‘politics’ and ever the Prank.

The need to engineer meaning from the haphazard and the happenstance.

Reverse engineering is just what the term 
implies: the interpretation of an already 
existing artefact by an analysis of the design 
considerations that must have governed its 
creation.
Cognitive Science as Reverse Engineering - Daniel C. Dennett
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OR

Projected meaning with hindsight.  

This is what makes up the landscape.

The terra firma.

Or is it? 

The work is process. 

In constant flux, images and sounds migrate, are curious about the elsewhere, are remixed, lose 
titles and gain new labels; fixity is not the purpose here; things arrive into being, are held like water 
in the hand, then pass on. Are flawed, unfinished. 

Contingent.

Thus it is like the life. 

It holds like mercury then pools and spreads.

And 

People are the bedrock of  the landscape, from which grow flowers and the trees of  ideas. 

Family, friends, strangers all bring wind to the sails.

Worlds.

Delved in to.

Mostly

Eden and The Gardenof  but not Gandalf. 

This is where it now comes from.

Ill-begotten perhaps.

Intact nevertheless.

Her world, my world, this, our world.

The inscape versus the vista.

The mindscape versus the glossy magazine exterior.

I try to navigate her, to accept her as a more complicated water.

My froth on her daydream.

The words speak of  different places.

This their filthy earth 

And perhaps all is not well. 

It is the madness begotten of  settledown; clipped lawns, trimmed hedges and car porches.

Pooches and lap dogs, plucked eye brows and makeup.

Melancholia and the palm-gazing life.

I want to climb inside her and rearrange the furniture. 

It is my fault.

I spawned her.

In the Earthouse Manifesto, it is suggested that there might be an obligation to spend time with 
arms or feet inside another sentient being, alive or dead. 

This is what must be done with the Landscape. 

And

The stories and histories are inhabited by, and live within, people. 
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The world breathes through people. 

Boundaries, tracks, traces and songs. 

That dark light that falls upon the throng.

They all move us along. 

Mediated unmediated.

The work as cipher to the stream-of-think.

Watching as it makes its way from the mountain location (head) to sea level 

and off  into the eversoBIGbeyond (aura).

The bundle of  approximations and inconsistencies that sits down for breakfast is later reborn as 
the work intended.

Or is it?

From home-movie to Imax spectacular.

They are one and the same.

Temporary salvation from the make believe and fairytale.

The arrogance that thought might change anything. 

Ps ‘Inscape’ is a concept inspired by Gerard Manley Hopkins and the ideas 
of  the medieval philosopher Duns Scotus. 
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In every man sleeps a prophet….

and when he wakes there is a little more evil in 
the world….
E.M.Cioran - A SHORT HISTORY OF DECAY 
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Have a good look at me!
I’m an idiot, I’m a practical joker, I’m a hoaxer.
Have a good look at me!
I’m ugly, my face has no expression, I’m small.
I’m like the rest of you
Tristan Tzara
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Left to labour in 
the wordmines…. 
Margaret Atwood

Photographs - Gary Parker 2000
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BACK THEN IN 2001 I OFFERED AN

Earth House 
Manifesto 

‘Yes,’ says Beckett in The Unnamable, ‘they gave 
me lessons in pigsty Latin too.’
The landscape has always played an important part in my life and in my work. 

I have been impressed by Richard Long and Hamish Fulton and more recently by Chris Watson. 
The great out of  doors can be a place of  refuge, of  solace and contemplation. It is a physical place 
and a place of  endurance. Being molly coddled indoors for too long can play havoc with the élan. 
I feel invigorated and inspired whilst journeying, it is never adequate to ride in a car or on a plane 
without at some point getting out and feeling the elements against the skin. 
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Werner Herzog has also had an impact on my work and he says something like this: “the volume 
and depth and intensity of  the world is something that only those on foot will ever experience.”

As a child I spent hours off  ground in trees or tending rhubarb. My bloodline on both sides of  
the family is rooted in farming or ploughing, filth abounds. As a student I was always looking to 
get out and make work, I felt a kindred spirit in the art of  Andy Goldsworthy. I was also interested 
however in performance and wanted to show the body within the landscape, to tell stories, to 
attempt a folk laureate.

This is an attitude that I also applied to the making of  This Filthy Earth. It came about one 
summer when I read Emile Zola’s LA TERRE. I was alone and far from anywhere in a mountain 
retreat in the French Pyrenees. I had already consumed a lot of  John Berger and was particularly 
impressed by PIG EARTH. There was something that connected the two writers; a naturalism 
and honesty. A desire came about to strip bare the Rougon-Macquart novel and prepare it for a 
possible screenplay. 

I had never before considered the idea of  making a feature length narrative film but there were so 
many characters and so many moments within the novel that invited a thorough going over, that 
the next thing I knew I was spending all my waking hours attempting just this.

I was particularly reassured to find out that on its publication that Zola experienced maniacal 
outrage from a lot of  the literary world. 

“A misbegotten thing which should never have seen the light of  
day, it reveals Zola’s disposition to exploit the public’s attitude 
for obscene literature. Not only did he slander the peasant but, 
worse still he betrayed an inherently vulgar soul,” and “this book 
is a deliberately assembled collection of  sweepings, a compost 
heap, a monument to contemporary progress rivalling Eiffel’s 
iron syringe,” and “any woman who will have soiled her mind 
with our maniac’s latest picture of  wallowing swine, any woman 
who will have endured, with no ill effects, the foul words he 
fished up from the cesspool in which he dips his pen, will be, 
by that very fact, shamed.” 
It was with this in mind that I embarked on yet another journey with my friend and co-
writer Sean lock. He was keen to get his hands dirty and had also spent time alert to the 
great-out-of-doors. 

We invented a language for the inhabitants of  our world, a vernacular, which was from 
neither here nor there, it was something that I was also determined to achieve with the 
final look of  the film. 

A poetic reality with perhaps roots in an Eastern European landscape. Tarkovsky’s Zone 
or Stella Gibbons’ Cold Comfort Farm. A brutal and unforgiving world of  inbreed 
where tenderness and decorum is a luxury that the inhabitants can ill afford. 

It is with the film now finally behind me that I can reconfigure and structure a 
lot the inspirations and ideas that have always informed my work and to this end 
I offer you: 
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The Earthouse Manifesto 
And Declaration Of Spurious 
Intent. 
1. The film should belong or at least seem to belong to the 

earth.

2. The film-maker should use only natural light or at night 
sun guns. 

3. The film itself should always show signs of the berserk 
or slightly psychotic, an attempt to reflect the human 
condition.

4. All directors statements should include as a footnote 
something of worth, ie a recipe or instructions on how to 
make a piece of furniture. 

5. Only the director to handle dead animals and dead animal 
inner parts. 

6. All hand held off ground filming to be undertaken by the 
director. 

7. Any wounds or injuries sustained on set to be dressed on 
set in order that the production is not kept hanging about. 

8. All film-makers to have spent time with their arms or feet 
inside another sentient being, alive or dead. 

9. The editing process should be as sculptural as possible, 
where edit lists are ignored and sound is treated with as 
much respect as picture. 

10. The director should dig like an archaeologist to get to the 
heart of the matter. 

11. Special effects are to be used only if they are special. 

12. The shoot should always prove a physical and athletic 
challenge rather than just an aesthetic one. 

13. The local community should always be involved with the 
film making process.

14. Wherever possible all journeys on and around set should 
be made on foot. 

15. All actors to perform their own stunts apart from all 
difficult full body contact sequences in which case the 
director should act as stand in. 

16. The work should always prove anti-stuckist and genuinely 
post modern, ie it should be contingent and ad hoc in its 
thinking. Signifiers and collage should abound.

Andrew Kötting 2001
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This Filthy 
Earth - Her 
Diaries
Salvaged from a flood many moons after the film had come 

and gone and then newfound in an attic space in Edinburgh.

REBECCA PALMER
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NOW YORKSHIRE. MUD. FECUNDITY. FILTH. RAINING STONES.  
A GOLDEN CHILD BAPTISING HERSELF IN PEATY SLOP.
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INCESTUOUS PEASANTS, SOAKED IN SEMEN AND SUPERSTITION, 
ARSE-RUTTING AND LANGUAGE-SLAPPING, DRAGGING THEIR 
PLOUGHS LIKE DUMB BEASTS, NEEDLING AT ROT AND LOVINGLY 
TENDING THEIR MURDEROUS PREJUDICES.
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It began on one side of  a small room.  On the other was a man bigger in voice, in skull, vascular 
pound and force than any aspect in or out the room. Subsequently it became mightily clear 
that there is no room, form, structure, country, code or lifetime sizeable enough to contain an 

Andrew Kötting. And that come hell or high water, please believe her when she says aspects of  
each featured. 

She, I, Rebecca that was, Francine as she became, was following him out of  the room. So they all 
went up the road, across the country, into the dales, over the rocks, the fields, the dry stone walls, 
the streams, the hails, the rains and the shit and the spunk and the piss and the itch and the pus and 
into the filth, the filth, the filthy, Filthy Earth. And part of  her, me, she, Rebecca that was, would 
never leave.

Did they weave a magic that already lay down, conjuring, born of  bloody stubbornity, and force? Or 
were fresh spells made there in the dust?  Tiny particles of  history, present and future knowledge, 
knowhow, longing and mystery, tied together by light, curiosity, lust, and proximity. Whichever; the 
motes rose, hung in the sun, in the lens, in our hair, greaseless, becoming unwashed, fetid, luxuriant 
in its stink, they, the tiny pieces of  landscape clung to us, settled and glued us together.

From the ground up, from long battered foundations and lives once lived, rose buildings, a 
community, lofty up a hill. Corrugated, mossed, trenched in until there was no, not believing and 
in we burrowed. 

Maquillage, a cackling, witchy, warm mass of  woman. Holding a bucket of  festering walnut pulp, 
rubbed in over and over to darken and deepen between mid-calf  and knee, fingertips and elbows, 
clavicle and crown. Come ye, park your razors, brushes, vanity, creams and caution in the too little 
room, and bloom.

“My land, my lover. 
And she follows him, her lover, with her eyes. 
Stronger than a man she
Needs a man stronger than she.
A man built of  mountains, in forward motion.
I am not jealous of  another’s land, 
I covert my own, I am wet for that which is already mine.

Fran then. Born of  him, Berger, Zola, Lock and me. A me, so eager to come, to run, to roll, to 
watch, to learn, to give up. Watching to wake, to poke, to see the see that Nick saw, peer at the 
unravelling death in Gary Parker’s super 8, the squirm of  maggot, fragmenting fur, lengthening 
tooth beyond life and the tide of  dust sweeping life back to the beginning. 

Two buckets at dawn from the beck up to the farmhouse, for washing.
Lit his cigarette with the poker
Bind the reeds, over and under, over and under to stack to dry.
Eye rubbing, head scratching, nose picking. 
Me and her and Etta, all at it.

The climate blessed us with a cycle of  season in 28 days. The heat to bake our faces, crinkle 
the wrinkles on the magnificence of  Dudley Sutton. His softish, suddenly toothless louche, 
besmirched all over, his great soft white arse perched to piss on clods and wizened vegetables, all 
the glory, screaming at the sky, rumbling around the fire, farting on the pews, chicken pecking into 
his hand, recall and echo the moon and sixpence.

Once into the mud, the swirl of  it ankle deep becomes the norm. The camera taken as your lover, 
so close up against your flesh. The slip slide of  the real against the fake. The distinct blurring on 
the journey, the trip becomes all the joy, the story, the purpose, not the product. 
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Early on there is the coarse, furred, flat, hard, flanks of  the bull. Corralled but not calm, his scarlet 
cone cock exposed raw, rude, endless. He plunges around against the squat, barrel blackness of  Ivy, 
our little Dexter cow. She pissing in readiness, my elevated heart beat, the possibility of  trampling, 
cow killing, crushed to a pulp between the randy bull and the heaving cow. The bull grasped not by 
the horn but by his square handled hips, as she, her, I push him and the red rod into Ivy. 

Fran, the see it, do it, take it, use it force. 
A girl grown in the mud, 
A mandrake, 
Tenacious, utile, capable of  brutality, raw emotion.
Lost in the wet whirlpool of  her thoughts, 
In her fields, under the tow of  the moon.
Lusting for the man who disgusts her, and makes her drip. 
Who thinks to take the family two times.
Us sisters made a two head siren, supplicant.
Buto meets a force rooted in needs.
Not shy of  an axe, of  effort of  sweat, of  the unknown.
A Fran who carries mud in her veins and an unfettered future in her womb. 

The under tow, the underflow, the rhythms of  living, of  the field, of  being a female, the sex stench 
of  everything. The effort each day, the conflict, hatred and the plain hard want. The animals 
fucking, the heat in it, the power of  it. The knowing that, that goes in there and that goes in there 
and then a calf  or a child. The bull covering Ivy, Buto heaving over Kath, Lek about the fields 
promising a different strain, new genetics, the weave of  fresh thread into the family, contentious.

Stuff  sold, milk, eggs, rattle in hand, money in the pocket, fat man shouting over and over. To the 
circus, the fat family, the racket.

Geese in the corner, all waddle, dip, fat back, swaying walk. That goose, my goose ‘how much” then 
him, the lump of, the lump. His hands all over the goose, all over my sister, Kath giggling, flirting, 
making an idiot of  her sex, me left with Etta. Get the goose, got the goose, screw him, I’m ready 
to go, Etta’s sleepy, she wants home, I want to go home but Kath. Kath wants him and all his 
vainglorious, head. All his ruckus and arrogant milked-up, she wants to be treated  like property 
does Kath. He’s taking our property, he’s taking our land, he wants our land, he is not taking you.

Tension is when we are together. 
Pungent, black, heavy as earth. 
Them at night groaning over, 
Kath crying out, 
So I rise, 
Then the realising that it is as she likes it, 
His breathing in our once shared bed, 
The frame keening against the heaving pair.
Etta weeping at the all trust to him, 
All affection to him. 
I spend hot nights, angry, unsleeping and wet because of  it. 
But something in me is going cold, craving and getting hard.
Lack of  sleep, no solace.
I’m soaring and tumbling in patterns.
Buto, all he is, all he does, all he threatens.
Get out of  my field you stupid bull, 
Get out of  my house you stupid bull,
 Get out of  my head you stupid bull, 
Get out of  my sister you fucking dumb, stupid fucking bull. 
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Plucking hard and fast. The skin might lift and tear a little. Take the legs in hand, head down, start 
between the legs in the soft places, small clumps of  feathers, do the front and flip her over-leave 
legs and wings ‘til last. Wing feathers last, go one at a time, little scratchy movements. Keep her dry 
or it’s a nightmare.

Scratch my head, it’s riddled with itch, 
Rancid breath to turn the milk.
All catching dry in my throat.
Press hips, hard burnt to bone sweat. 
Finger the longer hairs in my groin. 
Pull to stretch the skin hands inside. 
Smell the walnut, 
The black wet juice, hours old now, still slick.
Ache again my head, 
Ache again.
The brink of  sleep, not going over yet.

Long sun, low. On the cusp wheat, all golden and crackling of  the broken stalks as I walk. The 
breeze a long sighing under the swifts shrieks. Holt’s silent tractor sits on the horizon. The noise of  
tools sharpening, metal on metal.  My heart fat, thick in my throat, the land resting, the bird calling, 
the thirst.  And Lek, the colour of  his skin, his smile, his strength, his words. He is other and outside 
and they cannot have him. Can I have him? But the harvest is the thing, the only thing. Over and 
under the wall, I thought to have done enough to bring him in, bring him on. Wheat in my hair, in 
my boots, in my knickers, salt behind my knees, in my eyes, sweat stickens, thickens. His hands will 
roll the grain in a gentle rubbing motion, the way he might touch a calf  or a baby. Lek will open his 
hands and Lek will blow the chaff  away softly, just a kiss of  breath and Lek will look at the grain 
cupped in his hand, and Lek will say; “it’s time”. He not me.

My muscles loosen to the rhythm of  the scythe. Swing low, at the root back low, low, the same 
forward two inches, back swing low, a thrust a slide a swing, bonded us lot in sickle silence, waste 
no time. Moving eat, moving sleep, cyclical motion, year in year about and never pissing, never 
quenched always thirsting, always heat also wanting. Keep up with him, strong as him, swing strong, 
swing silent.

How do I get it, get his cock, get Buto’s cock gone, gone from me. 

This is hate 
And want and hate 
And need and hate 
And heat so hot, 
So dry the land, it cracks. 
I’m cracking. 
I’ll run out,  
On to the ground, into the soil 
Just a trickle, a little of  what’s mine and left of  my wet. 
I will be but a moment on the ground
Then sucked deep down. 
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In the fields, the heat on the fields, the blistered hands, driven distracted by want, 
tormented by proximity, fighting to find flesh, twisting to squirm away but under first. 
I’m icky and sticky for it, but seething, hating, hating him. Hurting Buto is a delirium, 
beating his legs too, much too hard. I thrill to him falling. He falls over and over while I 
don’t sleep. Until Megan, in our fields, my fields, gets burnt to her bones. A stick thin 
scarecrow in that field, a girl that was. A vein, a heart beat, a tight wound life clock and 
nothing else. It could be me, or Kath, or Etta. A flicker of  weakness, that bit more 
desperation and he’d trample us to the floor. Buto might as well have beaten Megan 
to death in the wheat. And do I want the man who is that callous. I do. I don’t. I won’t. 
Megan is dead, I see the weight of  her body fallen, feel the ladder in my shoulders, the 
wheat torn, broken under the ladder, her body broken, her heart broken, her death a 
bruise buried beneath my bones.

Arch of  foot, on the bone
Soft indentation of  ankle
Back of  my leg a black fifty pence piece
Inner fold of  right knee (a hold)
Mid thigh purple conversation stopper
Rear of  thigh, top swell only
A catch, that caught in my throat
Cornice edging of  both wrists
Mushroom blossoming fingertip circles.
On the bridged structure of  both hands 
Hollows in the slopes between veins.
Shoulders two times, white, cool
Hammocked by bone wings.
Just broad enough to carry this agony.
Arm pit on the right side
Musky tufted, blooms a livid mouth of  colour, 
Bedded in, gasping.
Breasts tight, tender to touch at this time, that time,
Touched, mouthed under blue.
Top of  thighs, fleshy softness dappled ink stains.
And I carry you alongside them,
Marking me.

Rebecca Palmer – né Francine Loam 2000

Photograph – Gary Parker
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The Looking Back 
The Aftermath 
The Now
REBECCA PALMER

It was about the earth, is about the earth. The rich, crumbly, stinking, arid, clay sodden, sandy, 
rooty, cracking, dusty, barren, rotting, fecund, clinging, fertile earth. 

And all that which runs through it. 

The seeds, the roots, the creatures, the oil, the blood, the milk, the piss, the shit, the spunk and 
the water. 

So, so much water. 

In the story, in the history, in the books, in her life, in mine. In all our lives at that time. On that hill, 
those barns, that house under all that sky.

The earth and the skies had been coaxed and begged. Gave us sun, plentiful sun to bake us in the 
fields, to hammer us during harvest. To raw blister, crack and spring sweat so salty it stung, as we 
sung the song of  the scythe. We drooped under it, cajoled it out from behind clouds, shivered 
without it and sweltered behind dry stone walls in sleepy stupor, wanton ache, as nervous tension, 
passionate intent battered against regulations. 

Ride. Don’t ride. Fuck. Don’t fuck. Film now, film then, film when, film where, film there. Up 
there, those legs, knees, that arse, whitish, softish, sinking in the muck. 

Turn your bodies over between the grasses, in the wheat, down, down there amongst the creeping 
and the crawling. Scuttle down, lens nestling up alongside the minge, the maggot, the mulch and 
the matted. Burrow under the care and abandon of  others. 

Drag her through you, along, push your hands in, feel the heat, the fur, the clod break under the 
plough. The muscles bundle and release. Who are you carrying, who are you playing with? Playing 
to. 
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What will you give to your sister, her whose body has warmed and been warmed by the by in the 
bed, the little soul lying between. 

She, she and she. Fran, Kath and Etta. 

Play, struggle, labour, wriggle, giggle, in fettle, in ferocity. All sense, no sense and nonsense makes a 
life, found there, forged there, thrived there. So much of  it mental, not actual. Recreate not recall, 
imagination not memory. 

But now, later, years later, it is as real as some of  what came before and much of  what came after.

When the rain came we sat in the farm and the rain ran through it and us. Was it too soon when 
it came? I forget, he will remember. We were lost to the tale telling. Locked together in the nights 
passing brandy, mouth to mouth as resuscitation. Bleeding from everywhere by then, bust noses, 
sliced limbs, twisted ankles, cut fingers, blistered bodies and oh the bruises, a liturgy of  markings.

Oil lamps swung in the pitch, blackening us, all exhausted, gone rotten under the eyes. We hunkered 
by the fire, it burning half  way up the wall. We were warm from the knees up and wet as whatnot 
below. My pages were bleeding colour, droplets running down the nib, leeching words off  the 
pages as quick as I could print. When did it happen this rain? Did we want it then? We needed it for 
the killing, for Joey to fly, for Fran to splinter, for Kath to rage and Buto to eat the muddy fuck-
knows-what, face down in the yard. 

We exploited it even. Chopping kindling in a sheep pen, the axe blunted, the arm heavy, the thigh 
slippery and buckled under the blade. Her thigh, my thigh, my own, actual Rebecca thigh, swelling, 
undulating into red, purple, green, capillary mosses. Contour lines would have done it justice, the 
lens drank it in. The Kötting-Gordon-Smith-Parker triumvirate oggled its technicolor progress. 

We dove into the wetness, swam in it, half  drowned in it, became demented, squealing, half  lives in 
it. In that river, which I knew to be the last of  our rabble. I shocked myself  into the saying already 
of  small goodbyes in that night. Trying to bridge the gaping hole between London Town and the 
Yorkshire Dales as was, had been rather than is and has.

Altered, impassioned alive I washed back up and wore the filth around me, a cape, a comfort. I 
opened myself  up, notch to process, an uncomfortable number of  times and from Rebecca’s 
chest cage, sprang Fran and from Fran’s openings spewed a river of  entrails, steam, blood, spunk, 
landscapes crawling to life, animals wandering untethered. A murder of  crows, all beetle black 
shimmer and howl became my familiars. I knew it would never happen again and would yet happen 
over and over in me, her in me, him in me, that lifetime in a month far flung as it was, became an 
internal tattoo. 

I curled up the notes, bound the books, pocketed the cards, murmured over the process as it 
became the product and divided them, All.

My books went to my earth, to the border settled into the Eden valley to rest, to lie, to make history 
of  my corporal revels, my throbbing reveals. Then the rain untethered and it washed the wise man’s 
house away. Leaving my parents in a byre, a mud flat, a midden to excavate. Rescued dripping were 
the books, by my Pa, who held them and knew even drowned they had a heart beat. So he dried 
them slow. Never fiddled, nor tore, nor separated, nor slit. Neither allowed them to moulder, and 
gave them back to my hands. 

The walls of  that place regrew and retextured. The river retreated briefly but returned turn by turn, 
winter after winter, sitting malevolent at the door step until the beloved became the stalker. The 
stalker a ghoul, haunting Pa in the lines of  his eyes and the thickening whites in his hair.
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It kissed all their feet four years later, the night I birthed my daughter and no one whispered a 
word to me. I oozed milk and motherlove and for days, the river swirled the flagstones, licked the 
bookshelves and settled the tea-cups messily, muddily but almost kindly and trickled back to its 
valley a tease. 

So, she of  me and her grew along the river, ran where I had run, rabbited over the sandbanks, 
draped over sandmartins nests while they torpedoed beneath, paddled in the rapids and stumbled 
over the pebbles stalking oystercatchers. And then another, again a girlchild. 

As like as can be to me, to the Grandma gone. All the gene pool poured into the child’s veins to 
build a swimmer, a paddler, a runner, a lover of  wheels, motion, expression, a colicky explosion. 
Kötting watched her feed on me as we turned back the years and considered his motorised 
mortality. 

Him scraped off  the tarmac and kept alive by a fit of  magic that danced around the table. Thus 
our river, my first Eden, let Tarn begin herself  there, stagger around there, learn some of  life and 
love and settle there before it came again. Took it all again, took more of  them this time, more 
heart, more vigour, the sap, soul, some solid flesh and left behind grey, worrity, gaping. Inside and 
out hurt, that could never see the river as a friend again, only as a wound, an unbeautiful bruise. 

And so having carried Fran, mostly quietly for more than a decade I grew to feel her hurts and 
harms, her loss. Not the house, that was a simple shame to me. But the land, the field, the trees 
hand planted, the barn hand fashioned, the growing hand held all gone. And it was and still now is, 
a hurt so deep it runs through and out of  me. Rivers from my eyes blurring this and other pages. 

A bank still unwalked, a garden gone, a field stripped, besmirched, broken up to unfamiliar. The 
crows still cry over the road. The rooks greet the dawn and carouse in the dusk, mob handed in 
pulsing waves over the skies. I can only see them all in my messy head for I cannot stand in that 
earth any more than I can go back to my brief  lifetime in the other.  Twin landscapes, unalike, in 
situ, unsettled and never still. 

Rain to dust, dust to mud, mud to This Filthy Earth. 

11
6

E
ar

th
w

or
ks

 1
  H

er
eo

n 

Earthworks_240418_V1.indd   116 02/05/2018   12:12



Earthworks_240418_V1.indd   117 02/05/2018   12:12



Dudley Sutton   
PAPA 

You name it and he’s played it. He’s been everything from an ageing punk, to a leather-clad, gay to a 
hooligan - he was also the first person to be cast in the title role of  Joe Orton’s 1964 black comedy 
Entertaining Mr Sloane. He took his teeth out for the audition and ruffled up his hair, dribbled a 
bit and thereafter Papa was his role. 
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Here, everything was made of rotting wood and 
was held together by the stink of collapse.
B. Catling – THE VORRH

“This Filthy Earth was a great experience for me, being as it was, my first experience 
in British films that did not treat rural life as an extension of a cosy suburb, and 
animals as soft toys with no genitals that flirt all the time. The only problem with the 
shooting was the weather- it was not bad enough. Mud and shit and slime and lashing 
rain and sunshine - my experience of the countryside. The tone was set right at the 
beginning with the attitudes of the two girls to the Bull’s inefficient ejaculatory aim: no 
squeamishness, just joy at life and sexuality. I salute Zola, I salute Kötting, I salute 
Xavier Tchili.” 

x Dudley

Sent from my iPhone - 16 Jan 2018

“I love playing with words, I think all my life what I’m unconsciously doing is struggling 
against respectability. That is my bête noire, my raison d’être or whatever the f*** you 
call it.”
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Dudley reminds me of  YI FU TUAN who is an optimist. 

Even his gloomiest book, Landscapes Of  Fear, concludes that things were worse in the past - 
historical changes have been for the better overall - the human story is one of  progressive sensory 
and mental awareness - culture through laborious and labyrinthine paths has greatly refined our 
senses and mind.

Progress itself  depends on particular ways of  dealing with the tensions between space and place, 
universe and hearth - dominance and affection - morality and imagination. 

The promise of  the future lies in recognising the existential poles of  nearness and remoteness and 
how they are reflected in each other.

Photographs - Gary Parker & Andrew Kötting - 2000
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On the evidence of  This Filthy Earth, director Andrew Kötting is no storyteller, 
but the film exhibits so bold and singular a talent that it hardly matters.

Only in the latter half  does a semi-decipherable plot materialise. Yet the film is most 
powerfully visionary at its least coherent. There’s a notable thinning in intensity once 
events begin to develop a logic, for Kötting is neither skilled at nor remotely engaged by 
conventional dramatic motives that slap a straitjacket on his wild poetic imagination.

There are also sufficient shots of  shit, blood, rotting carcasses and other species 
of  ordure to justify the title and then some. The screen hasn’t beheld this amount 
of  putrid ugliness since the glory days of  Erich von Stroheim, yet it would be a 
mistake to write off  Kötting as a gloating misanthrope. What’s remarkable about 
the film (and here it cleaves most faithfully to Zola) is the blunt impartiality of  the 
observation. Repugnant though they might appear in their greed, treachery and crude 
superstition, the rustics possess an elemental innocence that sets them beyond moral 
judgement. Kötting views his characters without horror, patronage or even sympathy 
because they are mere excrescences of  nature - troglodytes who have only just deserted 
their caves and still cling narrowly to the earth. 

Peter Matthews
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Joey (Kötting)

SCENE 11 
Exterior. Village

Megan and Joey sit huddled together for warmth outside the bar. They are brother and sister, 
somewhere in their early twenties, wretched and muddied. Megan is skinny and tired Joey is bigger 
with a vacant cretinous grin on his face, his head moves from side to side he is trying to focus but 
he is blind. Someone comes and stands next to them, they cower as if  they might be beaten at any 
moment. 

Joey - Ryan Kelly is a Scottish born actor best known for playing the role of Jack 
‘Jazzer’ McCreary in the BBC Radio 4 Soap Opera The Archers a part he has played 
since leaving the set of THIS FILTHY EARTH in 2000. On 22 November 2011 Ryan 
was the inaugural recipient of the Tyzack Award at the Ability Media International 
awards. The award recognises writers, producers and performers who “transcend the 
stereotypical”

Fancied a holiday to go see my brother.
He was making a film.
I’d never been to Yorkshire before.
It was right dirty.
I was a parasite feeding from the leftovers.
Making new friends.
Picking mushrooms with Rob The Grip.
Getting right high.
And then I disappeared.
Joey Kötting – Los Angeles USA February 2018  
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Photographs and paintings - Joey Kötting
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Some of  the heretofore paintings and photographs were 
exhibited in the BROTHERS KÖTTING exhibition at LAC 
in Sigèan France in 2002.

Sean Lock and myself  had invented words for the film – a 
language born of  the earth, inspired in part by the work of  
the Théâtre de Complicité and in part by Russel Hoban’s 
Ridley Walker. We then ran with ideas from the film and 
produced a pamphlet to accompany the exhibition. A three-
screen monitor installation, découpage images, (produced by 
Pamela Owen) and costumes were also presented. 

John Roseveare provided an essay; The Bog In Our Brains 
And Bowels, part of  which is reproduced within and after 
the documentation hereafter:
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It is in vain to dream of a wilderness distant 
from ourselves. There is none such. It is the bog 
in our brains and bowels, the primitive vigour 
of Nature in us, that inspires that dream.
Henry David Thoreau 1856

The Bog In Our 
Brains

It is late afternoon, the first autumn of  the new millennium. I am standing on a muddy hillside 
in the heart of  the Yorkshire Dales, northern England. Arranged around me in haphazard 
fashion are the entrails of  film production: shivering actors, boom operators, and the odd 

animal carcass. To my left Joey Kötting is a whir of  cameras, jokes, and motion, as he follows Rob, 
erstwhile holder of  grips, on his mushroom picking journey, and onto whose back he has attached 
a sensitive canvas.  Up ahead, Andrew Kötting is busying himself  about his own canvas, chivvying, 
prodding and teasing the plant, animal, and human materials he is using to interpret Emile Zola’s 
La Terre. In the distance Andrew’s shaven headed photographer, Gary Parker, feverishly chases a 
bemused sheep with a super 8 camera. Both brothers are in their element: being elemental in the 
elements….

There are two very distinct temperaments at work here. We have Joey’s contemplative yet strong- 
willed insistence, alongside brother Andrew’s more urgent, hectoring voice. (Put another way, in a 
sporting contest, Joey will be winning and then let you catch up: Andrew will go for all out victory.) 
The brothers artwork can of  course speak for itself, and both men expect visceral responses. But it 
is helpful sometimes to have a context for these complex readings of  men and women journeying 
and busying themselves about their landscape….

Joey and Andrew Kötting grew up in a quintessentially suburban London dormitory, but now 
spend most of  their time in the metropoles of  New York and London respectively.  For the 
past 15 years they have both been compelled to regularly journey south, deep into the French 
Pyrenees, where the teeming humming electronica digita of  city life subsides, leaving space for 
their particular English ruminations. 

This jumping between the wired helter-skelter city and the sparsely populated mountains gives us 
another clue about what might be going on. Where in the 19th century visual artists might spend 
weeks journeying into the remote wilderness armed with only a sketchbook, in the 21st century 
artists not only arrive ‘in the wilderness’ in a matter of  hours, they arrive with a whole battery 
of  digital machinery to sketch with. It seems to me that in dealing with this new set of  tensions, 
both the Kötting brothers are intuitively reaching for new ways of  expressing themselves. And 
in a world filling quickly to the brim with images and sound, this stubborn determination to be 
thoroughly modern in tools, techniques and ideas, while refusing to allow journeys and stories to 
be offered without feet, camera, and canvas firmly planted in the landscape, is refreshing. 
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This sense of  being of  the landscape, makes the choice of  La Terre more obvious.  Here you 
have a writer at the turn of  the 19th century experimenting with his form – the novel – to offer a 
naturalistic, un-sentimental reading of  peasant life.  (There is a sweet irony in the chorus of  disgust 
which greeted the release of  This Filthy Earth: the publication of  La Terre. elicited much the 
same response. We could call this’ the puss factor’.)

At this point it is tempting to trawl through the various ‘isms’ and ‘ists’ for suitable labels for this 
emerging language. It is not long though, before you are struck by the uneasy feeling of  having 
lost your way amongst the jumble of  signposts. We might have for example ‘anti-stuckist’, Andrew 
Kötting’s own ‘ad-hocist’, ‘English absurdism’, ‘contemporary British’, and so on.  As often as not 
critics arrive at the troublesome ‘post-modern.’

At first glance this seems to be appropriate, but my instinct is to agree with the British historian 
Norman Davies’ view of  post-modernism. “It is all very well to deride the authority of  all and 
sundry; but it only leads in the end to the deriding of  Derrida. It is only a matter of  time before 
the deconstructionists are deconstructed by their own techniques. We have survived the “Death of  
God” and the “Death of  Man”. We will surely survive “The Death of  History”…. and the death 
of  Post-Modernism.”

I have no doubt the Brothers Kötting artworks can attract a battery of  weighty ‘signifiers’ and 
‘discourses’, and that this kind of  analysis is not entirely useless. I’m sure it will keep a throng of  
undergraduates busy for a while yet.  But with Andrew and Joey I have always found it helpful to 
steer clear of  the cluttered tributary reaches of  cultural criticism, and hope to make some common 
sense using simpler, less rarefied tools.

As we search for meaning, one form hoves clearly into view. It is an old one –as old as the hills 
themselves - the Arcadian Myth. Simon Schama, has traced this theme in his book Landscape and 
Memory. He suggests “There have always been two kinds of  arcadia: shaggy and smooth, dark 
and light, a place of  bucolic leisure and a place of  primitive panic”. In England we seem often 
to have veered towards the smooth: the green and pleasant land. This may have something to do 
with the violent wrench of  our industrial revolution, our love of  gardening, or simply a response 
to overcrowding. 

However we decide to mark the roots of  the English pastoral idyll, one thing is for sure: it has a 
remarkably doughty persistence. It’s most recent depiction found its way onto our cinema screens 
this Christmas in the expensively rendered interpretation of  JR Tolkein’s fantasy world,  The Lord 
of  the Rings. 

In the early part of  this overlong children’s film we spend time in the company of  the diminutive 
Hobbits. With their big feet and determined moral fortitude, they frolic and gallivant about 
their beloved countryside, the Shire. It is a very English arcadia, of  buttercup filled meadows, 
mischievous boys, and tables piled with rustic bread and ripened fruit, peopled by good, honest, 
down-to-earth country folk. In the Shire all is at one with the world.  

For me, the brothers Kötting reject this sugary pastoral firmly, and with it the tired emotional clichés 
Hollywood uses to extend its life. They nod more obviously in the direction of  the Arcadians of  
ancient Greek mythology, who’s defining characteristic was their bestiality. Pan – the presiding 
divinity of  the original Arcadias, fucked goats, was himself  half  man half  goat, and was taught to 
wank by his father Hermes out of  pity for his unrequited love for the nymphs Echo and Syrinx.  

“The quality that softened the brutishness of  Arcadian life was not so much language as music. But 
the music was that of  Pans pipes, the syrinx, and he could use its woodland and wilderness melodies 
to bewitch the hearer into states of  panic, or pandemonium.”  In this sense – as entertainers – 
both brothers are inclined to play the latter-day Pan, bringing music and mischief  to explore the 
primordial vigour of  the natural world. (Carefully worked soundscapes are important to both 
brothers.) 

13
4

E
ar

th
w

or
ks

 1
  H

er
eo

n 

Earthworks_240418_V1.indd   134 02/05/2018   12:12



But while they refuse to flinch from the messy reality of  our animal lineage, there is an equally 
insistent refusal to take all this mythologising too seriously. And so in the making – the filming, 
musicking, painting, and play-acting - there is a delightfully heady mix of   passion, wonderment, 
and the good old English prank. 

‘Daft as a brush’ is a phrase that will have resounded in both men’s ears down the years. It can only 
be healthy to allow this kind of  artwork to breath in a gallery space: the exacting temporal rigor of  
the cinema can leave the viewer little time for closer inspection. The curators should be applauded 
for this.

Arsene Wenger, the French coach of  a football 
team in London, has said that when he first 
visited England, he immediately knew this was 
the country where football was created.  I would 
urge French viewers to follow this understanding 
of  the English in the work they see today, where 
passionate tomfoolery can outwit intellectual 
pretension, and irreverent cheerfulness plays 
through like a friendly dig in the ribs from a 
favourite uncle. 

Oi Oi. 

John Roseveare - March 2002
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FABRICE LEROY

Dans Les Mots D'un 
Distributeur Français
IN THE WORDS OF A FRENCH DISTRIBUTOR

  

Our first encounter with Andrew's work was surprisingly enough at the Cannes' film festival 
market. His short film Smart Alek was playing as part of  a BFI programme. It impressed 
us right away and left a durable impression. Watching it again today, I’m maybe even more 

impressed, especially by the way it is both innovative and accessible. You can watch it again and 
again and still feel the same excitement, as with music.

We then discovered Gallivant during the London film festival. We liked it but it was not the shock 
it became later. Andrew's films are very challenging for those who are not fluent in English. This is 
the main reason I suspect that his films are not selected in more festivals around the world. 

Strong accents, cut-ups in the dialogue that lose you if  you miss one word; and a strong artistic 
work on sound, where the dialogues are really part of  the sound design and not put above the 
soundscape to be clearly audible. That makes a powerful sound material, but also a dialogue which 
is harder to distinguish. And what you get thanks to the effort you put in to understanding as much 
as possible is what you lose in being receptive to the powerful emotions that the film delivers. 

So Gallivant grew in us and we finally asked the BFI for a vhs a few years later… and also for a 
dialogue list. This was when we could watch it and try to understand it at the same time. The film 
then became very important to us. A powerful artistic achievement, in the same way that Smart 
Alek was. But with something more: resilient human emotions through all of  the people that we 
encounter, each of  them being full of  life; and of  course through Gladys and Eden and their 
relationship. 

Then we saw This Filthy Earth. What struck us right away was how bad the quality was. The sound 
was astonishingly poor and the texture of  the image didn't fit. It sounded so strange coming from 
Andrew that we became suspicious and decided to go to London at the time of  its theatrical release 
to see it on 35 mm.
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I don't remember why the sound was so bad on the vhs we got but I know why we were disturbed 
by the image: the video master was made before the transfer to print, so it didn't have the right 
texture, it looked too clean, so with Andrew's consent, we chose to make a French video master 
from a 35mm print. Spending more money to have a worse result on a technical point of  view 
seemed a bit perverse, but getting the ‘filthiness’ was important for us if  we were to really get 
into the film. So today, there are two DVD versions of  the film and I guess that if  someone was 
comparing both, ours would horrify them, but that's the way we love this film. 

The two films were released in France within 18 months. They weren't very financially successful, 
but got (and still get) a strong enthusiasm from many. What we love with these films is that despite 
Andrew experimenting a lot, they also have a wide appeal and can touch people who are used to 
more commercial films. 

A critic said about Gallivant: "If  film can change your life, this will." This is totally relevant. 

These films are not only for people who are already familiar with this kind of  cinema or art. Their 
innovative dimension is not a barrier, but a window, a door to a brand new world populated with 
filmmakers who make films with a very different approach, and who also have a different way of  
living their life. 

Distributing films that have these qualities is the most important goal in our work with ED 
Distribution. To show there is something else. We then made an Andrew Kötting DVD boxset 
with both feature films and most of  Andrew's shorts. Andrew never stops working. 

And it's not because a feature film is in the financing phase and he has to put his whole time into 
never-ending rewritings until the financiers are happy and then having to wait for their answer 
between each rewriting but because he is always on the move, and this keeps the energy alive. This 
energy you can then find in his films, his performances, his installations, his music and his books….

Then came the time of  his feature film IVUL with great expectations from us. Andrew was in a 
situation where he would have to work with only French actors and wouldn't be able to get the 
handheld camera with b&w hand-processed film he wanted but instead two identical HD cameras. 
That would make it quite impossible for him to carry on with two of  his trademarks: to play with 
language and to mix image textures. Constraints can be great when they compel you to find a new 
way through but they are bad when they are forced onto you and don't leave you enough time to 
find a solution, especially if  you are a filmmaker where everything comes to life in the editing room.

For us, this is what happened with IVUL and we see it as the starting point to Andrew's artistic 
radicalisation. Above all, he wants to make films surrounded by people he is happy to spend time 
with. And to eradicate what is a burden in the production process. Andrew told us many times how 
IVUL was well received in the UK, much more than This Filthy Earth! I sometimes think that we 
weren’t the right distributor for it. 

In France, Andrew's fans among theatre programmers, the public and the press had great 
expectations, but expectations that were too different from what the film is, and the fact that ED 
Distribution were distributing the film might have made the confusion even stronger.

Andrew then started to make feature films that were similar to most of  his shorts, which meant a far 
more experimental approach. The first one was This Our Still Life (Louyre, notre vie tranquille), an 
extraordinary example of  cinema made with absolutely no money and a complete freedom. Then 
came Swandown, the first of  a trilogy of  projects with Iain Sinclair. These were too experimental 
for a theatrical release in France. And, as far as Swandown is concerned, too specifically English. 
We also passed on the two films, which followed; By Ourselves and Edith Walks because they were 
too far away from the work that we distribute. 

Today, we are back with Lek and the Dogs, because the film really speaks to us and we think it's 
important to try and see what can happen in terms of  distribution. It would be a shame for us to 
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pass on it, but we don't think it has this wonderful quality of  being able to gather people in the same 
way that Gallivant, This Filthy Earth and Smart Alek did. It's more a film for an initiated audience. 

We have just finished the French subtitling and are waiting for an answer from the first festival we 
sent it to. We are quite confident about festivals, but less about theatres for a commercial release in 
the France of  today. So many films are released each week and it's not a good thing for a film that 
is too different. And art house theatres are in a complicated financial situation that makes them 
chose easier films, even when they would prefer to pick up more challenging ones. It is the same 
thing with the press and which of  these numerous films it wants to criticise because they too have 
their own financial problems to face.

I sometimes think that the people that hand the money out should be punished for the crime of  
stupidity when not giving money to the few outstanding directors that are around and then allowing 
them to film with total freedom. Having to fight against the system can sometimes be a good 
thing but sadly too many film makers eventually become obsessed with fitting in to the system and 
therefore they end up losing their soul, or they stop making films entirely. 

Hopefully this won’t be Andrew. 

Fabrice Leroy works with Manuel Attali, for E.D Distribution in Paris, France. Amongst others the 
company distribute the work of  Guy Maddin, Patrick Keiller, Phil Mulloy, Harmony Korine and 
Patrick Wang.  

Fabrice Leroy 2018  

Earthworks_240418_V1.indd   141 02/05/2018   12:13



Where The Sun 
Never Shines

Où Le Soleil Ne 
Brille Jamais
Cock, cum, puss and piss are all in the opening shots of  Andrew Kötting’s Bruegelesque 
hard-core film ‘This Filthy Earth’ (2001). In the first few minutes the camera reels from one 
image to the other with Touretts like irreverence. Kötting cuts from a bull’s pre-coital erect 
penis, to a woman rubbing his spunk into her hands, to puss spewing out of  a boil on an 
old man’s foot, to a close up of  a man pissing. 

Bite, sperme, pus et pisse sont dans toutes les premières prises de vue du film d’Andrew Kötting, 
film de pornography dure ‘Cette Terre Souille’ (2001). Durant les premières minutes la caméra 
débite d’une image à l’autre des ‘Tourettes’ comme des irrévences. Kötting coupe d’un gros plan sur 
le pénis d’un taureau en érection, à une femme qui se frotte les mains du sperme, à un vieil homme 
qui se fait sortir le pus d’un furoncle au pied, à un gros plan d’un homme en train de pisser.

So where the fuck are we? Like Bruegel’s paintings the setting could be medieval, but 
as we know Bruegel’s subjects are locked into those claustrophobically tight frames, 
wallowing in sewer water and vomit, not because they are sited in the middle ages but 
because they inhabit that terrible place, Bruegel’s mind. Kötting’s in your face grotesque 
subjects inhabit the same medieval hyperreality, that is, only this is contemporary Britain. 
A wedding sequence is uncannily reminiscent of  ‘A Country Wedding’ , only in Kötting’s 
film the comically rustic ritual is overdubbed with reggae. 

Alors où nous trouvons nous putain de merde?  Comme dans une peinture de Bruegel nous 
pourrions nous trouver au temps médieval, mais comme nous le savons les sujets de Bruegel 
sont contraints dans d’étroits cadres claustrophobiques, se vantrant dans des eaux d’égout et de 
vomis, non pas parce qu’ils sont situés dans le temps medieval mais parce qu’ils habitent dans cet 
terrible endroit, l’esprit de Bruegel.. Les grotesques sujets de Kötting habitent la même hyper réalité 
medievale, sauf  que nous nous trouvons en Anglette contemporaine. Une séquence de marriage 
rappelle étrangement ‘Un marriage de campagne ’, à part que le film de Kötting, le drôle de rituel 
rustique, est doublé de reggae.

The carnivalesque iconography picks at every possible repression and exposes it with 
the same glee with which a child reveals a newly produced turd. The fictional characters 
inhabiting Kötting’s brutal, inter-bred, bestial world are not the protagonists. It is the 
camera documenting the unrelenting abject iconography, vampirically sucking at every 
conceivable fluid emanating from any possible orifice, exposing an organic orgy of  endless 
rotting bestial corpses, showing every crevasse of  decaying skin and of  course there’s the 
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sex. 

This is ‘Padre e Padrone’ meets hard core porn. In the opening shot the central protagonist 
Francine holds on to the bull impregnating a cow as the camera cuts into the ‘tsonda’ (a 
Greek word for a hard-core pornographic close-up).‘Tsondas’ are cut into softcore films 
in order to bypass censorship laws. The unexpected effect is much more provocative than 
standard hard core porn. As Francine watches Kath, her sister and Buto, her brother-
in-law fucking, the camera moves in, first to fetishise the cellulite ridden flesh and then 
to the ‘tsonda’. The depersonalised view of  fat, shaking flesh ensures that the close-up 
becomes sucked into the horrors of  the abject. The violence of  this image is reminiscent 
of  Reader’s Wives porn. When Buto finally rapes Francine (or is she consenting?) the lack 
of  abjection is poignantly conspicuous.

L’iconography carnavalesque se saisit de toute répréssion possible et l’expose avec la même joie 
avec laquelle un enfant révèle une nouvelle crotte. Les personnages de fiction qui habitent le 
monde brutal, consanguin, bestial de Kötting ne sont pas les protagonistes. C’est la caméra qui 
documente l’implacable abjecte iconography, suçant comme un vampire n’importe quel fluide 
provenant de n’importe quel orifice, exposant une orgie organique de corps de bestiaux pourris, 
montrant chaque crevasse de peau décomposée et bien sur il y a le sexe. 

C’est ‘Padre e Padrone’ qui rencontre la pornographie. Dans la première séquence, la principale 
protagoniste Francine se tient contre le taureau qui pénètre une vache comme la caméra  coupe sur 
le ‘tsonda’ (mot grec pour un gros plan pornographique). ‘Tsondas’ sont coupés dans les films de 
“soft” porn pour éviter la censure. L’effet inattendu est beaucoup plus fort et provocatif  que dans 
la pornographie dure. Comme Francine regarde sa soeur Kath et son beau-frère Buto, baiser, la 
caméra avance et fétichise d’abord sur la chair hanté de cellulite puis va vers la ‘tsonda’. La vue de 
gras dépersonnalisée, de chair remuée assure que le gros plan se transforme en horreur de l’abject. 
La violence de ces images est charactéristique de la pronographie de ‘Reader’s Wives’. Quand 
Buto finalement viole Francine (ou est-elle consentante?) le manque d’abjection est visiblement 
poignant.

The narrative of  the film, loosely based on Emile Zola’s  ‘La Terre’ is a ruse, which 
offers a sequence of  events to hang on to. The story is narrated by Francine’s voice that 
is the protagonist. Her sister’s marriage disrupts the equilibrium leading to Megan’s 
death.  This unleashes a biblical storm (represented by archive footage) with apocalyptic 
consequences. Lek is a Russian farm hand who is blamed for the tempestuous weather 
and violently attacked as a result. Joey (the visionary blind brother of  Megan) saves him. 
Armadine (the evil old matriarch) who instigated the attack is literally swallowed up by 
the mud. Joey kills Buto to protect Lek and they leave against a sublime landscape. A 
distraught Francine is left behind.

Le récit du film, vaguement basé sur ‘La Terre’ d’Emile Zola est une ruse, qui offre une séquence 
d’évenements à qui s’accorcher. L’histoire est racontée avec la voie de la protagoniste Francine. Le 
mariage de sa soeur dérange l’équilibre et conduit à la mort de Megan. Cela cré un orage biblicale 
(représenté par des séquences d’archives) dont les conséquences sont apocalyptiques. Lek est un 
fermier Russe qui est blamé pour le mauvais temps et est attaqué violament en conséquence. Joey 
(le frère de Megan, visionnaire aveugle) lui sauve la vie. Armandine (la vieille patriarche) qui est 
derrière (l’instigateur de) l’attaque est presque avallée par la boue. Joey tue Buto pour protéger Lek 
et ils partent (disparaissent) dans un paysage sublime. Francine éperdu reste seule.

Kötting’s formal rigour in his layering of  sound and image is consistent with his previous 
films. In Gallivant (1996), Kötting documented his grandmother (Gladys) and his daughter 
(Eden who has Joyberts syndrome)) travelling across Britain with him on a Road Movie. A 
scene from Gallivant, which shows Kötting at his best is of  a closely framed Eden signing, 
as it opens up to reveal a terrifying expanse of  space. The landscape absorbs her into its 
infinity. She is so small and fragile, suggesting a cruel sense of  isolation. 

Earthworks_240418_V1.indd   143 02/05/2018   12:13



Kötting’s landscape becomes transmogrified into an inner place, Gallivant’s psycho-
geography. In ‘This Filthy Earth’ the landscapes are sublime, ranging from rural kitsch to 
apocalyptic vastness. 

La rigueur formelle de Kötting dans son assemblage de son et d’image est consistant de ces films 
précédants. Dans Gallivant (1996), Kötting documenta le voyage à travers la Grande-Bretagne qu’il 
fit avec sa grand-mère (Gladys) et sa fille (Eden qui a le syndrome Jouberts). Une des scènes de 
Gallivant qui nous montre Kötting à son meilleur (plus fort)  est une séquence rapprochée, d’Eden 
chantant, qui s’ouvre pour révéler une terrifiante étendue d’espace. 

Le paysage l’absorbe dans son infinité. Elle est si petite et fragile, suggérant un sens cruel d’isolation. 
Le paysage de Kötting se transforme en une place intime et secrète, la psycho-géographie de 
Gallivant. Dans ‘Cette Terre Souille’ les paysages sont sublimes variant de kitsch rural à des 
étendues apocalyptiques.

A documenting roaming gaze reflexively investigates (jumping from extreme close ups 
to long shots) the subjects. Kötting’s film intertextually references Phillip Trevelyan’s 
documentary ‘The Moon and the Sledge Hammer’ by reproducing the same isolated ‘Hill-
Billy’community, with suggestions of  interbreeding and a Romantic celebration of  an 
agrarian pre-industrialised Britain.  

Un regard errant, fixe, réfléchi scrute les sujets (passant d’un gros à un grand plan). Le film de 
Kötting intertextuellement fait référence au documentaire de Philip Trevelvan ‘The Moon and 
the Sledge Hammer’ en reproduisant la même communauté isolée et malade, en suggérant la 
consanguinuité et une célébration romantique d’une Grande-Bretagne agraire pré-industrialisée.

In ‘This Filthy Earth’ the documentary effect is subverted by a proliferation inter-cutting 
of  super 8, over-saturated images and the disjointed interplay between sound and image. 
These strategies disrupt the temporal and spatial continuity and challenge the possibility 
of  complacent viewing, both in terms of  the formal techniques employed as well as the 
iconography. Kötting’s authorship comes crashing through the film as he assaults the 
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viewer with the unrelenting abjection. This is not a dispassionate meta-commentary on 
the post-industrial age, Kötting is raging here and the effect is violent and gut wrenching. 

Dans ‘Cette Terre Souillee’ l’effet documentaire est bouleversé par une prolifération d’entre-coupe 
de super 8, saturé par des images et des effets entre son et image. Ces stratégies dérangent la 
continuité sapatiale et temporelle et defie la possibilité d’un spectacle satisfaisant, en terme de 
techniques formelles employées aussi bien que de l’iconographie. La conception de Kötting se 
révèle tout au long du film quant il prend ses spectateurs à l’assault par ses abjections implacables. 
Ce n’est pas un meta-commentaire sans passion de l’age pre-industriel, Kötting est en rage ici et 
l’effet est violent et vous tourne les trippes.

This is a closed, narrow-minded, cruel, rural community, which refers to women’s tits as 
‘paps’ and immigrants as ‘darkies’. The subtlety in this choice of  language is particularly 
insightful, as appropriate racial insults have not yet been coined for new eastern European 
economic migrants. Instead Lek is referred to as a ‘darkie’ after colonial racism, reminding 
us Britain’s postcolonial legacy while at the same time emphasising the horror of  a newly 
emerging racism. Similarly the female characters in this film are oppressively locked into a 
pre-feminist world of  incest, repression and taboo. They are either empowered evil decrepit 
old women or ‘fucked over’ victims. The term ‘paps’ insightfully connotes this attitude to 
gender and sexuality. This is a gruesome, violent representation of  a community which is 
overwhelmed by the abject, the crude, the superstitious and prejudice. In this world there 
is no release from the mud, even when the rain stops. 

C’est une communauté renfermée, fermée d’esprit, cruelle, rurale, qui appele les seins de 
femmes des ‘nichons’ et les immigrants des ‘bougnouls’. La subtilité du choix de language est ici 
particulièrement perspicace parce que des insultes appropriées n’ont pas encore été trouvées pour 
les nouveaux migrants écomique de l’Europe de l’est. Donc, Lek est appelé un ‘bougloul’  après 
le raciste coloniale, nous rapelant de l’Angleterre post-coloniale et en même temps accentuant 
l’horreur d’un nouveau racisme émergeant. De même les personnages féminins dans ce film 
sont oppressivement emprisonnés dans un monde pre-féministe d’inceste, de répréssion et de 
taboo. Elles sont soit de vieilles sorcières décrépits ou des victimes ‘bafouées’. Le terme ‘nichons’ 
sousentend  cette attitude de genre et sexualité. C’est une épouvantable, violente représentation 
d’une communauté qui est écrasée par le misérable, le brut, le superstitieux et le préjudice. Dans ce 
monde il n’y a pas d’échapatoir à la boue même quand la pluie s’arrête.

On the one hand this film is a deranged Bruegelesque vision, that draws on a Baktinian 
notion of  the carnivalesque, where abjection is seen as the subversive consequence of  
bourgeois repression. On the other Kötting is raging against Blair’s risible saccharine vision 
of  a ubiquitously middle class Britain. How much dirt can a peasant have underneath his 
fingernails? In this film, clearly, never enough. 

D’un coté ce film est une vision Bruegelesque dérangée, qui se nourrit d’une notion Baktinian 
carnavalesque, où le misérable est vu comme la conséquence de la répréssion subversive du 
bourgeois. D’un autre Kötting est en rage contre la vision saccharine et risible de Blair d’une 
Angleterre moyenne omniprésante.

Sophia Phoca 2002 

Sophia Phoca is a writer/critic and Dean of Art at University of the Arts 

Sophia Phoca est une écrivain / critique et Dean d’Art à University of the Arts
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CHAPTER 2 

IVUL

HEREOVER
COME DOWN OFF GROUND HE IVUL - TREATMENT 

IVUL SYNOPSIS AND BACKSTORY

XAVIER TCHILI - IVUL JOURNAL 

IVUL NOTEBOOK 
IVUL IS A TANTALISING DRAMA ABOUT THE HOPEFUL-
BUT-HAUNTED WAYS WE COME UP WITH TO STUMBLE 
THROUGH LIFE

IVUL UNMADE

AN INVITATION TO LEK 
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Comedown  
Off Ground He 
Ivul
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SCENE: DAY
A well-kept mock Georgian Town House - Suburban garden - Elmstead Woods – Kent – England

A boy of  about eight is attempting to pull his older brother up into an oak tree
From its size and rings it is over a hundred years long-standing. 
The brother
Peter is short in stature but big in attitude. 
Always has been. 
Perhaps they were playing at Tarzan and Jane but then again Robin of  Sherwood in those days was 
probably the game.

We were planning an ambush in an attempt to recapture Maid Marion. 
(Wendy Eastwood and Sarah Robinson).
We took it in turns to love them.
When if  the truth be known
Which it isn’t…. 
We were hiding from our father who was out to portion blame.
He was always a-rage.
We lived in fear of  this him.
The oak tree was both safe haven and memory-maker.
I’m remembering it today.
I remembered it when I was reading Calvino’s Baron in the Trees.
I was back up that tree.
It had had an effect on me.
I never stopped climbing trees.
Especially in the Pyrenees.
Looking down on that field where that cow had almost died.
There is always a connect and reveal to be had.
So there.
I’ve said it and now you have it....

SCENE: DAY
A room in Clink Street overlooking the River Thames – London - England 

The dust has settled and Gallivant has seen the light of  day
People are confident in me
I’m almost confident in myself
I’m busy with two young writers
Who always have plenty to say
We smoke and drink coffee and they help me write a screenplay
Provisionally titled COMEDOWN
It’s a vestige of  an idea that I had developed with Andrew Lindsay 
Inspired by an Ian McEwan novel in which one of  the characters climbs up a tree and refuses to 
comedown.
It could have been me
Backup that tree.
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The Paradox of Internalism: 
Internalists hold that mind and world are 
distinct because the mind exists in the brain 
and not in the world. 
Yet clearly brains are part of the world. 
So mind and world are continuous. 

The Paradox of Externalism: 
Externalists hold that mind and world are 
continuous because the mind is not confined to 
the brain but extends into the world. 
Yet minds are conscious while objects in the 
world are not. 
So mind and world must be distinct.

Conclusion: Mind and world are both 
distinct and continuous, or neither distinct 
nor continuous. Either way, the relationship is 
paradoxical.
Dr Robert Pepperell

I would not want to live in a world drained of 
all religious feeling. I am not thinking of faith 
but of that inner vibration which, independent 
of any belief in particular, projects you into, 
and sometimes above God
E.M.CIORAN – DRAWN AND QUARTERED
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Off Ground He

OFF GROUND HE is the extraordinary story of  Alexander Ivul, a young man who climbs a tree 
and refuses ever to come back to earth. He lives out a brief  and dramatic life in exile looking down on a 
world and family that he loves.

As a child I spent many hours hiding up trees. Our garden was a safe haven from the violence meted out to the family 
by a dictatorial father. There was one particular tree that was as old as London and this was my favourite. 

High above the ground the rage that filled the family home seemed to evaporate, I could play at being Tarzan or Robin 
Hood safe in the knowledge that the trees would protect me.

A long time before Christ, the Celts planted trees in the names of  their children to make sure of  a connection between 
the divine and earthbound aspects of  the soul. 

The planting of  trees enabled the child’s imagination to live both on the ground and off  the ground. 

The Tree Of  Life stands at the centre of  the Garden of  Eden uniting heaven and earth, and opening a path to the 
Powers That Be. 

Like the tree in my garden it is both young and old, it has its summers and its winters, its ups and its downs. 

Trees shelter and inspire me and these experiences have proved the catalyst for Off  Ground He. My life in the 
French Pyrenees has proved vital to the development of  the script and it is deep in these forests that the tragic story 
will unfold.

The story is brutal in its splendour and haunting in its child-like fantasy. The film will transport an audience into a 
world of  magical realism but it is firmly rooted in the chaos of  everyday family lives. 

The film exists somewhere between the writings of  Gabriel Garcia Marquez, Ian McEwan and John 
Berger or the films Festen, Breaking the Waves and Julien Donkey Boy
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ACT 1
Autumn  

SCENE 1 
Exterior. Day.

Silence. A dead foal falls end over end in slow-motion. We see that it has been launched off  a cliff  
edge and is heading towards the rocks below.

SCENE 2 
Exterior. Dura Coast. Day. 

Three workmen approach the cliff  edge, struggling with a handcart on which the corpses of  a large 
dray horse and its foal are laid. One man, Donald, has had enough. He leaves the others to sit on a 
rock overlooking the sea. He pulls out a cigarette.  

Donald: (shouting against the wind) I’ll be fucked up the bummer if  I’m fuckin’ with that mincin’ 
stink of  hound food.  

The wheel of  the cart jars, bucking the body of  the foal to earth. The other men, Jefferson  and 
Boyle, have to retrieve the foal without letting the handcart roll back down the bank.  

Donald: Fuck knows why we didn’t leave all eight legs where they was.  

Jefferson: It’s the law now give us a hand.  

Donald: Law - the Law’s no more. He’s out to graze and hobble his way to the bone-pit.  The winds 
too strong for Donald’s lighter.  

Donald: Fuckin’ thing! They’re not even our dead.  Boyle trips over the foal and lands on top of  
it in the back of  the cart.  

Boyle: Aghhhh to fuck with the plague and now he pushes me in with a sack full of  hot guts… 

Jefferson: Oi Donald! Give us a fucking hand will ya?  

Donald chucks his lighter and returns to the others. They heave the cart up the muddy bank. Then 
they pick up the foal and carry it to the cliff  edge.

SCENE 3 
Exterior. Dura Coast. Day.

Silence. The foal from the opening sequence is still in free fall. Then, shockingly, a loud piercing 
screech as it is hooked momentarily by a cliff-face tree. It then continues its fall and smashes against 
the rocks before exploding into the sea.  

Title: OFF GROUND HE 

SCENE 4 
Exterior. The Ivul Estate. Arboretum. Day. 

William Ivul (68), dishevelled in tweed jacket and tie, climbs a ladder to the low-slung branch of  an 
apple tree. In the background we see a large rundown manor house : the Ivul family home.  
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A rotten branch hangs above his head. He takes a hatchet to it, swinging with vigour despite his 
frailty. He stops to catch his breath, the ladder creaks. He attacks the branch again, until it falls to 
earth.   

SCENE 5 
Interior. Ivul House. Lounge. Day. 

Alex Ivul (16) is lying on his back at the feet of  his sister Freya (18). She sits on a sofa reading aloud 
from a book of  Russian poetry. Connie and Felt (8), their young twin sisters sit close by, Chinese 
burning one another on the arms.   

Alex is lost in the incredible sounds Freya is making. He looks up at her, and the strange shapes of  
her mouth. Freya doesn’t notice. Alex  gets to his feet, fidgeting. He goes to the window and sees 
Ivul returning across the lawn with shrubs and clippings.  

Alex:  (muttering) Fucking Russians....  

He sits on the sofa next to his sister, she’s absorbed by her recital. He leans over and burrows with 
his head until he rests on her lap. Freya ignores him. 

Alex puts his head between Freya and the book. Freya’s reading gets louder. Freya can’t see the text 
and has to make it up. Alex replies in gobbledygook ; nonsense with a Russian accent. Freya hits 
him with her book, Alex is silent. She can’t help laughing.   

The twins land on their elder brother, tugging at the sleeves of  his jumper.  

Connie: Come on.  

Alex: Piss off  will yer.  

The twins keep tugging. Alex looks to Freya again.   

Freya: Kids huh?  

Alex throws the twins off  and pelts from the room with the girls whelping and snapping at his 
heels.  

SCENE 6 
Interior. Ivul house. Ivul’s study. Day.  

Ivul is hunched at his desk. A large volume open before him displays various grafting procedures. 
He uses a scalpel to remove the shoot of  a shrub. The room is hugger mugger, crowded by plants 
and heavy tomes. In one corner a Grandfather clock ticks erratically. We hear the muffled sounds 
of  child’s play. 

SCENE 7
Interior. Ivul house. Drawing Room. Day.  

The four children are playing Off-Ground-He. Alex is ‘it’, the others scramble over furniture to 
escape. They must not touch the floor.  Freya helps the twins to higher ground and safety. It’s 
pandemonium, noisy and frenetic.   

Their mother, Martha (42), puts her head round the door.  
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Martha: Hey!  

The children freeze, innocent: Freya is lying across the back of  the settee, Connie sits on the 
television and Felt is dangling from the large fireplace while Alex tickles her into letting go. Felt 
can’t hold on and she falls the short distance to the floor. 

Martha: (to Connie) Get off  there for crying out loud.   

Connie climbs down sheepishly.   

Alex: We were just, you know, chatting.  

Martha: I’ll chat you.   

The telephone starts to ring in the hall.  

Martha: You know he needs peace, he’s not... just keep it down.  Martha has to answer the 
telephone . The children wait in silence until the ringing stops then Freya shuts the door.  

Freya: I’m it.  

Chaos resumes.  

SCENE 8
Chaos theory is a branch of  mathematics and it is focused on the behaviour of  dynamical systems 
that are highly sensitive to initial conditions

The property of  a complex system whose behaviour is so unpredictable as to appear random, 
owing to great sensitivity to small changes in conditions.

The formless matter supposed to have existed before the creation of  the universe.

The political form of this post-liberal epoch 
would be a universal empire.
John Gray - Gray’s Anatomy 
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READING IS A CONTACT SPORT.
PHYSICAL AND STRENUOUS.
A GRAPPLING WITH ANOTHER OF SUPERIOR 
STRENGTH TRICKERY AND SPEED.
ANOTHER WHO MAY BECOME A CLOSE FRIEND. 
POSTMODERNISM ATTEMPTED TO REMOVE 
AUTHORS AND MAKE LITERATURE ONLY A SET 
OF ‘TEXTS’
BUT TRUE READERS AGREE WITH PROUST 
THAT READING IS FRIENDSHIP.
WRITERS ARE SUCH FRIENDS
A SECRET SOCIAL NETWORK EXTENDING 
THROUGHOUT TIME AND SPACE.
Michael Foley – The Age Of Absurdity

Above all, geology makes 
explicit challenges to our 
understanding of time. It 
giddies the sense of the here-
and-now.
Robert Macfarlane – MOUNTAINS OF THE MIND

CONTEMPLATING THE IMMENSITIES OF DEEP TIME, YOU FACE, IN A WAY THAT IS 
BOTH EXQUISITE AND HORRIFYING, THE TOTAL COLLAPSE OF YOUR PRESENT, 
COMPACTED TO NOTHINGNESS BY THE PRESSURES OF PASTS AND FUTURES 
TOO EXTENSIVE TO ENVISAGE. AND IT IS A PHYSICAL AS WELL AS A CEREBRAL 
HORROR, FOR TO ACKNOWLEDGE THAT THE HARD ROCK OF A MOUNTAIN IS 
VULNERABLE TO THE ATTRITION OF TIME IS OF NECESSITY TO REFLECT ON THE 
APPALLING TRANSIENCE OF THE HUMAN BODY.

Robert Macfarlane – MOUNTAINS OF THE MIND
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At which point OFF GROUND HE 
was dropped.
Scottish Screen and the BBC
Had realised my lack of  efficiency.
Along with the invention of  BBC 3 and all things digital and non-binary
There was no more money in the coffers.
We were barking up the wrong tree..

This Filthy Earth had happened
And I’d been lost to the mire.
Installation was now my metier.
So
Let him lie.
Let him be.
That Baron In The Tree.

But if  it must happen
Then it must happen in The Pyrenees.
Close to Montségur.
Close to me.
Close to us.
Us in our trees.

AS FOR DADA IT MEANS NOTHING, NOTHING, NOTHING.
IT MAKES THE PUBLIC SAY;
WE UNDERSTAND NOTHING, NOTHING, NOTHING.
THE DADAISTS ARE NOTHING, NOTHING, NOTHING AND THEY WILL CERTAINLY 
SUCCEED IN NOTHING, NOTHING,
NOTHING.

Dada Manifesto – Francis Picabia
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IN THE END YOU WILL UTTER AGAIN.
YES I REMEMBER.
THAT WAS I.
THAT WAS I THEN.
Samuel Beckett – Company
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HD transfer to 35mm | 96 minutes | Colour | 2009 | French with English subtitles 

In association with BBC Films And the support of Film Council initially called 
COMEDOWN and thereafter OFF GROUND HE - Screenplay developed by Tall 
Stories, Ben Woolford & Dan Weldon  

Written by John Cheetham Andrew Kötting Andrew Mitchell  Director Andrew 
Kötting  Produced by Emilie Blézat & SCIAPODE  Co-produced by Elena Tatti 
& Thierry Spicher & BOX PRODUCTIONS Cinematography Nick Gordon-Smith 
Additional cameras  Gary Parker  Editing  David Dusa, Baptiste Evrard  Music 
Christian Garcia  Sound  Philippe Ciompi

CAST 
Lek Tchili  Marie Ivul  Aurélia Petit  Andrei Ivul  Jean-Luc Bideau  Freya Ivul 
Adélaïde Leroux  Alex Ivul  Jacob Auzanneau  Manon Ivul  Manon Aubriot    
Capucine Ivul  Capucine Aubriot

IVUL SYNOPSIS 
AND BACKSTORY
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OUR STORY 
IVUL is the extraordinary story of  Alex, a young man who climbs on to the roof  of  a 
house and refuses to ever come back to earth. He lives out a brief  and dramatic life in 
exile looking down upon a family that he loves but is too stubborn to return to. 

A crumbling manor house somewhere deep in the French Pyrenees and Alex is enjoying a boisterous 
carefree summer with his beloved sister Freya and their mischievous twin sisters, Capucine and 
Manon. The children inhabit a world of  childhood games and romantic dreams. Andrei Ivul, their 
eccentric Russian father enjoys life through the lens of  a microscope or by walking amongst the 
trees of  his arboretum. His young wife Marie is proud of  her family but wishes that just sometimes 
her husband might exert some control over his wayward offspring. 

Keeping vigil on the family is Lek, the mysterious tongue-tied gardener and general dogs-body. He 
left Russia as a young child with Andrei and has followed him like a shadow ever since. Pressure 
builds for Alex as Freya prepares to leave for Russia.

When the brother and sister are discovered in a stolen moment of  playful intimacy, their innocence 
is brought sharply to an end and the family is torn apart. 

In a fit of  rage, Andrei disowns his son and forces him out of  the family home. Alex climbs onto 
the roof  of  the house and vows never to set foot on the earth again. 

Winter sets in with no sign of  Alex. Marie worries but tries to hold the family together, however it 
is all too much for Andrei and his state of  mind begins to deteriorate. On Christmas day the twins 
read out a card from Freya and Andrei cracks, he takes a ladder out into the garden in a desperate 
attempt to find Alex. He falls to the ground and has a stroke. 

Spring arrives and a remorseful Freya returns from Russia to look after her bed-ridden father. 
The twins seem to delight in Andrei’s new predicament but Marie has started drinking and the 
family are reeling from the strain. They still have no idea of  Alex’s whereabouts. Lek is angry and 
sacrifices two lambs as a pagan offering to the curse that he feels has befallen the family. Deep in 
the forest Alex is a boy reborn a man. He has become feral and weather-beaten and moves with 
ease amongst his treetop kingdom. His new home is a caravan that he has managed to haul up a 
tree. 

Freya has taken on the role of  the mother and eventually has to rescue Marie from one of  her 
many drunken bouts in the local bar. On the way home she is compelled by a powerful force to 
stop the car and rage at her brother who she knows is somewhere in the forest. Freya tries to 
remain strong but a new tension overcomes her as she revisits Alex’s bedroom and begins to re-
examine her past. She sets out to find him and is drawn into the night where she comes across 
Alex’s incredible abode. There is a silent and emotional reunion for them after which they fall into 
a deep stupor. 

Meanwhile Lek has followed Freya and sets about making a strange incantation. He lights a circle 
of  fire underneath the caravan in an attempt to cleanse the children of  their desire for one another. 
The fire gets out of  control and Lek struggles to help Freya to safety. 

Despite the pleading of  both Freya and Lek, Alex refuses to come down and instead steps back 
into the blazing caravan. Through the pandemonium he surveys his kingdom one last time. We 
watch as the inferno destroys the caravan and the surrounding forest. We can only imagine that 
Alex has died but the smoke clears to reveal him atop of  the castle at Montségur, he is still off  
ground and walking the ramparts. 

Alex Ivul never did touch the earth.
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SOME COLLAGED THOUGHTS FROM CALVINO 
BY WAY OF A FRAGMENTED KÖTTING CONTEXT. 

Have you been in the Ondariva garden? Yes but 
always from one tree to another, without ever 
touching the ground. He realised that, as the 
trees were so thick, he could move for several 
miles by passing from one branch to another, 
without ever needing to descend to earth. 
Sometimes a patch of bare ground forced him 
to make long detours but he soon got to know 
all the necessary routes and came to meaure 
distances by quite different estimates than 
ours, bearing always in mind the twisted trail 
he had to take over the branches….
Italo Calvino - Baron In The Trees 
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SCENE 29 
Interior. Ivul house. Kitchen. Morning.   

Ivul paces around the kitchen, still breathless from his assault on Alex. He doesn’t look at the 
sobbing Freya.  

Ivul: (IN RUSSIAN). Filthy! You are whored….whored by your own brother…. filthy stinking 
animals….  

His words choke him.  

Freya: Please...  

Ivul: You betray me, your own father. Get out. (RUSSIAN). I cannot say you are my daughter.  

Freya runs out of  the kitchen. Ivul continues to pace for a moment and then marches after her.

SCENE 4 
Exterior The Ivul Estate. Arboretum. Day. 

William Ivul (68), dishevelled in tweed jacket and tie, climbs a ladder to the low-slung branch of  
an apple tree. In the background we see a large rundown manor-house the Ivul family home.   A 
rotten branch hangs above his head. He takes a hatchet to it, swinging with vigour despite his 
frailty. 

He stops to catch his breath, the ladder creaks. 

He attacks the branch again, until it falls to earth. 
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It was on the fifteenth of June, 1767, that Cosimo Piovasco di Rondò, my brother, 
sat among us for the last time. And it might have been today, I remember it so 
clearly. We were in the dining room of our house at Ombrosa, the windows 
framing the thick branches of the great holm oak in the park. It was midday, the 
old traditional dinner hour followed by our family, though by then most nobles 
had taken to the fashion set by the sluggard Court of France, of dining halfway 
through the afternoon. A breeze was blowing from the sea, I remember, rustling 
the leaves. 

Cosimo said: “I told you I don’t want any, and 
I don’t!” and pushed away his plateful of 
snails. Never had we seen such disobedience.” 

Italo Calvino - Baron In The Trees 

It’s a film about improvisation: the higgledy-piggledy, bruised-and-abraded, 
hopeful-but-haunted ways we come up with to stumble through life and around 
our loved ones. Trying and failing. 

Failing and trying. 

Keeping on — until we topple.

3:48PM BST 22nd  July 2010

Sukhdev Sandhu
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A society grows great when old men plant 
trees whose shade they know they shall 
never sit in 
IVUL
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SCENE 14 
Exterior & Interior. Ivul Grounds. Day.   

Alex rakes up leaves, piling them in the middle of  the lawn. He stops, lolling against the rake for 
support to watch Lennox walk across the lawn and into the garden shed. Inside Ivul bundles 
lengths of  bamboo together with twine. 

Lek stands in the doorway, Ivul doesn’t acknowledge him.  

Ivul is eccentric, and exasperating in some ways, but I found something 
powerfully and unexpectedly real about the story’s central conceit: that a single 
calamitous event, wounding a young man’s pride, can metastasise into a family 
tragedy. That detail about never letting your feet touch the ground is, again, 
oddly plausible: a morbidly obsessive-compulsive challenge that is a metaphor 
for a painful need to rise above the family and the past, rise above the agony 
of unrequited love and mortification, and not to come down to the rough 
arena of pain. The movie will baffle and disconcert some. Others will find it a 
paradoxically realist visual poem about families and hurt feelings.

Thursday 22nd Jul 2010 22.43 BST 

Peter Bradshaw
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SCENE 16 
Interior. Ivul house. Study. Night.  

Ivul sits in an armchair by an open fire with Freya perched on his knee with her arm around his 
neck. She is reciting some Russian verb tables to her doting father. Freya finishes her declension.  
    

Freya: Say you’ll come and visit.       

Ivul: You know this is not possible. But you will go. You will see our country.   

Freya: I can look into the family tree,  all those little secrets. How many bears you killed. Why my 
mother….  

Ivul cuts her short.  

Ivul: You are there to learn Freya, you are not there to ask so many questions. We left the country 
because I no longer had a family there.   

A silence falls over the room. 

Ivul cuddles Freya closer to him.  

Ivul: The school will have everything for you to need. They will look after you.   

The fire crackles and a log falls into the grate.  

Ivul: The family are now dead.  

He kisses her on the head and gets to his feet.  

Ivul: I will go and check on the fiery one.  

Freya: Goodnight dad. (In Russian)
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Her breast was young, the nipples rosy. 
Cosimo just grazed it with his lips, before 
viola slid away over the branches as if she 
were flying, with him clambering after her, 
and that skirt of hers always in his face…. 
Italo Calvino - Baron In The Trees
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Imagine other murmurs, Mother mother, 
Mother in heaven, Mother of God, God in 
heaven, combinations with Christ and Jesus, 
other proper names in great numbers say of 
loved ones for the most part and cherished 
haunts….
Samuel Beckett – All Strange Away

For the film-maker must come by his 
convention, as painters and writers and 
musicians have done before him. 
Virginia Woolf
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So began their love, the boy happy and amazed, 
she happy and not surprised at all (nothing 
happens by chance to girls). It was the love 
so long awaited by Cosimo and which had now 
inexplicably arrived, and so lovely that he 
could not imagine how he had even thought 
it lovely before. And the thing newest to him 
was that it was so simple, and the boy at that 
moment thought it must be like that always….
Italo Calvino - Baron In The Trees 

My brain hums with scraps of poetry and 
madness. 
Virginia Woolf
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SCENE 28 
Exterior & Interior. Ivul house. Morning. 

Freya: Because I’m leaving you I’ve decided to let you kiss me.  

Freya lies down flat on the floor, legs together, arms by her side, like a patient on the surgeon’s 
table. She lifts up her shirt, baring her tummy, but stopping before the bosom. Alex is nervous. He 
bends over to kiss her but Freya pushes him away.  

Freya: No, not on the mouth - here.  

She arches her back, offering up her navel. Alex leans over her and pecks her delicately.   

Freya: I want you to kiss me properly, like you were kissing me on the lips.  
Alex leans over again, obedient.  

Freya: Make it wet first.  

She takes Alex’s hand, licks it and guides his fingers over her navel. Alex leans over and kisses her 
fully, but his action is squelching and clumsy. Freya pulls his head up.  

Freya: Push your tongue in.  

Alex ducks his head back down to her navel. 
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Lek is watching the siblings from the back of  the kitchen.   Freya throws her head back and closes 
her eyes. Alex is moving up her tummy towards her breasts. He tries to lift her shirt up but she 
holds it down, so he kisses her through the shirt. Tickled, she pushes him away. He sits up straight, 
banging his head on a low shelf. Freya laughs, Alex rubs his head.   She pulls him back down to her 
navel. He kisses her again, this time moving down towards her knickers. Suddenly he twangs the 
elastic with his teeth.  

Freya: (giggling) Don’t.  

Alex looks up, innocent. Freya smiles nervously. His fingers pull at the top of  her pants, revealing 
a thin band of  pubic hair.  

Freya: What are you doing?  

Alex is deaf  to the question. With his head hovering above her waist, he cups his hand and begins 
to squeeze between her legs. Freya clamps her legs together.   

Freya: Stop it.  She pushes forcefully at his head, and tries to wriggle free but Alex is too strong for 
her. It makes her more distressed.  

Freya: No... Don’t Alex, pack it in...   
    
The larder door slams back. Ivul stands at the threshold, Lek by his side.  

Ivul: You animals. Filthy animals! (RUSSIAN expletives) 

He drags Alex out of  the larder, punching and kicking him as he goes.  

Ivul: Get from out of  my sight. Dirty! Outside! GO!  

Ivul barges Alex all the way down the hall to the front door. Then he stops, exhausted. Alex turns 
to face his father with steely eyes.  

Ivul: If  I see you ever again….. ( A barrage of  Russian expletives )  If  you ever set feet on my land 
…. I’ll, You’ll…. You will die…Get Out! 

Alex walks out of  the house and across the lawn. He stops, turns around and stomps back towards 
the house.   

Ivul: Away you filth! You greasy pigs…. 

It looks as though Alex will walk straight back into his father but instead he climbs the steps to 
the roof  terrace and then using the brick-work, window ledges and ivy, he scrambles up the high 
sloping roof. It’s a difficult climb but Alex’s fury spurs him on. 
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And we used to count the hours and the days 
he had been up on the trees and our father 
would say; he’s mad! He has a devil in him!
IVUL
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“Why do you make me suffer?"
“Because I love you.”
Now it was his turn to get angry.  “No, no, you don’t love me! People in love want 
happiness,  
not pain!”
“People in love want only love, even at the cost of pain.”
“Then you’re making people suffer on purpose.”
“Yes, to see if you love me.”
The Baron’s philosophy would not go any further. “Pain is a negative state of the 
soul.” 
“Love is all.” 
“Pain should always be fought against.”
“Love refuses nothing.”
“Some things I’ll never admit.”
“Oh yes, you do, now, for you love me and you suffer.” 

Italo Calvino - Baron In The Trees 

I am rooted, but I flow. 
Virginia Woolf
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Whilst at other times, he imagined flying up 
to the heavens so that he could gaze down 
and see how insignificant all human concerns 
were from such a distance. Seneca did this too: 
place before your mind’s eye the vast spread 
of time’s abyss and consider the universe; and 
then contrast our so-called human life with 
infinity….
LEK
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The Zone is a place of uncompromised and 
unblemished value. It is one of the few 
territories left – possibly the only one – 
where the rights to Top Gear have not been 
sold: a place of refuge and sanctuary.
Geoff  Dyer – Zona
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JANE: “Thank you for protecting me.”

TARZAN: “Me?”

JANE: “I said, thank you for protecting me.”

TARZAN: (Pointing at her.) “Me?”

JANE: “No. I’m only ‘Me’ for me.”

TARZAN: (Pointing at Jane again.) “Me.”

JANE: “No. To you, I’m ‘You.’”

TARZAN: (Pointing at himself.) “You.”

JANE: “No. I’m Jane Parker. Understand? Jane. Jane.”

TARZAN: (Pointing at her.) “Jane. Jane. Jane.”

JANE: “Yes, Jane! (She points at him.) And, you? (She points at herself again.) Jane.”

TARZAN: (Pointing at her) “Jane.”

JANE: “And you? (Pointing at him.) You?”

TARZAN: (Jabbing himself in the chest.) “Tarzan! Tarzan!”

JANE: “Tarzan!”

TARZAN: (Pointing at her and them himself.) “Jane. Tarzan.”
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TROTSKY DEFENDED SHOOTING HOSTAGES 
IN THE RUSSIAN CIVIL WAR, DISMISSING 
CRITICISM AS ‘QUAKER-VEGETARIAN CHATTER’. 
NEITHER LENIN NOR TROTSKY EVER 
QUESTIONED THE LEGITIMACY OF TORTURE, 
WHICH THE SOVIET REGIME USED ROUTINELY 
FROM THE TIME IT CAME TO POWER. 
FOR THESE PROGRESSIVES TORTURE WAS 
AN ESSENTIAL WEAPON IN THE CAUSE OF 
HUMANITY.
AND THEY’RE AT IT AGAIN TODAY
LEK

NO I’M NOT COMING DOWN INTO YOUR 
GARDEN OR INTO MINE NEVER AGAIN. IT’S ALL 
ENEMY TERRITORY TO ME.
Italo Calvino - Baron in the Trees
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Exiled Thucydides knew
All that a speech can say
About Democracy,
And what dictators do,
The elderly rubbish they talk
To an apathetic grave;
Analyzed all in his book,
The enlightenment driven away,
The habit-forming pain,
Mismanagement and grief:
We must suffer them all again.
W.H Auden – September 1st 1939

Photographs - Gary Parker
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Xavier Tchili 
Journal 2009
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Andrew Kötting 
Ivul Notebook 2008
SPIRAL BOUND – A3 DALER – as with the THIS FILTHY EARTH NOTEBOOK the 
notes hereunder became vital pre/during/post the shooting of  the film. The script pages to the 
left were printed onto white paper and those on the right onto yellow paper. Collaged notes, 
images and ideas drift throughout.
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Put a microphone into the carcasses – throw them from

the cliff tops –  let’s hear it land – the noise should be 

painful and difficult. 

Stan Brakhage DOG STAR BOY
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Alex is lost in the incredible sounds that Freya is making 

- Alex copies her: он смотрит в рот своих сестер и не 

видит ничего, кроме любви 

(russian words)

The twins drop their weight onto Alex’s stomach and 

wind him.  
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I could not stop my thoughts and often failed to keep 

them till night so when I fancyd 

I had hit upon a good image or natural description I usd 

to steal into a corner of the 

garden and clap it down…. 

John Clare – My first attempts at Poetry etc etc
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Landscape is such an image  - a construct of mind 

and of feeling…. 
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We do not owe our values 
to God or Nature but freely 
create them of our own free-
will – we will them in to 
existence – if will have you 
so to speak ….

I hear it murmur it to the mud 
- folly - folly - stop your 
drivel draw the mud about 
your face - children do it in 
the sand at the sea-shore in 
the country ….
Samuel Beckett – How It Is
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Past Moments
Not Now
Long Gone
Freshback 
Like Those Things
Those Things 
Memories 
I Hear Them As I Say Them
I Murmur Them In The Trees And At The Mud
Now
Samuel Beckett – How It Is

Gertrude Stein and her hermetic works - 
novelist, poet, playwright, art collector, 
visionary life-partner to Alice B Toklas: She 
was a golden brown presence, burned by the 
Tuscan sun and with a golden glint in her 
warm brown hair. She was dressed in a warm 
brown corduroy suit. She wore a large round 
coral brooch and when she talked, very little, 
or laughed, a good deal, I thought her voice 
came from this brooch. It was unlike anyone 
else's voice — deep, full, velvety, like a great 
contralto's, like two voices….. 
LEK
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IVUL IS A TANTALISING DRAMA ABOUT THE 
HOPEFUL-BUT-HAUNTED WAYS WE COME UP 
WITH TO STUMBLE THROUGH LIFE.

There is no one quite like Andrew Kötting working in British cinema today. Actually, there’s no one 
quite like Andrew Kötting in cinema anywhere. 

Perhaps there’s no one like Andrew Kötting full stop. He’s a one-man awkward squad, a restless 
energy-magician who makes other film makers, arthouse or mainstream, seem like lily-livered 
dilettantes. His work, whether in films such as Gallivant (1996) and This Filthy Earth (2001), his 
2004 sound piece Visionary Landscapes (created alongside Jem Finer), or in his extraordinary book 
In The Wake of  a Deadad (2006), is sinewy, bloody-minded and spry: a series of  antic and visceral 
journeys through real places and head spaces, maniacal traipses in pursuit of  fierce joy. 

The ability to embody ideas fully, to embed them in topography, to think of  the intellect as a 
muscle rather than as a mere analytical device: it’s these impulses that make Kötting something of  
a fringe figure in Britain, one forced to seek funding from Europe. 

Ivul, his first feature since This Filthy Earth, was shot in France, is in French, and stars a mainly 
French cast. This is no handicap. It’s actually a blessing: not only does it underscore what a 
fundamentally unparochial film this is, but it adds another dimension of  beguiling, mysterious 
estrangement to a story that is already tantalizing and ensnaring. 

Ivul is named after the family who live in a secluded and rather crumbling country house lorded 
over by a Russian patriarch (Jean-Luc Bideau) and tended to by a mute bruiser of  a groundsman 
called Lek (Xavier Tchili). Wood is chopped, machines tinkered with, hair washed in sinks. For 
dinner, the Ivuls eat roasted crow and stroganoff. This could be, in its vigorous, sometimes sensual, 
largely self-sufficient fashion, a family at ease: parents (the wife is played by Aurélia Petit) who 
playfully liken each other to “a coy carp” and a “degenerate smelly old ram”; an artistic daughter 
Freya (Adélaïde Leroux) who reads poetry and dreams of  marrying moustachioed versifiers. 

One afternoon, though, the father walks in on his son Alex (Jacob Auzanneau) kissing — at her 
bidding — his sister’s navel. Furious, he orders him to “get off  my land”, an injunction Alex takes 
literally, promptly clambering onto the house’s rooftop and from then on, weeks turning into 
months turning into wintry seasons, confining himself  to trees, portable wheelie bins and raised 
caravans. 

It’s aerial resistance in the spirit of  the young hero in Italo Calvino’s 1957 novel The Baron in the 
Trees, or even Simeon Stylites, the Christian saint who lived on top of  a pillar for 37 years. But it 
causes heartache for the family: the mother starts drinking, the father is stricken and confined to 
bed, his sister howls at him to stop being so selfish. 

Auzanneau, a trained acrobat, is fascinating to watch as he climbs and moves across slippery 
surfaces and brittle branches. 

This isn’t Man on Wire: there’s nothing balletic or that romantic about his actions; being a refusenik, 
or an internal exile — for him just as much as it has been for his family — is a matter of  labour 
and graft. And while it can be celebrated — even the father initially applauds his son’s energy as 
an antidote to the hamburger-chomping, television-fixated habits of  other teenagers — it’s a form 
of  violence, too. 
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Despite the hardihoods, he reflects, there is 
still a beauty to be found in the landscape; the 
shadows of the clouds smudging the plains, the 
blueness of the far distance, and the subtle 
shades of red, yellow and brown on the near 
hillsides.
Robert Macfarlane – MOUNTAINS OF THE MIND

Ivul is much more than a character drama. It deploys artful sound design, timelapse photography 
and archival footage of  families larking about to create cinema that seems pickled in memories — 
some of  them with the bluntness and darkness of  personal experience, some refracted through 
off-kilter gems such as Philip Trevelyan’s The Moon and the Sledgehammer (1971) about a 
hermetic family living just outside London. 

It’s a film about improvisation: the higgledy-piggledy, bruised-and-abraded, hopeful-but-haunted 
ways we come up with to stumble through life and around our loved ones. Trying and failing. 
Failing and trying. Keeping on — until we topple.

Sukhdev Sandhu - 3:48pm BST 22 July 2010
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And then I vanished, absorbed into the world of 
forgetfulness 
LEK

IMAGES from IVUL UNMADE by Matt Hulse

A SUPER 8 FILM by by Matt Hulse
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An Invitation To Lek  
 
EMAIL TO XAVIER TCHILI IN PREPARATION FOR PERHAPS THE THIRD PART 
OF THE TRILOGY – THE IDEAS FESTER 
 
Et voilà – des idées pour le dernière part de trilogy!

LEK  
(LIEU DE 
CONFRONTATION)
Un LEK est un rassemblement d’hommes, 
de certaines espèces animales, aux fins 
de la parade nuptiale concurrentiel. Lek’s 
montons métro avant et pendant la saison 
de reproduction, sur une base quotidienne. 
Le même groupe d’hommes se rencontrent 
à un endroit traditionnel normalement 
profondément dans la terre et de reprendre 
les mêmes positions individuelles sur une 
arène, chacun occupant et à défendre 
un petit territoire, ou au tribunal. 
Intermittence ou en continu, ils Espar 
individuellement avec leurs voisins ou mis 
sur les écrans extravagantes visuelle ou 
phonétique (accouplement «danse» ou la 
gymnastique, affiche un plumage, des défis 
vocaux, etc.) 

Le terme dérive du lek suédois, un nom 
qui désigne généralement agréable et 
moins respectueux des règles des jeux et 
des activités liés ( “Play”, comme par les 
enfants). Plus précisément, l’étymologie 
du mot «lek» est de 1871 et les moyens de 
s’engager dans des parades nuptiales (de 
certains animaux); probablement du Leka 
suédois “à jouer”. [3] Une hiérarchie stricte 
des accords au sommet le plus souhaitable 
mâles classement le territoire centrale 
la plus prestigieuse, avec les candidats 
non classés et moins varié à l’extérieur. 
Femmes comme les Francine, Marie et 
Freya viennent dans ces arènes de choisir 
camarades lorsque la hiérarchie des mâles 
(Buto, Papa, Ivul, Perry et Gibbon) s’est 
établi, et le second de préférence avec les 
dominantes dans le centre. 

La montre public que le jour se déverse 
dans de révéler que ce n’est pas le monde 
de l’Hadès, mais bien le monde de LEK!  

A plus 
Andrew

X 

LEK (MATING 
ARENA / PLACE OF 
CONFRONTATION) 
A LEK is a gathering of males of certain 
animal species, for the purposes of 
competitive mating display. Lek’s assemble 
underground before and during the 
breeding season, on a daily basis. The same 
group of males meet at a traditional place 
normally deep in the earth and take up the 
same individual positions on an arena, each 
occupying and defending a small territory 
or court. Intermittently or continuously, 
they spar individually with their neighbors 
or put on extravagant visual or aural 
displays (mating “dances” or gymnastics, 
plumage displays, vocal challenges, etc.).

The term derives from the Swedish lek, a 
noun, which typically denotes pleasurable 
and less rule-bound games and activities 
(“play”, as by children). Specifically, 
the etymology of the word “lek” is from 
1871 and means to engage in courtship 
displays (of certain animals); probably 
from the Swedish leka “to play”. A strict 
hierarchy accords the most desirable 
top-ranking males the most prestigious 
central territory, with ungraded and 
lesser aspirants ranged outside. Females 
such as Francine, Marie and Freya come 
to these arenas to choose mates when the 
males’ hierarchy (Buto, Papa, Ivul, Perry 
and Gibbon)  has become established, and 
preferentially mate with the dominants in 
the centre.

The audience watch as the daylight pours 
in to reveal that this is not the world 
of Hades but indeed the world of LEK! 

Farewell for the now 
Andrew

X
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Et bien, quel texte!
super !
des mots importants à lire
très beau programe pour un travail à venir...

Une tragédie tauraumachique
ou taureau magique
un rituel
primitif et sauvage
la beauté du geste
danse de combat 
de séduction
pour un homme
mutilé par l’existance 
mais ésperant
encore
ésperant du rêve
d’un retour aux origines
au coeur de la terre
humide
matrice féminine
acceuillante et dangereuse
vaincre la peur,
les fantômes,
les bêtes,
les peindre sur les parois
des murs,
offrandes
chanter pour dire
pour attirer à soi
les âmes amies.

Bizzz

Xavier Tchili
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Those who travel to the 
mountain-tops are half in 
love with themselves and 
half in love with oblivion
Robert Macfarlane – MOUNTAINS OF THE MIND: A HISTORY OF A FASCINATION
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The imaginative experience of what the writer 
John McPhee memorably called ‘deep time’ – 
the sense of time whose units are not days, 
hours, minutes or seconds but millions of 
years or tens of millions of years – crushes 
the human instant; flattens it to a wafer.
LEK
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CHAPTER 3 

LEK & THE DOGS

HEREUNDER
LA BAS - DOWN THERE 

LEK SYNOPSIS & A BACK STORY

NOTEBOOKS FOR IVAN AND THE DOGS

IVAN AND THE DOGS

SCRIPT REPORT

TCHILI - LEK JOURNAL 

SOME IMPLICATIONS AND HYPOTHETICAL 
RAMIFICATIONS 

SASE ARCHIVE 

TCHILI FAMILY ARCHIVE   

KÖTTING FAMILY ARCHIVE 

HUMBERSTONE - ATACAMA DESERT

THE MATTER OF MIND

QUANTUM ENTANGEMENT 
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La Bas  
Down There
Men never commit evil so fully and joyfully 
as when they do it underground or through 
some hand-me-down conviction
МУЖЧИНЫ НИКОГДА НЕ СОВЕРШАЮТ ЗЛО ТАК ПОЛНО И 
РАДОСТНО, КАК КОГДА ОНИ ДЕЛАЮТ ЭТО ПОД ЗЕМЛЕЙ ИЛИ 
ЧЕРЕЗ КАКОЕ-ТО УБЕЖДЕНИЕ
LEK

22
8

E
ar

th
w

or
ks

 3
 H

er
eu

nd
er

 

Earthworks_240418_V1.indd   228 02/05/2018   12:15



Earthworks_240418_V1.indd   229 02/05/2018   12:15



23
0

E
ar

th
w

or
ks

 3
 H

er
eu

nd
er

 

Earthworks_240418_V1.indd   230 02/05/2018   12:15



Earthworks_240418_V1.indd   231 02/05/2018   12:15



In 1999 John Cheetham sent a copy of  Norbert Casteret’s Ten Years Under The Earth to me. We 
had been writing Off  Ground He (IVUL) together and he thought I might like it. We had often 
spoken about a new collaboration. The caving systems that Casteret describes are located very 
close to where I have spent a lot of  my life in the French Pyrenees. 

It stuck and when my research proper began on Lek And The Dogs and the book fell from a 
shelf  and onto my lap along with my dear friend La Bas, I knew that The Angels of  Happenstance 
were at it again. 

Shortly after this occurrence I re-read Krapp’s Last Tape and the bedrock of  a concept to expand 
on Hattie Naylor’s story Ivan And The Dogs had begun.

My own investigations into the caving systems that Casteret explored in the Ariège eventually led 
me to Labouiche, the mesmerising and labyrinthine subterranean kingdom in which we filmed 
with Xavier Tchili and Nick Gordon-Smith in 2016.

Zona - A book about a film about a journey to 
a room. Lek and the Dogs - A film about books 
that journey into the mind of a man in a room 
underground 
Lek
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With his lamp held out before him the Reverend led the 
way, our footfalls coming right back at us from the cold 
and stinking rock. We had covered hardly any distance 
when the tunnel began to shrink around us. 
a most unpleasant feeling.
but we kept on creeping, deeper into the earth, one 
tentative  step after another.
I was utterly lost in the darkness and bumbling along so 
clumsily ….

Mick Jackson – Underground Man
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Illusions are to the soul what 
atmosphere is to the earth. Roll up that 
tender air and the plant dies, the colour 
fades. The earth we walk on is a parched 
cinder. It is marvel we tread and fiery 
cobbles scorch our feet. 
By the truth we are undone. Life is a 
dream. ‘Tis waking that kills us. 
Virginia Woolf

Some people say that without God, people would give 
themselves permission to do anything. [Yet] only with God, 
only with the view that God’s on your side, can people give 
themselves permission to do things that otherwise would be 
called satanic. 

Christopher Hitchens 

What’s dead is gone - 
forever. What did’st thou 
say? What, how, where, 
when?
Is this love - nothing is 
now - or all?
Water? Fire? Good?
Evil? Life? Death?
W.G Sebald

We are so lonely in life that we 
must ask ourselves if the loneliness 
of dying is not a symbol of our 
human existence.
Emil Cioran – The Trouble With Being Born

Earthworks_240418_V1.indd   237 02/05/2018   12:15



NB THE MIND IN THE CAVE 
As a child we lived just round the corner from Chislehurst Caves in Elmstead Woods. I visited as a 
boy scout and later as a desperate teenager, hoping for kisses from Philippa (Stephens) who lived 
up the hill beyond the station. 

There were discos in the cave and sometimes she would visit. I lost touch with her but not the shirt 
that she had wetted with her lips after I ran through the stinging nettles for her as a dare. 

In 2016 I returned with a mind to filming some cave sequences thereunder – a trip down memory 
lane - for a project that was then called Ivan And The Dogs. But with little to no interest in my 
endeavor from the people behind the counter I left determined more than ever to head deeper 
underground and into the caves of  Labouiche, more about that hereabove.

NBB THE CAVE OF CONFLICT
In Plato’s The Republic, Socrates invites a devoted pupil, to envisage an underground cave dwelling, 
with a long entrance reaching up towards the light. In this cave are prisoners who have been kept 
there since they were born and who can only see the shadows of  objects that their guards carry 
across the entrance to the cave. 

These shadows fall on the wall and the prisoners glean the world only as shadow play. Their reality 
is nothing but shadow play. The pupil concedes that if  one of  the prisoners were to escape and 
return with news that there was more to the world than just shadows that his fellow prisoners 
would abuse him. They would damn him as liar and non-believer for having seen the light. 

I once proposed to make work in the cave that is buried deep in the Mountain of  Fear (Montagne 
de la Frau) in the Pyrenees. I wanted to live there for forty days and forty nights in the pitch black. I 
wanted Iain Sinclair to visit me once a week with food and stories of  his world beyond that I would 
then listen to and attempt to mistranslate. 

The idea has preoccupied me for many years and the fact that the mountain looks down in one 
direction upon Montségur, a Cathar stronghold from the 12th Century, rich in its own stories 
as well as in the other direction, onto the village of  Fougax-et-Barrineuf, which Samuel Beckett 
mentions in his play Happy Days, meant that the cave was always pregnant with possibility. 

We had filmed Ivul in the forests that abound, the story of  Alex who never did touch the ground

Moreover because of  Plato, the cave has become a metaphor for both enlightenment and ignorance. 
The latter, in particular when it belongs to the hand-me-down-made-up-words of  prophets. Men 
who continue to sit in their own dark caves and wantonly mistranslate the words of  their shadow 
gods.

Accordingly, Stoic and Epicurean thinkers spent much 
time devising techniques and thought experiments. For 
example: imagine that today is the last day of your life. 
Are you ready to face death? Imagine, even, that this very 
moment – now! – is the last moment of your existence. What 
are you feeling? Do you have regrets? Are there things 
you wish you’d done differently? Are you really alive 
at this instant, or are you consumed with panic, denial 
and remorse? This experiment opens your eyes to what 
is important to you, and reminds you of how time runs 
constantly through your fingers. 

Sarah Bakewell - How To Live
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I am led to the cave, the dog at the threshold, 
and the human inside. They are a powerful 
riposte to Plato’s cave. There, we are given 
only the shadow of the ultimate form or 
idea, and we know ourselves benighted. How 
pernicious human idealism has been. It gives us 
reality only insofar as it relates to what lies 
beyond it. 
Colin Dayan – With Dogs at the Edge of Life

Religion is the outcome of unresolved 
contradictions in the material world. If you 
make the assumption that it’s man-made then 
very few things are mysterious to you: It 
would be obvious to you why there are so 
many religions; You will understand why it is 
that religion has been such a disappointment 
to our species - that despite innumerable 
revivals, innumerable attempts again to preach 
the truth, innumerable attempts to convert 
the heathen, innumerable attempts to send 
missionaries all around the world - that the 
same problems remain with us. THAT NOTHING 
IS RESOLVED BY THIS. If all religions died 
out, or were admitted to be false, all of our 
problems would be exactly what they are 
now: How do we live with one another? Where, 
indeed, do morals and ethics come from? What 
are our duties to one another? How shall we 
build the just city? How shall we practice 
love? All these questions would remain exactly 
the same. Emancipate yourself from the idea of 
a celestial dictatorship and you’ve taken the 
first step to becoming free.
Christopher Hitchens 
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LEK AND THE DOGS
Standard 8 - Super 8 - 16mm and HD transfer to DCP / 98 minutes B/w & Colour 2017 English and 
Gramelot with subtitles 

Written by Hattie Naylor & Andrew Kötting Director Andrew Kötting Produced by 
Nick Taussig & Paul Van Carter @ Salon Pictures Cinematography Nick Gordon-
Smith Additional cameras Andrew Kötting Editing Andrew Kötting Music Jem Finer 
Sound Andrew Kötting & Philippe Ciompi Executive producers Lizzie Francke, Ian 
Berg & Christopher J Reynolds 

CAST         
Lek  Xavier Tchili Black dog Kobi McCannon

VOICES 
Lek as a young boy Clay Barnard Body Psychotherapist Sarah Lloyd  Child 
psychologist Antonia Beamish Animal Behaviorist Schneider Wizard and Eternalist 
Alan Moore 

STORY 
Lek And The Dogs was conceived as a crossover project between narrative film, 
contemporary art piece and documentary. The narrative was inspired by the award-
winning play Ivan And The Dogs by Hattie Naylor, based on the true story of  Ivan 
Mishukov, who walked out of  his apartment at the age of  four and spent two years living 
on the city streets where he was adopted by a pack of  wild dogs. 

In a recession-ravaged city, Ivan’s human world was dominated by deprivation and 
violence; his only hope was to turn to feral dogs for company, protection and warmth. 
His is a story told of  survival in a world of  decay as seen through the eyes of  a child. 

The film draws on a range of  techniques, including home movies and archive, interviews 
and voiceover to produce a montage essay on the state of  the world.

Lek, is played by the French performance artist and actor Xavier Tchili and who starred 
in two of  the earlier feature films, This Filthy Earth and IVUL. He returns here as a 
man with a voice, somewhat close to the edge and buried under the weight of  his own 
existential terrors.  

Lek Synopsis And 
Back Story
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With trace elements of Tarkovsky’s Stalker and Samuel Beckett’s Krapp’s Last 
Tape the film sends the protagonist, Lek into a zone deep underground only to see 
him surface in the Atacama desert in Chile. 

Ultimately the film inhabits a foggy no-man’s land between documentary and 
fiction, between essay and narrative whilst at the same time probing for answers 
to the universal questions of;

Where now? 
Who now? 
When now?

Conjecture - The film explores the sound of the hauntological using the ghosts 
of the real from the landscape of the past, a place in which memory and loss are 
motors for melancholy and guilt.

Contagious - Men (male of the species) and their frightful history of violence, 
infecting and controlling through the fear of superstition, when only now might 
women be let into the inners sanctums.

Conclusion - There is an unquiet space between being and nothing in which a lot 
might happen. The ghosts that dwell here are not supernatural ones and Ivan 
Mishukov, like Lek lives on regardless of his apocalyptic past. Home is where the 
haunt is. Haunted by a future that never fails to happen. 

“Russian nihilism meets apocalyptic science fiction in an incredible story about a 4-year-old boy, who grew 
up among homeless dogs in Moscow. When Ivan Mishoukov was four years old, he ran away from home 
and lived for two years among wild dogs who looked after him on the streets of  Moscow. An incredible 
story, which first became a stage play and has now been adapted as a dark and apocalyptic essay film 
in the spirit of  Tarkovsky. The myth of  ‘the wild child’, (un)spoiled by civilisation, is given an almost 
science-fiction-like twist in the eccentric British filmmaker Andrew Kötting’s visionary version, where the 
today 40-year-old Ivan himself  plays the lead role, based on cassette tapes with his own recordings from 
his childhood. Dark, raw and delirious, with the collapse of  the Soviet Union as its historical backdrop. 
Kötting illustrates the story of  Ivan’s childhood as an outsider with a bleak motif  of  the now adult man, 
naked and on all fours in a barren desert landscape – and with a virtuously orchestrated use of  strange 
and gloomy archive materials with nihilistic connotations from today’s Russia. An unforgettable work 
from an uncompromising filmmaker.”

There is no present or future, only the past, 
happening over again, now.
Eugene O’Neill

(O’Neill’s plays were among the first to include speeches in American vernacular and involve 
characters on the fringes of  society. They struggle to maintain their hopes and aspirations, but 
ultimately slide into disillusionment and despair.) 
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HOW IVAN AND THE DOGS THEN BECOMES IVAN 
AND THE DOGS (UNDERLAND) BECOMES LEK 
AND THE DOGS (LEK HAVING INITIALLY BEEN 
THE NAME OF ONE OF THE DOGS) 

Owners of dogs will have noticed that, if you provide them with food and water 
and shelter and affection, they will think you are god. Whereas owners of 
cats are compelled to realise that, if you provide them with food and water and 
shelter and affection, they draw the conclusion that they are gods.

Christopher Hitchens 

Hattie Naylor and I had reconnected after many years. 
We were at the Slade together.
I love her work. 
I love Bluebeard.
I love the way she adapted the Samuel Pepys diaries.
I love the fact that I used to live on The Pepys Estate in Deptford. 
I love the fact that she helped name a theatre company GALLIVANT.
I love the fact that she forgave me when I said NO to her suggestion that we adapt W.G Sebald’s 
Rings of  Saturn for cinema. 
I’ve loved all the writers I’ve worked with.
Sean Lock
Mark Wheatley
John Cheetham
Andrew Mitchell
Helen Paris
Leslie Hill
And
Iain Sinclair
They bring structure and order and wisdom to the chaos that is my mind.

Using Dickens, only simple words, simple 
concepts, to create simple volumes and surfaces 
and lights and shadows; creating thereby a city 
or fantasy which everyone could reconstruct 
out of his own materials, using the things he 
knows to recreate the described things he 
didn’t know 
VS Naipaul The Enigma of Arrival
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HATTIE 
NAYLOR 
NOTEBOOKS 
FOR IVAN 
AND THE 
DOGS
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BORN INTO THE ORDER OF NATURE…. I don’t want to use a fork

Private dark musical world…. Breaking the magic of  the WHOLE WORLD…. SECRET 
WORLD…. Seeing a mother with a child…. How old is this problem? Belka is killed…. Ivan is 
dragged away…. parents come to get him
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How old R u? Ivan doesn’t answer How old R u? He shakes his head…. Can he speak…. All adults 
on platforms or stilts…. Ivan tinier than anyone…. 

all the different worlds…. What’s the point…. I want to feel it and not say it….

Ivan is lost…. Has lost EDEN because the past & future exist…. Because we give it names…. There 
is no present…. 

Earthworks_240418_V1.indd   247 02/05/2018   12:15



24
8

E
ar

th
w

or
ks

 3
 H

er
eu

nd
er

 

Earthworks_240418_V1.indd   248 02/05/2018   12:15



Ivan Mishukov was found begging on the streets of  Moscow with a pack of  wild dogs in 
1998. He had been living there for two years and had survived the harsh Russian winters 
by snuggling up to the dogs at night. He begged for food, for the pack, and they protected 

him, becoming his family. He left or was thrown out of  his arguing parent’s apartment in 1996 
when Soviet Russia collapsed and the country went into free fall: savings were lost over night, 
supermarkets where emptied, and Russia virtually ground to a halt. A bloodbath was only avoided 
by Yeltsin’s intervention with the army.

Once apprehended Ivan was placed in an orphanage and eventually fostered. 

I stood at the back of  a restaurant off  Tverskaya Street, Moscow, where Ivan had begged, in a very 
different Russia in 2005. Later that day we visited  

two orphanages: one filled with grim dormitories where children lay lifeless on the bunks and 
a small abandoned five year old ran giggling through the dark corridors; and one ‘enlightened’ 
orphanage with bright colours where the staff  separate the children into family groups of  mixed 
ages. A discussion followed with the staff  at the second orphanage concerning adoption. It was 
explained to me that orphaned or abandoned children in Russia are not adopted but, if  they are 
lucky, fostered, because such children, it is believed, are cursed. 

Andrew came to me after he had seen my play Ivan and the Dogs at its premiere at the Soho 
Theatre. He brought a copy of  the text and mulled.  We had shared a studio at the Slade School of  
Art in the nineties in the postgraduate studios, after my three years of  messing about with sound 
and text had finally alienated the majority of  my undergraduate tutors. Andrew and I would laugh 
together, and argue over equipment, and a shared passion for sound and image was forged. Then 
he came to me with a plan to turn Ivan and the Dogs into a film. He wanted to create a soundscape 
of  an imagined Eastern-European like language and then use the text from the play like a subtitle. 

I thought this bonkers, but as it was Andrew I went along with it. And a beautiful and moving 
creation of  sound an image is the result. He expanded the play, used interviews and documentary 
elements, as well as found imagery. 

The extraordinary central performance by Xavier Tchili, the captivating cinematography by Nick 
Gordon-Smith and the evocative music and sounds by Jem Finer, and Andrew’s direction have 
created an apocryphal tale of  loss and time that leaves a dark lingering taste in the mouth. 

They have created something I could never have imagined and something I am so very proud to 
have been a part of.

Hattie Naylor March 2018
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OCTOBER 2015

IVAN AND THE DOGS (UNDERLAND)

SCENE 1

(Although I’d propose to be working with Jem Finer on the musical elements of  the soundtrack, 
one could do a lot worse than to listen to William Basinski’s Disintegration Loop on YouTube whilst 
reading this script: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=qYOr8TlnqsY)

Archive: A Phantomic image of  a child with some dogs on a disintegrating glass plate. A satellite, 
deep in space. Another dog running and yet another copulating with the thin air.

Intermittently the hereunder text appears on top of  the archive : 

Terror is in the atmosphere about us….. 

A consuming passion like that of  jealousy….

It sits like a blight upon life….. 

And the air holds ghosts…. 

All joy is dead…..

And the sun is black….

The mouth is parched…. 

The mind is in tatters….
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SCENE 2 
A dog scavenges amongst a litter-strewn landscape. It is hard to tell where the landscape is. It might 
be Eastern Europe, South America or India. 

Soundscape: Intermittent short wave radio interruptions. They are very crackly. It is very hard to decipher what is being 
said. They might be confused for EVP’s (Electronic Voice Phenomena) or Voices of the Dead. We hear a voice. Possibly 
speaking russian

SCENE 3 
Archive: Shanty towns and streets. Dogs and people scavenging amongst rubbish. Markets. 

A late evening in the future. A Voiceover subtitled into English throughout presents a monologue, 
which sounds as if  it might be Russian, Romanian or perhaps even Finnish. It’s a man’s voice. 

Voiceover: All the money went and there was nothing to buy food with.

Parents couldn’t feed their children or their animals. 

They tried all sorts of  things to find money.

To buy food.

But there wasn’t any because the money was all gone.

So they found things they could get rid of.

Things that ate, things that drank or things that needed to be kept warm. 

They looked about their apartments for these things. 

The dogs went first.

They took them to the other side of  the city and left them there.

But still there was no money. 

So they looked for other things that ate, and drank.

Things that needed to be kept warm.

Some children were taken to other side of  the city and left. 

Then I was 4. 

I was 4.

SCENE 4 
This is our Voiceover. A lay figure or refugee. A man narrating from deep within a shadowscape. 
Shaved head and torn clothes. This is the heart of  darkness. 

The image echoes that of  Kurtz from Francis Ford Coppola’s Apocalypse Now.     

He is called Ivan. 

Soundscape: The quiet hum of traffic coming from somewhere outside the room.

Ivan: I don’t remember everything 

Because I was small.

I was very small.
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But I will tell you as much as I can. 

I will tell you as if  it’s now.

Now.

And this is now.

This really is now. 

This is where I am now.

This is how I am.

This is how I have to live now.

Look at me.

Look at me.

SCENE 5 
Archive: Abstract images of  the earth spinning. Dark outer space. The universe in motion.

Soundscape. Man muttering and shouting incoherently. Rummaging in a kitchen. The sound of bottles being broken. The 
atmosphere is charged and very violent. We can hear a child crying. A man and woman are arguing. We cannot understand their 
language. The atmosphere is tense. It peaks and troughs.

No voiceover just the subtitles, they sit amongst a somewhat disturbing soundscape: 

This is my Mother and my Stepfather

Every night is like this.

In the morning he will beg her to forgive him.

And he will promise on his Mother’s life that he will never hit her again. 

And she will say it is because we have nothing. 

She will say it is because he has not been paid.

And then they will both cry

And then she will tell him that he has a soft heart 

And she will kiss his face all over. 

And he will promise on his Mother’s life. 

But he is lying. 

And they both cry again. 

And he says that all I do is eat and drink.

It will always be like this. 

And I can’t even say stop.

Distorted voices (they sound as if they might be coming from far out in space): 
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SCENE 6 
Archive. Ice floats. Winter landscapes. Bleak.

Soundscape. Abstract crackle. The movement of ice flows. A wind. People are milling around a lift. We hear the echo of 
footsteps coming up a stair well. Someone is shouting. Somebody else laughs. The atmosphere is empty.

Voiceover: And outside there are the other children. 

The ice on the river has broken. 

I put bread and pickles in my pockets.

I put on my thick coat and my gloves.

And when I come back into the kitchen

They are curled around each other on the floor. 

They are holding hands. 

Asleep. 

The door down stairs is really thick. 

I can’t open it.

I hide behind the thick door and wait.

And when it opens I go.

SCENE 57 A REOCCURRING SCENE
Archive: A naked boy stands staring at a dog in the woods. The dog at first seems unconcerned 
and then approaches the boy. They sniff  and lick each other, happy in their meeting. The dog runs 
off  into the forest. We follow it.

Voiceover: It never goes away. 

Only the smell changes.

There is a new sound in the air

I think I can hear birds. 

So I shave. I cut my nails. 

I wash my mouth in the water of  the caves. 

I am maybe fifty- years old.

I will go up ground.

Soundscape. A dog barks

But then.

Then they are singing to me. 

I’m in a clearing and it’s very bright. 

It never.

It never goes away.

I’m in a clearing.
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She’s there. 

Lek is there. 

Suddenly she barks and I run

I run into the wild. 

Into forever. 

Into now.

Archive: We can now see hundreds of  dogs, spreading across the landscape. Wild dogs. Wolves. 

SCENE 58
Ivan speaks into the old microphone. His voice sounds as if  it is being broadcast through a tannoy 
somewhere outside.

Ivan: And this is now. 

Running with my dogs.

Running in the falling sun.

And this is now.

Ivan’s voice continues as we cut into the next scene, looping through the tannoy system. 

SCENE 59
The camera moves through familiar tunnels and derelict industrial interiors. A pair of  hands pull 
aside a manhole cover. It is Ivan. He clambers out slowly. 

The camera pans up to reveal a ghost town. It is completely deserted. There is not a soul about. We 
are high up in the Atacama desert. Humberstone. 

The camera continues to lift higher and higher. Ivan is squinting into daylight? Or is it twilight? 
Tatty clouds spread out like a clan of  dogs hunting, scudding low beneath the leaden sky, each with 
a heavy black belly bearing a small flurrying sandstorm.

It is as if  Ivan has come from the centre of  the earth. And then dogs start to appear. Slowly at first 
but then more and more of  them. From amongst the ruins. Ivan is the pied piper and they start to 
follow him. Hundreds of  them.

Voiceover: And this is now. 

Running with my dogs. 

Running in the falling sun.

And this is now.

Ivan is almost a pin-prick within 
the frame. 

The dogs around him.

Soundscape. dogs panting and yelping. 
Wind blowing. The tannoy cackling 
incoherent and fractured music.

END

NB In amongst the end 
credits would appear 
a photograph of  Ivan 
Mishukov and the text: 

“This film was inspired by the 
extraordinary story of  Ivan 
Mishukov who in 1996 walked 
out of  his mother’s apartment 
at the age of  four and spent two 
years living on the city streets 
where he was adopted by a pack 
of  wild dogs.”
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VICKI JUNG

Script Report 
www.script-editor.co.uk

PROJECT TITLE: Ivan And The Dogs  

WRITER:  Screenplay by Andrew Kötting, based on a radio play by Hattie Naylor

FORMAT:  Feature Film (Rough Draft/March 2015)

GENRE:  Drama

LENGTH:  36 pages

LOCATION: Urban unspecified

PERIOD:  Unspecified

READER:  Vicki Jung

DATE:  27.3.15

LOGLINE: 
When a homeless young boy is adopted by a pack of  wild dogs he discovers the true nature of  the 
soul, helping sustain him during his epic battle for survival. 

SYNOPSIS:
Desperate to escape from a life of  domestic violence and neglect IVAN (4) leaves home but as he 
searches for refuge on the streets he is frightened by the wild dogs and ignored by the adults. When 
he seeks the company of  other homeless children their glue-sniffing vacant stares disturb him and 
a bully beats him, steals his food and evicts him from their hideout. As he wanders alone through 
the night he becomes aware of  a white dog watching him. Desperate for food he approaches a 
group of  drunks gathered around a fire but when one man gives him a potato a fight breaks out 
and Ivan flees with the dog until he reaches a place of  safety near a factory. 

Ivan shares his food with the dog but she refuses to eat directly from his hand. He sleeps comforted 
by the knowledge that the dog is watching over him. The next morning Ivan hides from the men 
working in the factory but after lunch steals the left over scraps of  food from the bins, carefully 
laying some on the ground for the dog. That  night when he shares his stolen potatoes with the 
dog she finally takes the food from his hand. Ivan is happy to have found a friend and names her 
LEK…

Ivan and Lek scavenge for food together from the restaurant bins. Lek always shares her food with 
the other dogs but at night she refuses to let Ivan inside their den. One day Ivan begs for money 
in the market and when a man tries to drag him away he barks, sending the dogs running to his aid 
until the man lets him go. They run back to the den and Ivan is delighted when Lek finally lets him 
touch her. Ivan learns to growl and howl. Now he is one of  the dogs. They sense when danger is 
near and watch out for each other, but Lek still won’t let him in the den. Ivan lives on scraps from 
the bins and sometimes a man who works in a restaurant gives him food to share with his dogs. 
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One day the bully tries to attack him again and Ivan barks for his dogs, which come running and 
surround the big boy, leaving him crying on the ground. Ivan goes back to visit his mother and is 
shocked to discover she has died. He waits outside with the dogs for his stepfather to come home 
and attacks him in act of  revenge…

One day while Ivan waits outside the restaurant for the kind man to bring him food a militiaman 
grabs him but Ivan barks and the dogs rush to his protection until the frightened militia lets him go. 
He discovers the bully has turned into a drunk and fears this is the only thing one can grow up to 
be. That night when Lek refuses to let him into the den again, he curls up into a ball and cries. Ivan 
returns to the restaurant with his dogs begging for food but this time the militia are waiting and 
drag him into a van. Lek comes running to the rescue and bites the men until they let Ivan go. That 
night Lek finally lets Ivan into the den and he sleeps curled up amongst the warmth of  the dogs. 
He knows that Lek loves him and the world is a safe place now he is dog. It grows cold and Ivan 
and the dogs are hungry all the time. They go back to the restaurant and as the dogs hide behind 
the bins the kind man brings Ivan chocolate and milk but this time when the militiamen come the 
dogs fail to come to his rescue. Ivan howls in despair as they throw him into the van and tell him 
his dogs have been trapped and killed….

Ivan is taken to an orphanage and struggles to endure the bullies and young children who cry 
through the night. He goes to church and learns he has a soul inside him but when he tries to 
imagine the soul, it is dog shaped. Journalists visit and take photos, fascinated by his tale of  survival 
among dogs but Ivan refuses to talk to them. A kind woman ERINA tries to befriend him but 
Ivan sends her away because she is not dog.  One day he hears her telling the journalists to leave 
him alone and agrees to let her take him home. When Erina gives him a music box and sings to 
him, Ivan decides to stay with her. Erina has a dog but Ivan refuses to play with him because he is 
too tame until one day a man breaks into the flat and the dog leaps to their defence, sending the 
intruder fleeing. Ivan looks into the dog’s eyes and sees Lek’s soul and understands Lek is in all 
dogs. That night he sleeps curled up with the dog, safe in the world again…

A new fear fills the air, there are more break-ins and hoards of  masked men invade the streets, 
leaving a trail of  devastation in their wake. One dreadful night Erina is killed and Ivan escapes 
in terror with her dog, running through the ruined city back to the safety of  the old den. As 
destruction rages above ground, Ivan hides below ground and waits for the danger to pass, 
scavenging for food in the tunnels. As time passes and Erina’s dog dies, he waits only for death 
until one day he notices new sounds and smells in the air. Ivan is now fifty-one. He thinks 

He hears his dogs and dreams of  returning above ground, where he will run into the wild with 
Lek forever. The next day he emerges from the bowels of  the earth into the bright light of  a 
deserted landscape. As a band of  wild dogs appear from among the ruins and follow him into the 
desert, he is finally reunited with his true soul mates…

COMMENTS:
PREMISE:
This poignant tale of  survival is inspired by the true-life events of  a young homeless Russian boy 
who is adopted by a pack of  wild dogs. The stakes are suitably high as the protagonist endures 
supreme hardship in his struggle to stay alive but the story is elevated by moral concerns, which 
offer a powerful comment on the pressing need for spiritual survival to give meaning to endurance. 
The story serves as a potent modern day parable in the face of  growing conflicts between religious 
faiths, whose over-riding desire for supremacy threaten widespread societal upheaval. The main 
concern is that the decision to frame the story through the eyes of  the protagonist as a middle-aged 
man, who has survived alone for such a lengthy period underground with little access to food, may 
undermine plausibility.

Earthworks_240418_V1.indd   259 02/05/2018   12:15



SETTING:
The location and time period of  events appears intentionally obscure – it could be past, present or 
a vision of  a dystopian future, and the narrator’s use of  an indecipherable mixture of  languages, 
combined with imagery from around the world, resists pinning events down to a single geographical 
location. The bleak, harsh world of  this timeless, stateless story is clearly established through 
haunting sound and poignant imagery, offering a fitting backdrop to explore contemporary 
concerns about the threat to our civilised way of  everyday life.

THEMATIC IDEAS:
The opening quote, ‘terror, the most abject terror, is in the atmosphere about us…’ effectively taps 
into current concerns about the spread of  terrorism. Thematic concerns with terrorism arising 
from religious conflict are reinforced by the arrival of  ‘men in dresses’ destroying everything in 
their wake and the sound of  church bells competing with the ‘call to prayer’. The final quote, ‘The 
man who belongs, belongs to a civilisation that cannot identify the nature of  the disease which 
undermines it…’ offers a possible response to the opening quote, issuing a warning about the 
decline of  civilisation if  mankind is unable to identify the true root cause of  this malign terror. 
This quote however seems less aptly linked to the culmination of  Ivan’s journey. It appears that 
Ivan has never ‘belonged’ to civilisation and the final phrase ‘he spares the civilisation out of  
egoism’ feels like the wrong end-note for everything he has gone through. 

Or is that the point? I.e. That the quote is at odds with Ivan’s journey and serves to provide an 
oblique comment on it, suggesting that Ivan has survived because he is not like other men? 

The prevailing state of  fear ‘ the most awful of  human phenomena’ is reinforced by the constant 
threat of  death, destruction and notions of  sacrifice that permeate the story. But why is the donkey 
suddenly butchered (Sc. 32)? Is it to do with the foreign invaders e.g. a form of  ritual sacrifice? 

Or is it because people are so hungry? Are the domestic break-ins at Erina’s home, which leads to 
her death, connected to the ‘demonic’ foreigners who infiltrate the streets, or are these separate 
events, born of  desperation amongst the local poor? 

Religious themes underscore Ivan’s journey, as he learns that he has a soul and that the end of  
civilisation will be marked by the absence of  God. The idea that the soul ‘is dog’ is nicely reinforced 
at the end, as the deserted landscape fills with the pack of  wild dogs, the only living souls left, while 
Ivan’s departure from the action leading a donkey, with its Christian symbolism, confers on him a 
Christ-like quality, offering hope that God has not departed from the world…The survival of  the 
dogs who don’t ‘make up stories’, or seek to impose those ‘stories’ on others, serves as a powerful 
indictment of  religious tyranny - but there is also the danger that concluding dramatic events could 
be read as a message that Christianity has prevailed over Islam!

IVAN’S JOURNEY:
The protagonist immediately engages our sympathy as an innocent young child who is a victim 
of  domestic violence and poverty, and we admire his independent spirit and courage when he 
leaves home and is forced to survive alone on the streets. We feel empathy for his plight as he 
faces numerous obstacles to find food and shelter in a harsh, alien world and must overcome a 
series of  aggressive opponents. His gradual struggle to find companionship and acceptance from 
his new allies, the pack of  wild dogs, is nicely developed, revealing his generosity as he shares his 
hard won food, and this relationship forms the strong heart at the centre of  the story. 
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We spend real time with the main character until Sc. 29, exploring his daily struggle for survival, 
helping us to engage in his plight. From this point onwards his journey is viewed through a series 
of  brief  snapshots stretched over long periods of  time, lending an episodic feel to events that may 
dilute the viewer’s engagement. Ivan’s journey is at its most compelling when he is actively driving 
narrative events and there is a loss of  momentum when he is placed in a passive state of  waiting, 
e.g. during his time in the orphanage, in the foster home, and in his final waiting place underground. 
Could we see him take greater charge of  his fate as he continues to face a series of  challenges to 
survive? 

Ivan’s time on the streets with the dogs is inevitably the most unusual and compelling aspect of  
his journey but could some of  the pivotal moments chosen to recount his tale after this point be 
mined for greater dramatic effect? 

E.g. Ivan faces a serious setback when his dogs are trapped and he is taken to the orphanage but 
could we learn more about his struggle to re-adapt to the human community after living with a 
pack of  dogs? How does Ivan’s ‘dog like’ mentality and behaviour help or hinder him in this new 
environment? E.g. does he have to relearn to use language instead of  barking? Does he struggle to 
sleep in a bed instead of  curled up on the ground? Does he sniff  his food before eating? How is 
status established between the boys and where does Ivan stand in the pecking order etc.?

It is uplifting that despite the death of  his mother and his beloved dogs Ivan eventually finds a 
new source of  support and companionship from his kindly foster mother who offers him refuge 
from the orphanage, and her dog, when he reveals his Lek-like soul. All hope appears lost again 
when his foster mother is killed and he is forced to go it alone once more, but more time could 
be spent exploring this pivotal relationship before she succumbs to her tragic fate, strengthening 
engagement in their shared plight. If  the intruders killed Erina, why was Ivan left untouched? 
Could more tension be exploited from his struggle to avoid detection when the bad men enter his 
foster home? His inability to speak about these traumatic events might be elevated if  he is forced 
into hiding in the flat, trying to make sense of  what is going on from what he overhears?

Ivan’s journey is narrated through the eyes of  the protagonist as an old man looking back on his 
life until past and present finally collide. This narrative device adds weight to the climactic ending 
as we enter the true ‘now’ but the final revelation that he has survived alone underground for about 
(40?) years, waiting for the danger to subside, may strain plausibility. Is it possible that he could have 
survived so long by scavenging for food in the tunnels – unless perhaps he finds a hidden store 
of  food? Or lives on rats? If  so lets hear about his battle to catch and kill one. Concluding events 
are ambiguous as Ivan finally re-emerges from the bowels of  the earth – Has he emerged into the 
sunlight as the soul survivor of  the human race or has he died and gone to heaven? Either way, his 
journey ends on an uplifting redemptive note to reveal that he has finally been rewarded for his act 
of  endurance and innocent, generous spirit, to be reunited with his true soul mates.

The diverse array of  supporting characters is vividly drawn and serves the story effectively as allies 
and opponents to help and hinder the protagonist on his mission to survive. The loyal protective 
dogs provide welcome contrast to the aggressive bullies and militiamen, while the kind foster 
mother offers heart-warming contrast to the downtrodden neglectful mother, helping to restore 
faith in human nature. The demonic intruders serve as a powerful force of  antagonism, whose 
encroaching shadowy presence forms a fitting symbol of  the elusive face of  terrorism. 

Throughout it all, it is Ivan’s enduring bond with the dogs, who share the simple, primal essence 
of  soul, that elevate his journey from a triumph of  physical survival against the odds into a quest 
for spiritual meaning.

Earthworks_240418_V1.indd   261 02/05/2018   12:15



DIALOGUE:
It will help to maintain the central conceit that the story is being recounted as if  ‘it is now’ by 
ensuring that the speech always remains in the present tense; there are a few slips into past tense 
e.g.

Sc.11 - ‘I got water from the melting snow’– I get water

Sc.29 – ‘those were hard days’ – these are hard days

A couple of  words seem to be missing e.g.

Sc.10 – ‘I go to a place (where?) there is only rubbish’ 

Sc.16 – ‘she thinks I might hurt (her?)’

STYLE: 
The expressionistic style of  sound and imagery works effectively to conjure up the chaotic, 
disintegrating world of  the story and offer insight into the protagonist’s emotional journey. The 
use of  archive images from a range of  cultural settings lends a gritty, authentic, documentary 
feel to events while reinforcing the idea that the protagonist is struggling with issues of  universal 
concern. 

FORMAT:
NB. After scene 36, scene numbering returns to 35 and 36.

The story assumes a clear shape in its current form but at 36 pages the script appears to fall short 
of  a feature length film - unless the use of  atmospheric elements of  sound and imagery will 
significantly extend the running time of  narrative elements? Is it intended to be a long, short film, 
or to be developed into a more conventional feature length film? If  so opportunities may need to 
be found to open up the story. 

As previously explained one option would be to re-instate the story element with the ideal fantasy 
mother figure Svetlana, e.g. linking to the thought expressed in Sc. 10 ‘maybe there’s somewhere on 
earth where there’s a kind mother’. Other options include exploring Ivan’s struggle to adapt from 
his newly acquired ‘pack like’ mentality back into the world of  humans at the orphanage (from 
Sc.29), or his period of  respite in the foster home (from Sc. 31), or his lengthy time in isolation 
underground (from Sc. 33).
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LEK AND THE DOGS 
INTRODUCTION – ANDREW KÖTTING 

The attached ‘script’ is loosely based on Hattie Naylor’s stage play Ivan and the Dogs. However 
it is important to know that the voice-over that will run throughout the film isn’t designed to tell 
the whole tale. It mustn’t be read as a theatrical monologue or operatic libretto, but more as a guide 
or road map. I suspect that some of  the dialogue would be cut at the edit stage of  the film and the 
audience would be left with an atmospheric after taste. 

Cinematic points of  reference that might be useful to consider are Derek Jarman’s Blue, Simon 
Pummel’s Body Song, Guy Maddin’s Forbidden Room and Bill Morrisson’s Decasia. 

The use of  archive throughout is not there just to illustrate but more to transport the audience 
into a world of  allegory and intrigue. A world of  memory and abstraction. It might also be helpful 
to think of  the deft way in which Adam Curtis uses newsreel and archive in his The Power of  
Nightmare to tap into the zeitgeist. 

A lot of  the sequences would work in an oblique way, pushing against the obvious grain. The telling 
and explaining is designed to beguile rather than just inform, which is why the text has been written 
in the first person present tense, despite the retrospective nature of  the narrative. 

One of  the themes of  the film is an investigation into the notion of  the ‘now’ or the ‘present’. 
Because there is no clear and real ‘present’ but only a distant past, the work might also be experienced 
within the context of  Samuel Beckett’s Krapp’s Last Tape. The use of  the cassette player in our 
‘story’ encourages the audience to veer away from reflex sentimentality and towards an existential 
melancholia. 

A vision of  endlessness, the habit of  mind and the habit of  survival, perhaps even a paranoid 
acceptance of  the way things are, in this the first chapter of  the 21st Century with the spread of  
viruses, the fear of  terrorism, the waves of  migration and the breakdown in civilization. 

A public confession by a man who has cut himself  off  from the world. Lek has nothing left but 
language and memories of  the past to fiddle with and this is what enables him to survive. Keeping-
going is his only job. Lek And The Dogs is not just a conventional adaptation of  an existing 
story, but rather a launch pad for a meditation on the state of  the world today, offering strong 
contemporary resonance. 

There is no present or future, only the past 
happening over and over again, now. 
Eugene O’Neil 
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SOME IMPLICATIONS AND HYPÖTHETICAL RAMIFICATIONS FROM A 
NEURODEVELOPMENTAL AND PSYCHOPATHOLOGY POINT OF VIEW for 
Professor Andrew Kötting from Doctor Andrew Mitchell in early 2016

• When there is malnutrition, there is microcephaly - intellectual abilities are reduced, also 
language, memory diminished.

• But there’s macrocephaly? No cortical pruning between ages 6-8 - normal development - 
brain grows and then reduces in size as significant connections are made, pathways become 
more efficient….but if  there was no ‘pruning’ because of  a deficit in critical period - then 
you’d have a big brain that couldn’t make connections…what might that be like?…. 

• With dogs as only form of  socialisation in critical period and a 6-8 year olds language - there 
would be disruption to syntax and semantics, and praxis - the way in which you get language 
to do things for you….

• Also disruptions to the development of  Theory of  Mind and incipient executive skills…
planning, organising, delaying gratification, abstraction etc……

• Missing a critical period of  Theory of  Mind - may lead to acquired sociopathy, or autistic-
like presentation.

• But in compensation one would take on doggish attributes and incorporate these - some 
pack-think, nuanced hierarchy, ’mindless behaviour’, restricted emotional repertoire – 
‘impulsivity’…. hyper acuity of  senses?… A myth? …. Certain critical periods are over 
stimulated - sight, smell sound…. Whereas language is undercooked. 

• Precocious puberty? An adult aged 8?

• With dogs - all you do is eat and drink and fuck…. civilisation had already been destroyed in 
him, before the world outside was ruined…. he fitted in well.

• But there would be a strange choreographed solidarity amongst the dog pack even though 
they are radically independent alone…. Stimulus and responses.

Dr Andrew Mitchell
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À La Pavlov - with no black box to mediate.
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• Early family experience: Romanian orphan studies - little food and no socialisation - ruined 
emotionally and cognitively for the rest of  their lives - small hippocampus, magnified 
amygdala - meaning poor memory and overblown fear response system - constant panic 
attack

• Early Trauma: child is always in Post Traumatic Stress Disorder - disrupted conscious 
memory but involuntary flash backs, can’t form meaningful attachments.

• Extreme liability - parent is violent then tender then violent and children are exposed: the 
smallest disruption is the end of  the world and the actual apocalypse barely stirs the self…..

• Post Traumatic Stress Disorder could be borderline Personality Disorder - or Histrionic 
Personality Disorder: all sense of  emotional scale is lost - you get this in Krapp’s Last Tape 
a little… 

• All you do is eat and drink - he was already a dog in the minds of  his parents before he 
became a dog, before his parents became dogs… again the internal world predates the 
external changes, he’s already psychically conformed.

• Early experience of  hunger - parents never attuned to this catastrophe - nothing will ever 
fill or soothe - Ovid: Tantalus - or Pituitary patients - eat themselves to death without ever 
being sated…. Then there’s Kafka’s Hunger Artist - who starves to death and nobody is 
there to watch.

• Emotional and cognitive changes disrupt sense of  episodic memory - no linear chronology - 
but multiple presents invading each other….

• And then, like Herpes Simplex Virus (which you might catch from fucking a dog) and eats 
the hippocampus altogether - there is only a NOW - nothing new can be learned explicitly - 
there are only implicit unconscious memories.

All glass plates - Circa 1900 - H G SMITH
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SCREEN ARCHIVE SOUTH EAST 
is a public sector moving image archive serving the South East of  England. The archive’s collections 
of  magic lantern slides, films, video, and associated materials capture the many varied aspects of  
life, work and creativity from the early days of  screen history to the present day and serve as a rich 
and invaluable historical resource.

screenarchive@brighton.ac.uk

Fragments of  memory, triggering associations which are not necessarily one’s own but an 
accumulation of  all and sundry – like reels of  home movie found at a jumble sale or in a charity 
shop – they feel as if  they belong but are working as orphaned memories that need a home – I 
attempt to provide this for them – the projects as containers and vessels - calling upon the skills of  
a regurgitator to send them back out into the world. 

Screen Archive South East has provided a treasure trove of  possibilities these ever-so-many-
years, it covers me in succor and inspiration – films donated and bequeathed from along the south 
coast – families grieving and cleaning out the past offering up for those futures unknown. They 
transport me and inspire me and invariably become a glue that holds the work together. A ‘meta’ 
made possible through reconfiguration and mediation. 

NB none of  the hereunder archives were shot in Russia nor the ‘Eastern Block’ – all footage from 
Kent and Sussex

SASE Archive
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Even today nobody can tell what is 
right and what is wrong. It will be the 
same in the future. The relativity of  
such expressions means little; not to 
be able to dispense with their use is 
more significant. I don’t know what is 
right or what is wrong and yet I still 
attempt to divide actions into good 
and bad. If  anyone asked me why I do 
so I couldn’t give an answer, easier to 
sit here underground, pondering.
Lek

At street level – outside a vehicle – all 
modern cities are violent and tragic. The 
violence of  which the media and police 
reports speak so much, is partly a reflection 
of  this more continuous but unregarded and 
older violence. 

The violence of  the daily necessity of  the 
streets – of  which the traffic is a symbolic 
expression – to obliterate (run over) even the 
recent histories of  those who lived and live 
in them.
John Berger – About Looking
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Someone once said that it is 
easier to imagine the end of  
the world than to imagine 
the end of  capitalism. We 
can now revise that and 
witness the attempt to 
imagine capitalism by way 
of  imagining the end of  the 
world. 
Frederic Jameson

We’re all idealists, all materialists; and the final judgment or 
label is simply a matter of  ideology, or, if  you prefer, of  
political commitment.

Frederic Jameson

That is God

Hooray! Ay! Whrrwhee!

What? Mr Deasy asked.

A shout in the street, Stephen answered.

James Joyce Ulysses

There are no pessimists; there are only realists and liars.

Paul Virilio

This pitiless century, the 
twentieth
Albert Camus 
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The Bible contains a warrant for trafficking 
in humans, for ethnic cleansing, for slavery, 
for bride-price, and for indiscriminate 
massacre, but we are not bound by any of  
it because it was put together by crude, 
uncultured human mammals.
Christopher Hitchens

Religious exhortation and 
telling people, telling children, 
that if  they don’t do the right 
thing, they’ll go to terrifying 
punishments or unbelievable 
rewards, that’s making a living 
out of  lying to children. 
That’s what the priesthood 
do. And if  all they did was lie 
to the children, it would be 
bad enough. But they rape 
them and torture them and 
then hope we’ll call it ‘abuse’.
Christopher Hitchens 

Earthworks_240418_V1.indd   279 02/05/2018   12:16



Religion is man-made. Even the men who 
made it cannot agree on what their prophets 
or redeemers or gurus actually said or did.
Christopher Hitchens 

Without the vigilance of  irony how easy it would be to 
found a religion! Merely allow the gawkers to collect 
around our loquacious trances and encourage some new 
dances – here we go round the Mulberry Bush….

Lek

The monotheist religions expelled the gods through the 
front door with a lot of  fanfare, only to take them back 
in through the side window. Christianity, for example, 
developed its own pantheon of  saints, whose cults differed 
little….

Yuval Noah Hararri – Sapiens – A Brief History of Humankind

And God reached out and 
put the light in his hands 
and God rolled the light 
around in his hands until 
the sun and he set that sun 
a blazing in the heavens 
and the light that was left 
from making the sun, GOD 
gathered it up in a shining 
ball and flung it against 
the darkness angling the 
light with the moon and 
stars. Then down between 
the darkness and the light 
he hurled the world. 
LEK AND THE DOGS

Hermeneutical experience is concerned with 
tradition. This is what is to be experienced. 
But tradition is not simply a process that 
experience teaches us to know and govern; it is 
language – ie it expresses itself like a Thou.  
A Thou that is not an object; it relates itself 
to us. 

Hans-Georg Gadamer – TRUTH AND MENTHOD
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Who would have thought that something so tragically 
absurd could be possible?

Sam Harris – The End of Faith

I had viewed them as merely a monument – a Leaning 
Tower Of  Pisa to the ignorance and superstition of  our 
forefathers. But I now knew that Jesus, the Buddha, Moses 
and Mohamed as well as all the other saints of  history had 
not all been epileptics, schizophrenics, frauds and fabulists. 
When I surfaced I realised that their intellectual disaster 
areas there were still truths buried there somewhere in the 
rubble….
Lek

Life without utopia is suffocating, 
for the multitude at least: threatened 
otherwise with petrifaction, the world 
must have a new madness. 
E.m. Cioran

Faith is the surrender of  the mind; it’s the surrender of  
reason, it’s the surrender of  the only thing that makes us 
different from other mammals. It’s our need to believe, and 
to surrender our scepticism and our reason, our yearning 
to discard that and put all our trust or faith in someone 
or something, that is the sinister thing to me. Of  all the 
supposed virtues, faith must be the most overrated.

Christopher Hitchens 

Do not seek to have everything that happens happen as 
you wish, but wish for everything to happen as it actually 
does happen, and your life will be serene. 

Epictetus 

IN THIS WORD 
WHERE ALL THE CHARACTERS ARE SO MUCH OF 
THE EARTH
EARTHY
SO MUCH PART OF THE SOIL
SOILED
LABOURED AND SWEATY
NOT AIRY FAIRY
Lek
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I pissed and shat another 
image in my crib never so 
clean since
Samuel Beckett – HOW IT IS 

How easy it is to be deep - just 
let yourself  sink into your own 
flaws and float away….
Lek

Meantime as the wind blows hard and the ice begins to melt 
- only superficial minds approach an idea with delicacy….

Lek

Whilst the pessimist is busy inventing new reasons to live 
every day - he like me has become a victim of  the meaning 
of  life….

Lek

Wisdom - to understand with dignity the 
humiliation inflicted upon us by the depths 
to which we have sunk and the holes in which 
we find ourselves….

Lek

All these words are made 
using the flash of  imitation - 
borrowed from other minds 
with studied shudders stolen 
ecstasies and the end of  faith:
Lek
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WHILE IN TRUTH THE ENTIRE CONFLICT IS BORN 
OF AN OVERWHELMING SENSE OF DUTY TO 
EMBRACE MYTH AND MAKE IT ‘REAL’ EACH NEW 
GENERATION OF BELIEVERS IS CONDEMNED 
TO INHERIT THE SUPERSTITIONS AND TRIBAL 
HATREDS OF ITS PREDECESSORS – ENOUGH 
NOW ALREADY.
NOT ONLY DO WE STILL EAT THE OFFAL OF THE 
ANCIENT WORLD; WE ARE POSITIVELY SMUG 
ABOUT IT.
LEK

We are entering an era where a single person can, by one clandestine act, cause millions of  deaths 
or render a city uninhabitable for years….
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EMBABOUYNÉ – ENCHANTED
Shot on standard 8 and super 8 by father and then son.

D’aussi loin qu’il m’en souvienne j’ai toujours 
été filmé. Sous le regard de sa caméra super huit 
ou devant l’objectif  de son appareil photo, mon 
père très tôt passionné et adepte des images fixes 
ou animées, n’a cessé d’immortaliser l’existence 
de la famille en la gravant sur pellicule argentique 
ou celluloïd. 

As far back as I can remember I’ve been 
filmed. Under the gaze of  my father’s Super 
8 camera or in front of  the lens of  his stills 
camera, his early passion was for the moving 
image, and he has immortalised our family’s 
existence on film or moving image. 

Nouveau né, enfant, adolescent jusqu’au jeune 
adulte je peux tracer les étapes de ma vie, celles de 
mes frère et sœur aussi et nos diverses évolutions 
grâce à lui. Son décès survint bien trop tôt. 

From new born, child, teenager to young 
adult I can trace the various stages of  my life, 
and those of  my brother and my sister too as 
well as our various evolutions thanks to him. 
His death came much too early. 

Je « récu-père » alors sa caméra et l’appareil 
photographique. Je fais rapidement mes 
premières images filmées lors d’un voyage avec 
ma compagne au Japon où notre fille fut conçue, 
films couleurs, l’émotion de filmer me gagne. 

I then “fathered” his camera. I quickly made 
my first film on a trip with my girlfriend to 
Japan, where our daughter was conceived, all 
in color the emotion of  filming won me over. 

Tchili Family Archive
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The city became part 
docudrama, part carnival 
of the grotesque …. It 
produced life- threatening 
fear rather than 
flaneurial frissons. A 
select few foxtrotted 
in the face of imminent 
apocalypse, many more 
descended into the London 
Tube to sleep along 
the platforms, but the 
streets were blackened 
for the first time in over 
a century and the air 
thick with the acrid smoke 
of torched humans and 
devastated factories and 
buildings.
Sukhdev Sandhu – NIGHT HAUNTS
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Retour, naissance de Louise, je filme notre enfant 
à trois mois, pellicule noir et blanc, nous sommes 
en Normandie en vacances chez des amis, j’aime 
faire ce geste, atavique on dirait, d’accompagner 
les balbutiements de l’être cher par ceux fébriles 
de la caméra, je sens bien que la vie comme le 
cinéma c’est le mouvement et la recherche de sa 
plénitude. 

Back home, and with the birth of  Louise, I 
film her in black and white as a child of  three 
months, whilst in Normandy on holiday with 
friends. I like doing this, it is the beginnings 
of  a feverish filming of  my loved ones, I feel 
that life as cinema can be the movement 
towards the search for happiness. 

Je retrouve ainsi sans m’en rendre bien compte, 
l’habitude prise par mon père et son père 
encore avant lui, de filmer les premiers émois 
de nos enfants, de fixer ces moments heureux 
en famille, d’être le réalisateur des séquences 
familiales importantes, de devenir le représentant 
de cette nouvelle vague, réalisateur de nos films 
de famille. 

I thus find without realising it, that I have 
acquired my father’s habit and his father’s 
before him, of  capturing the first emotions 
of  our children, and fixing these happy 
familial moments, by becoming the director 
of  important family events, and becoming 
the representative of  this new generation, as 
director of  our own home movies. 

Une fois le goût pris, d’autres tentatives bien sur 
s’en suivront. Notre premier et dernier court-
métrage réalisé avec Catherine ma femme, une 
histoire Dadaïste de 3mn, le temps d’une bobine, 
tourné-monté en une journée. Catherine tiendra 
aussi la caméra pour immortaliser le premier 
concert live de notre groupe de rock de l’époque « 
Deprisa-Deprisa », là aussi trois minutes furieuses 
et muettes, ce qui est un comble pour un groupe 
de funk-métal bruyant. 
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Once the taste is acquired, there is always 
more to follow. Our first and last short 
film directed with Catherine my wife, is a 
Dadaist story of  3minutes, the length of  a 
cartridge and all shot in a day. Catherine 
also immortalises the first live concert of  my 
rock band of  the time “Deprisa-Deprisa” by 
filming it; three furious and silent minutes, 
which is a shame for a group of  such noisy 
funk-metal. 

Pour nous alors, pas de réunions de famille 
sans cinéma et pas de cinéma sans familles. J’ai 
beaucoup de chance d’avoir trouvé un frère 
de l’autre côté de la Manche qui a su exhumer 
ces patchworks de vie « d’avant », toutes ces 
premières fois et les révéler dans une oeuvre 
artistique, des boîtes obscures à la lumière, alors 
un grand merci a lui.

For us then, there are no family reunions 
without cinema and no cinema without 
families. I am very lucky to have found a 
brother on the other side of  the Channel 
who was able to exhume this patchwork of  
life “from timesgone”, all those moments 
revealed in an art-work, archive recovered 
from abandoned boxes now up in bright 
lights, so a big thank you to him.

Xavier Tchili 2018

Confusion and suffering was a birth right but 
wisdom and happiness was available 
the dogs helped me find it 
even if I had to dig deep into the ground to get  
at it
LEK    
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LESLIE KÖTTING 

Uncle Leslie Kötting – brother to 
my Deadad and keen Super eightist 
and chronicler of  family life - a BIG 
influence on me whilst I was growing 
up – Leslie as antidote to the erratic 
ebbing and flowing of  a somewhat 
berserk father - see IN THE WAKE 
OF A DEADAD – ISBN 1-870-522-
451

The positivists believed that all 
societies would gradually discard their 
traditional attachments because of  
the need for rational, scientific and 
experimental modes of  thought, which 
a modern industrial economy involves 
but this is an old faith, widespread in 
the 19th century, that there must be 
a step-by-step convergence on liberal 
values, on ‘our values’. But like many 
of  the hopes of  the Enlightenment, 
it is perhaps just a fleeting shadow on 
our cave of  dreams, so I hunker down 
and let them unfold above me.

Lek

Kötting 
Family 
Archive
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Nasty vicious fanatical old men, not human 
emotions, were making the decisions and 
deciding the days and the hours of death. And 
the hysterical ululating street celebrations 
when such a mission was successful did not 
signify despair at all but a creepy form of 
religious exaltation in which relatives were 
encouraged to make a feast out of the death of 
their own children as well as those of other 
people. To have added the promise of paradise 
to this pogrom is to have made spiritual and 
mental sickness complete; to have made it a 
sexual paradise is obscene into the bargain – 
Women martyrs are obviously not offered the 
same level of bliss and promiscuity ….

Christopher Hitchens – Offshore Accounts

Kötting 
Family 
Archive
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If  liberalism has a future, it is in 
giving up the search for a rational 
consensus on the best way of  life…. 
It cannot show us how to live 
together in societies that harbour 
many ways of  life…. all we can do 
is cross our fingers and hope for the 
best.
Lek

Exhilaration and 
groaning.
Frustration and 
freedom.
Inspiration and 
uncertainty.
Abundance and 
emptiness.
Blazing forth and 
muddling through.
The day-by-day 
repertoire of 
oscillating dualities 
that any talent 
withstands.
Philip Roth

…. HE REMOVES VOICES 
FROM BIOGRAPHY 
AND NARRATIVE, 
TRANSFORMING THEM 
INTO FLUTTERING, 
FLICKERING 
ABSTRACTIONS, ANGELS 
LIBERATED FROM THE 
HEAVY WEIGHT OF 
PERSONAL HISTORY.
Mark Fisher on Burial aka William Emmanuel Bevan
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A call to realism and humility, asking us to accept 
our inability to create a harmonious present or a 
melodious future and settle for the abysmal past in 
all its fallibility. 

FALLIBILISM = pragmatist term (coined by 
Charles Sanders Pierce) – or John Stuart Mill’s 
theory of  knowledge = rejecting INDUCTION 
and settle for scepticism. 

Lek

Still he kept writing, 
adding his last 
fancies and anecdotes, 
including his final 
thoughts on the art 
of living in harmony 
with ordinariness and 
imperfection. He looked 
more and more like a 
man who had learned 
how to live; or perhaps 
it was just his usual 
nonchalance, developed 
to a more masterly 
degree than ever.
Sarah Bakewell – How To Live

Conclusion: Mind and world are both distinct 
and continuous, or neither distinct nor continuous. 
Either way, the relationship is paradoxical.

Dr Robert Pepperell
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Humberstone  
THE ATACAMA DESERT AND A DOG CEMETERY IN 
CHILE
I walked into the Atacama desert in 1986 with my lover, Leila, after a severe bout of  amoebic 
dysentery and a liver lacerating train ride through the Andes from Bolivia to Chile. 

I was convinced that the town was an hallucination, a shimmering on the horizon. We had given up 
on trains and were hitch-hiking back to the Pan American Highway coastal civilization and upwards 
to Colombia.

A lawyer picked us up, let us stay the night and the next day drove us out towards the mirage that 
was Humberstone. A ghost town and remnant of  a long-forgotten industry that once pulled people 
from all over the world to her bosom.
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It was one of  the most valuable places in the world and businessmen flocked to bleed her of  her 
vast saltpetre deposits. 

She was full to overflowing with the potassium nitrate things that people wanted. 

The potassium nitrates were used as fertilizer but more importantly for gunpowder in Europe 
and North America. Profits from the desert mineral helped build palaces and follies in cities like 
Iquique, where later we lived for two weeks on a beach, downwind of  a fishmeal factory. Water was 
pumped up from the coast or the intermittent oasis that scattered the landscape.

It was dry and had not rained in living memory.

Within the city grid were schools and hospitals, theatres and cinemas, basketball courts and football 
pitches, railways and bus services, prostitutes and pimps. 

Film-stars and politicians. 

But in 1878 the War of  the Pacific broke out between Chile, Peru and Bolivia, five years later Chile 
was declared the winner. She then seized all of  the nitrate territories. 

It might have been a bright future but synthetic nitrates were on their way out and by the late 1950’s 
only a couple of  mines remained of  which Humberstone was perhaps the largest but by the early 
1960’s she too was dead. 

We were safe with our lawyer but much of  the population were not. 

Augusto Pinochet was in power and he made thousands disappear with his Caravan Of  Death.

We left.

But Humberstone and the desert still pulled me to her bosom, she lacerated my dreams year after 
year, I wanted to go back. 

So in 2017 I found myself  nestled into her corrugated cleavage to film sequences for Lek And The 
Dogs. 

We watched as the sun bounced onto the rusty roofs creating a specter of  slag-heaped saltpeter.

The smell. 

A day of  exorcised memories. 

As we drove back to Iquique, upwind of  the fishmeal factory, we noticed a cemetery bathed in 
long shadows. 

Crosses and mounds and plastic flowers and funeral detritus for as far as the eye could see. It was 
a cemetery, a pet cemetery, a dog cemetery. 

I was mindful of  walking into the Atacama desert in 1986 with my lover, Leila. 

Suddenly I was mindful of  the lawyer, he was a human rights lawyer had he Disappeared as part 
of  the Caravan Of  Death. 

The memory.

Photographs – Andrew Kötting 
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THE PAST CANNOT BE FORGOTTEN - THE PRESENT CANNOT  
BE REMEMBERED

TAKE CARE IT’S A DESERT OUT THERE

BURIAL MAKES THE MOST CONVINCING CASE THAT 
OUR ZEITGEIST IS ESSENTIALLY HAUNTOLOGICAL. THE 
POWER OF DERRIDA’S CONCEPT LAY IN ITS IDEA OF 
BEING HAUNTED BY EVENTS THAT HAD NOT ACTUALLY 
HAPPENED. FUTURES THAT FAILED TO MATERIALISE AND 
REMAINED SPECTRAL. BURIAL CRAVES SOMETHING HE 
NEVER ACTUALLY EXPERIENCED FIRSTHAND. SNATCHES 
OF PLAINTIVE VOCAL SKITTER THROUGH THE TRACKS LIKE 
FRAGMENTS OF ABANDONED LOVE-LETTERS BLOWING 
THROUGH STREETS OF UNNAMED CATASTROPHE. THE 
EFFECT IS AS HEARTBREAKINGLY POIGNANT AS THE LONG 
TRACKING SHOT IN TARKOVSKY’S STALKER (1979) THAT 
LINGERS OVER SUBLIME OBJECTS-BECOME TRASH. 

Mark Fisher On Burial AKA William Emmanuel Bevan

JUDAISM HAS SOME ADVANTAGES OVER CHRISTIANITY IN 
THAT, FOR EXAMPLE, IT DOES NOT PROSELYTISE — EXCEPT 
AMONG JEWS — AND IT DOES NOT MAKE THE CRETINOUS 
MISTAKE OF SAYING THAT THE MESSIAH HAS ALREADY 
MADE HIS APPEARANCE. HOWEVER, ALONG WITH ISLAM 
AND CHRISTIANITY, IT DOES INSIST THAT SOME TURGID 
AND CONTRADICTORY AND SOMETIMES EVIL AND MAD 
TEXTS, OBVIOUSLY WRITTEN BY FAIRLY UNEXCEPTIONAL 
HUMANS, ARE IN FACT THE WORD OF GOD. I THINK THAT 
THE INDISPENSABLE CONDITION OF ANY INTELLECTUAL 
LIBERTY IS THE REALISATION THAT THERE IS NO SUCH 
THING.

Christopher Hitchens 

WORST OF ALL, HE WAS NEXT TO USELESS. HIS HEART BURNED AS HE LAY AWAKE 
IN THE DEN THINKING ABOUT IT. HE COULD SEE IN HIS MIND’S EYE THE FOUR, 
NOSES TO THE GROUND, KNOWING THINGS HE COULDN’T SEE OR SMELL. HE SAW 
THEM, CURIOUS, DELIGHTED, INTRIGUED, DOUBTFUL, FRIGHTENED, WORRIED, 
ELATED; SAW THEM SLOW DOWN, DEVIATE, TURN BACK OR SPEED UP, STOP AND 
LISTEN IN REACTION TO WHAT THEIR NOSE COULD PICK UP. HE SAW THEM HUNT, 
TRACKING SOMETHING UNTIL THEY FLUSHED IT OUT, AND HE COULD SEE ON 
THEIR BODIES THE MOMENT THEY CROSSED A BOUNDARY INTO CLOSED PATHS TO 
DO IT.

Eva Hornung – Dog Boy
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THE MATTER OF 
MIND
The war has started, said Marius.
The massacre of the world has begun, said La Mélanie.
Women usually know better than men the extent of catastrophe. The mayor 
delivered the mobilization papers. Most of those called up were in high spirits. 
Never again, not once, were the cafés in the village to be so full as on the 
evening before the mobilized men left.

John Berger – The Three Lives of Lucie Cabrol

We are on the threshold of a hidden world that 
one suspects is implicit in this world. 
The threshold is a thin line and yet it is also 
ubiquitous. 
Stalker must know if we are in the Zone – he 
after all has been there many times before. 
Geoff Dyer 

The sound is blue in the sun and the skies are naked and alone 

LEK
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The scuffed tracks of their efforts are erased under my feet, walking through 
the few occupied remnants of community.

B. Catling – THE VORRH

You cannot find peace by avoiding life. 
Virginia Woolf

Laughter and weeping
love and merriment 
suffering and anger
hatred and spite
heroism and cowardice 
heartbreak and loneliness
and times of gentle happiness….

LEK
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Our imaginations, often falsely confirmed by memory, can cross many borders, 
but these escapes are doomed and freedom always lies just beyond.
Michel de Montaigne
Happy in this, that I with nature walked
Not having a too early intercourse
With the deformities of crowded life….
William Wordsworth
Above all, geology makes explicit challenges to our understanding of time. 
It giddies the sense of the here-and-now. 

Robert Macfarlane – MOUNTAINS OF THE MIND

Illusions are to the soul what atmosphere is to 
the earth. 
Roll up that tender air and the plant dies, the 
colour fades. 
The earth we walk on is a parched cinder. 
It is marl we tread and fiery cobbles scorch 
our feet. 
By the truth we are undone. 
Life is a dream. 
It is waking that kills us.
Virginia Woolf 

THE DESERT IS PERHAPS THE MOST HEAVILY CODED OF LANDSCAPES IN ITS 
OBVIOUS BLANKNESS.
IT IS A PLACE OF ABSTRACTION
PROJECTION AND CONTEMPLATION
A PLACE NOT FIT FOR SETTLEDOWN 
A PLACE FOR MAKEBELIEVE AND SETUP
A PLACE OF QUIET

Lek  

GALILEO AND HIS FOLLOWERS DISCOVERED, AND SUBSEQUENT CENTURIES HAVE 
AMPLY CONFIRMED, THAT YOU GET MUCH BETTER PREDICTIONS BY THINKING 
OF THINGS AS MASSES OF PARTICLES BLINDLY BUMPING INTO EACH OTHER 
THAN BY THINKING OF THEM AS ARISTOTLE THOUGHT OF THEM – ANIMISTICALLY, 
TELEOLOGICALLY, AND ANTHROPOMORPHICALLY. THEY ALSO DISCOVERED THAT 
YOU GET A BETTER HANDLE ON THE UNIVERSE BY THINKING OF IT AS FINITE, 
HOMEY, PLANNED, AND RELEVANT TO HUMAN CONCERNS.  

Richard Rorty – Consequences of Pragmatism
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Once I was a man, with a soul and a living body and now I am no more than a 
being…. 
I hear and see, but no longer know anything…. 
I now live in eternity…. 
The braches sway on the trees, other people might come and go but for me time 
no longer passes.

Merleau-Ponty 

When we die that is the death of the planet, 
that is the death of our planet, that is the 
death of the world that we constructed inside 
our heads. So, the personal apocalypse and 
the overall end of the world apocalypse I 
think that they’re the same thing. And that we 
encode one onto the other perhaps because 
it’s easier to talk about potential ends of the 
planet than it is to talk about the personal 
ends of our own lives. 
Alan Moore – LEK AND THE DOGS

When I rise in the morning
I see only the grey fields,
Where there is toil and anguish
And the soil itself almost splitting
With the murderous heat of the sore sun.
Toil, hunger faintness, shame,
Those were the portion in fate for me;
And never may I reach a horizon

Sorley MacLean
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No planes dared fly over it. Its unpredictable climate, dizzying abnormalities of 
compass and impossibilities of landing made it a pilot’s and navigator’s nightmare. 
All its pathways turned into overgrowth, jungle and ambush. The tribes that 
were rumoured to live there were barely human – some said the anthropophagi 
still roamed. 
Creatures beyond hope. 
Heads growing below their shoulders. 
Horrors.

B. Catling – THE VORRH

OUT OF THE ARMCHAIR - THE 
WIND HOWLS TOO
DAD(a) = Disorder Addiction Disorder (age) = an uncontrollable compulsion to 
classify all undesirable human behaviour as Disorders.
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That does not necessarily imply an author, it may be that this extraordinary 
story happening in four dimensions has just spontaneously emerged into being. 
But, it’s the one that we’re in and I think that the narrative aspect of things, 
the way that events unfold and the fact that often what seems to be an entirely 
negative situation is what turns out to be necessary for a different situation to 
occur that perhaps all of the, the moments that we move through are in a sense, 
yeah the best of times and the worst of times. 

Alan Moore – LEK AND THE DOGS 

Nevertheless, as an individual, I may be permitted to say that I cannot conceive 
infinity, and am convinced that no human being can.

Edgar Allan Poe – EUREKA

Progress is the injustice each generation commits with regard to its predecessor.

E.M.CIORAN – THE TROUBLE WITH BEING BORN
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I can smell their breath. They are still with 
me. Their warmth around me. The warmth of 
their bodies. I told her to come with me. The 
dogs would have come. My dogs would always 
come. They would… never have left me. But 
humans… they never hear. I close my eyes… I… 
I still smell them. But I… I left them. I never 
knew such silence… without them, without 
my family, without my dogs, without Mina 
and my child, my dogs understood fear. My 
dogs would be with me now. They could smell 
danger. 
LEK

How we got to this strange time of great uncertainty and confusion where those 
who are supposed to be in power are paralysed and have no idea what to do….Do I, 
who’ve read Freud, know what the Future of an Illusion really is and know that 
religious belief is ineradicable as long as we remain a stupid, poorly-evolved 
mammalian species, think that some Canadian law is going solve this problem? 
Please. No, our problem is this: our pre-frontal lobes are too small, and our 
adrenalin glands are too big, and our thumb-finger opposition isn’t all that it 
might be, and we’re afraid of the dark, and we’re afraid to die, and we believe in 
the truths of holy books that are so stupid and so fabricated that a child can - 
and all children do, as you can tell by their questions - actually see through 
them. And I think it should be (religion) treated with ridicule and hatred and 
contempt. And I claim that right. 

Christopher Hitchens 
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Quantum 
Entanglement And 
Disengagement
FOR HUNDREDS OF YEARS NOBODY KNEW 
WHAT TO BELIEVE. 
BUT GRADUALLY, THE GEOGRAPHERS SORTED OUT THE TRUTH, AND WHEN 
THEY DID THEY FOUND IT WAS EVEN MORE EXCITING THAN THE CLERICS 
HAD TOLD US. 

I mull it as Lek pushes me into his cave of  the mind.
I mull it as Adam Curtis intrigues and confuses me with his power and how it works in our society.
His
The Living Dead
The Century Of  The Self
The Power Of  Nightmares  
And in particular 
Bitter Lake 
The good versus evil narrative has failed us and we are left with just this:

Better to hide underland and mull all 
that is going on above ground. 
LEK

That does not necessarily imply an author, it may be that this extraordinary story 
happening in four dimensions has just spontaneously emerged into being. But, 
it’s the one that we’re in and I think that the narrative aspect of things, the way 
that events unfold and the fact that often what seems to be an entirely negative 
situation is what turns out to be necessary for a different situation to occur, 
then perhaps all of the moments that we move through are in a sense, yeah the 
best of times and the worst of times. 

Alan Moore – LEK AND THE DOGS
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NB Quantum entanglement is a physical phenomenon that occurs when pairs or groups of  
particles are generated or interact in ways such that the quantum state of  each particle cannot be 
described independently of  the others, even when the particles are separated by a large distance—
instead, a quantum state must be described or the system as a whole, which is and of  itself  difficult 
to describe, but given Lek’s state of  mind and his acute sense of  smell, hereunder he at least 
attempts A DESCRIBE (perhaps in gramelot/gramlōt perhaps not).

AS THE CROW FLIES:
He takes off  his crow’s head, and sighs, a very human sigh, turns to the audience and 
smiles and then speaks.

Alfie: So migration. Let’s talk about quantum entanglement. This the ability for two 
entwined particles moving away from each other to stay connected so that even at 
opposite ends of  the universe if  you alter one the other will immediately and identically 
be affected. 

Many animals, you too in fact, possess a protein called cryptochrome, it is this chemical 
that reacts with the blue ray spectrum from the sun within the eye of  a bird that releases 
these two entwined particles. They spin away from the bird, measuring the magnetic 
field of  the planets as they do so, over vast distances, whilst still connected to each 
other and informing me. Einstein dismissed it as ‘spooky action’. But not anymore, 
like much of  the weird world of  quantum mechanics, and such ideas as multiple 
universes, similar yet slightly different, quantum entanglement though perhaps not yet 
fully understood by your species has been proven. These two particle are, you might 
say, outside of  time, moving faster than light, so much so that you cannot say which is 
ahead in time and which is behind, they exist instantaneously, guiding me as I migrate. 
Something very clever that I can do, and you, well you, you really can’t. 

Alfie caws and puts his head back on and is about to exit, maybe even leaves, leaving 
the performance space empty for slightly too long a time. 

Hattie Naylor – As The Crow Flies

Randomness - openness to accident and serendipity, spontaneity; artistic risk, 
emotional urgency and intensity, reader/viewer participation; an overly literal 
tone, as if a reporter were viewing a strange culture; plasticity of form, pointillism; 
criticism as autobiography; self-reflexivity, self-ethnography, anthropological 
autobiography; a blurring (to the point of invisibility) or quantum entanglement,  
quantum entitlement.
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Pause. Krapp’s lips move.  
No sound.
Past midnight. Never knew such silence. The earth might be uninhabited.
Pause.
Here I end this reel. Box
(pause)
three, spool
(pause)--five. 
(Pause).
Perhaps my best years are gone. When there was a chance of happiness. But I 
wouldn’t want them back. Not with the fire in me now. No, I wouldn’t want them 
back.
Krapp motionless staring before him. 
The tape runs on in silence.

Samuel Beckett

He who follows another will never overtake 
him
Lek 

Still (very still), at the heart of literary culture is the big, blockbuster novel 
by middle-of-the-road writers, the run-of-the-mill four-hundred-page page-
turner. Amazingly, people continue to want to read that.

David Shields Reality - Hunger

Seeing one’s decline written on body and mind, one accepts that one is limited and 
human. By understanding that age does not make one wise, one attains a wisdom 
nevertheless….
Увидев свое упадение, написанное на теле и разуме, человек признает, что 
человек ограничен и человек. Понимая, что возраст не делает одного мудрым, 
человек все же достигает мудрости ....

LEK

Faith is the surrender of the mind; it’s the 
surrender of reason, it’s the surrender of 
the only thing that makes us different from 
other mammals. It’s our need to believe, and to 
surrender our scepticism and our reason, our 
yearning to discard that and put all our trust 
or faith in someone or something, that is the 
sinister thing. Of all the supposed virtues, 
faith must be the most overrated.
Christopher Hitchens 
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CHAPTER 4

HEREAFTER
LEK BY LEK 

SARAH LLOYD EARTHWORK MINDWORK 

EARTH TRILOGY IN THREE CONVERSATIONS 

WAVING MICROPHONES AT WINDMILLS

OBSERVATIONS OF A CINEMATOGRAPHER

VARIETIES OF MANKIND

THE SCRIPT EDITOR

THE HEAT OF PEOPLE

THE UNNAMABLE NAMED

XAVIER TCHILI

CONCLUSION
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Lek 
(UNE VIE DE CHIEN) LEK DE LEK PAR 
TCHILI

Tout a commencé quand cet étranger venu je ne sais d’où, a frappé à ma porte. 

Il était devant moi, dans son vieux costume noir élimé, une chemise qui fut blanche autrefois avec 
son col façon russe sortant en partie du pantalon et recouverte d’un gilet noir à demi boutonné. Aux 
pieds, ses vieux godillots à semelles de bois recouverts d’un cuir brun, épais et rêche avec aux 
extrémités, une plaque de métal, des souliers d’une autre époque, rudes et peu confortables. Coiffé 
d’un chapeau mou, noir lui aussi et tant usé qu’il en avait perdu sa forme initiale. A la main une 
petite valise en molesquine verte qui se tenait encore et tranchait avec le reste sans pourtant donner 
aucun signe de luxe mais plutôt l’idée d’un bagage de fortune récupéré en bon état dans la rue, au 
pied d’une poubelle ou dans le surplus d’une boutique de charité. 

Et tout de suite ce sourire étrangement neuf  et enfantin, éclairant son visage doux d’apparence, 
hâlé et encore peu marqué en âge malgré la fatigue qu’on pouvait distinguer dans ses yeux presque 
clos, deux fentes aigües, comme entaillées à la lame du couteau entre les cernes épaisses et bleutées, 
deux preuves du chemin parcouru, deux signes de l’appartenance à quelque peuple des steppes ou 
des montagnes sauvages et arides d’un de ces pays du centre de l’Europe ou de son extrême Est, à 
la lisière de l’Asie, de l’ailleurs, là-bas, loin.  

Je regarde cet homme debout sur le pas de la porte, se tenant là, comme une évidence, comme si je 
l’avais toujours connu, saisi par sa présence, touché au plus profond, au cœur du tronc.  

Nous restons plantés un moment, l’un en face de l’autre.  

Il rompt en premier le silence et balbutie quelques mots prononcés tout bas dans sa langue qui 
m’est étrangère et avec une politesse timide, me semble formuler une demande fraternelle en me 
tendant un morceau de papier froissé sur lequel était inscrit une seule phrase en français : Monsieur, 
Madame je m’appelle LEK .  

Sans comprendre ce qui pouvait paraître une question et sans parole en retour je repousse la porte 
du dos dégageant ainsi le passage et pour toute réponse lui propose avec un signe de la main 
d’entrer à l’intérieur.  Pourtant non, LEK décline en faisant modestement un mouvement de la tête. 
Il refuse de passer le seuil et préfère me faire comprendre que c’est à moi de venir et d’un subtil 
geste du menton, me fait la proposition de le suivre.  

C’est ainsi que LEK est entré dans ma vie ou bien est-ce moi qui suis entré dans la sienne?  

Nous voilà parti sur les routes à bourlinguer en complicité immédiate. Nous marchons côte à côte, 
je l’observe discrètement, réglant mon pas sur le sien. J’apprends à vivre à sa manière, découvrant 
ses gestes simples, guidés par une sagesse personnelle toute emprunte de connaissances empiriques. 
Il se débrouille pour tout, apprivoise la nature et les techniques simples à l’aide du maigre savoir 
en sa possession, pourtant patient et calme il vient à bout des situations, improvisant des solutions. 

LEK est bon de nature et propose de l’aide autour si le besoin s’en fait sentir. Je vois les gens 
profiter de lui, mais il garde le sourire et accomplit consciencieusement la tâche qu’il s’est fixé ou qui 
doit être effectuée. Cette gentillesse lui joue des tours. Parfois roulé dans la farine par des personnes 
peux scrupuleuses ou des groupes d’individus pervers qui lui veulent du mal, les conséquences 
peuvent s’avérer désastreuses. 
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Pourtant LEK se relève; toujours. Parfois, après un choc émotionnel plus violent que de coutume, 
je le surprends à psalmodier pour lui-même des prières, mystérieuses méditations lancinantes et 
continues qui résonnent dans le refuge que l’on s’est trouvé pour la nuit. Je le laisse alors à sa transe 
et m’endort bercé par les scansions de sa voix blessée.  

Nous vécûmes quelques temps dans la seule compagnie des chiens à qui nous fournissions la 
nourriture contre fidélité et protection. Exclus, étrangers non désirables nous fûmes contraints à 
survivre dans les caves, les souterrains, les sous sols obscurs, fouillant notre subsistance dans les 
décharges, ou glanant ce qu’on pouvait trouver dans les champs fraichement récoltés. 

J’ai marché de longues journées en sa compagnie, bien calé sur son rythme. J’ai appris à ses côtés à 
ne pas craindre les gens. Il m’a montré le courage, la bonté, la gentillesse, le don de soi, et le souci 
des autres qu’il contemple longuement, paisiblement. Il connaît le langage des plantes, parle aux 
arbres et aux animaux. J’ai, grâce à lui, vu ce que l’homme a cru voir, LEK aussi sait se faire poète. 
Nous sommes tous deux tombés amoureux d’une femme rebelle et sauvage, qui trop fière, n’a pas 
voulu de notre amour.  

J’ai couru avec lui pour sauver une vie qui malgré nos efforts s’est envolée, emportant avec elle les 
cris désespérés de LEK. Je l’ai vu alors, traumatisé par le choc, perdre la parole, et finir par adopter 
son propre langage en inventant ses mots, sa  grammaire et son vocabulaire.  

Nous avons voyagé en train, en bateau, en avion, en voiture, en camion, en car et autobus, à pied 
ou à dos d’âne, en charrette ou à vélo.  Nous avons emprunté des routes de toutes sortes et des 
sentiers de la non gloire, des fleuves et des canaux, survolé les vastes étendues de sables ou d’eau. 
J’ai vu des montagnes, des plaines, des mers et des déserts, j’ai eu froid, chaud, puis très froid de 
nouveau. J’ai mangé n’importe quoi et parfois comme un roi. S’il m’est arrivé d’avoir des ennuis 
à cause de LEK j’ai rencontré aussi beaucoup d’amis, des âmes fortes et généreuses. Mais le plus 
souvent c’est la solitude qu’il fallait partager et le maigre festin se résumait à ne manger rien. 

LEK, chaman sur les bords, m’a apprit à jeter des sorts à qui nous fait du tort et m’a confié quelques 
secrets. Je suis bien avec lui, c’est un ami, on se connaît, il a fallu du temps, mais maintenant on 
dirait des jumeaux ou presque, à la vie à la mort, alter-ego de vadrouille. 

Grâce à LEK j’ai chanté dans des châteaux en ruines, hurlé dans des grottes et des tours de gué 
abandonnées aux quatre vents, tournées vers la mer. Pour gagner notre vie nous avons coupé et 
rangé du bois, retourné la terre et taillé des pierres, ramassé les fruits et fait le potager chez des 
bourgeois. 

LEK surveillait tout dans leurs maisons, gardait un œil sur les troupeaux, en prenant soin que rien 
n’advienne d’incontrôlable dans les familles qui nous accueillaient. 

LEK très efficace dans ce job de gardien de la paix du foyer, exécutait toutes les tâches le mieux 
possible et dans la discrétion. Se faire oublier, devenir imperceptible, LEK était fort pour cela.  

Ensemble nous connûmes tempêtes et inondations où nous devions lutter contre la détresse et 
secourir ceux qui souffraient, il a fallut affronter la maladie et la folie. Apprendre auprès de LEK à 
soigner, réconforter mais aussi se battre, se défendre et mordre quand il le faut, comme un chien, 
LEK savait devenir un chien quand la nécessité le demandait et attaquer, sa douceur alors devenait 
fureur.  

LEK marche, marche, marche, tente de recoller les morceaux d’un monde disparu, seul dans cette 
immensité où toute trace humaine semble dévastée, en marge, laissée pour compte. Nul endroit où 
poser ses maigres bagages.   

D’où vient LEK?  
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Quelle langue parle-t-il ? Personne ne le sait, personne d’autre à ma connaissance n’utilise ce langage, 
on se comprend par signes, sons et borborygmes. J’apprends à parler comme lui, retourne ma 
langue maintes fois dans ma bouche et cherche à ma façon, un lexique de sonorités qui conviennent.   

Qui est LEK?  

Un marin ? Un regard ? Un concept ? Une ile ? Une ombre ? Mon jumeau ? Mon double ? Une page 
blanche sur laquelle on écrit une histoire, celle d’un être cassé et maladroit, lavant son handicap sous 
les intempéries tombées du ciel. Avec lui nous connûmes le vent, la pluie, la nuit comme si LEK se 
promenait sans cesse avec un nuage au dessus de la tête qui le suit partout, flottant entre les couches 
de temps et d’éternité qui nous emportent tout deux. 

Où est LEK aujourd’hui ?  

Nul ne le sait. Personne ne l’a vu récemment. J’ai perdu sa trace. Il est parti pendant mon sommeil. 
A mon réveil au petit matin, sa place était vide, le peu qu’il gardait avait disparu avec lui. Dehors 
le soleil levait ses rayons pour un nouveau jour. Les ombres portées des bâtiments détruits d’où 
j’émergeais éblouis par la luminosité, alignés à perte de vue autour de moi, ne m’inspiraient aucune 
direction. 

J’étais orphelin de mon copain. Comment faire alors ? Derniers survivants d’une humanité défaite, 
nous étions liés par nos destins de vagabonds. Avait-il disparu dans un trou du grand désert qui 
nous entoure ? S’était-il enfoncé à jamais dans une profonde cavité de cette terre brûlée par le soleil? 
Seul maintenant, qu’allais-je bien pouvoir faire de cette histoire ? A qui raconter la vie d’errance, 
étrange et brouillée du pauvre LEK ?  

Il ne me restait plus qu’à continuer d’arpenter le territoire à la recherche de survivants, à la 
découverte de nouveaux compagnons, toutefois l’espoir d’en trouver quelque part se faisait maigre, 
car autour de moi, tout n’était plus que désolation. J’avançais au hasard, tenant un carton sur la tête 
pour me protéger de l’astre doré et de sa chaleur écrasante. Je finissais de gravir une haute colline 
de sable et de cailloux lorsqu’au loin, en bas de l’autre versant, je vis un chien qui dès qu’il m’aperçu 
stoppa sa progression. Le pelage noir et de taille moyenne il ne semblait pas surpris de me voir. 

Nous restons interdits face à face, une grande distance nous séparait mais l’animal que n’habitait 
aucune peur semblait me regarder avec intensité. Soudain je fus pris du désir de l’attirer à moi et 
dans le même mouvement, de m’en approcher tranquillement.  

Je marche doucement dans sa direction et pose précautionneusement les pieds l’un devant l’autre, 
le corps légèrement courbé, un bras en avant et la main détendue en signe de paix, pour rassurer la 
bête. Sa tête penche sur le côté, son cou s’avance, ses yeux étonnés sont grands ouverts. 

Peu effrayé il reste là à attendre, scrutant ma démarche et mon pas qui se rapproche. Je ne sais d’où 
me vient cette idée soudaine, incontrôlée et je me surprends moi-même à entendre ma voix sortir 
de la gorge et appeler : LEK ! Viens LEK !  

Alors en quelques foulées sautillantes mon nouvel ami arrive près de moi puis, en guise de cadeau 
pour sceller notre rencontre, offre sans retenue sa tête, son dos et son museau à mes caresses 
généreuses.

Aller LEK, on y va. 

X.TCHILI le 8/10/2017
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LEK  
(A DOG’S LIFE) LEK ON LEK BY TCHILI

It all began when this stranger came into my life from Christ-knows-where. He came 
knocking on my door.

There he was in front of  me in his worn-out black suit, his old-fashioned Russian collarless shirt 
hanging out of  his trousers and his knackered black waistcoat. On his feet old leather clogs with 
wooden soles and metal toecaps. They were shoes of  another era, rough and uncomfortable. He 
was wearing a soft black hat, which was so worn out that it had lost its’ original shape. In his hand 
a small green moleskin suitcase with very little sign of  anything luxurious in its’ demeanour but 
more a suitcase that might have been discovered in amongst the rubbish or from the surplus of  a 
charity shop. 

And at once that strangely beguiling childlike smile, illuminating his gentle face, quite tanned yet 
still not marked by age, despite the tiredness that could be seen in his almost closed eyes, those two 
sharp slits, as if  scored by the blade of  a knife between the thick heavy lids, proof  of  the path they 
had travelled, two signs of  belonging to someone from the steppes or the wild arid mountains of  
central Europe or perhaps even its’ extreme east, the outskirts of  Asia; from the elsewhere, from 
the far-away.

I am looking at this man on the doorstep, standing there, as if  I have always known him, seized by 
his presence, touched deeply, to the pit of  my stomach.

We remain planted for a moment, one in front of  the other. 

He breaks the silence first and stammers a few words spoken in his own language which is foreign 
to my ear and then with a timid politeness he hands me a piece of  crumpled paper on which is 
inscribed a single sentence in French: Sir, Madame, my name is LEK. 

Without understanding what the question might mean and without saying a word I push back the 
door and by way of  an answer suggest that he comes inside. Alas no, LEK declines modestly with 
a movement of  the head. He refuses to cross the threshold and seems to want me to understand 
that I must follow him, he gesticulates that I must follow him.

That’s how LEK entered my life or should I say that’s how I entered his life?

We head off  towards the roads of  complicity. We walk side by side, me observing him discreetly, 
whilst trying to keep in step. I try to learn to live in his way, discovering his simple gestures, guided 
by a wisdom borrowed from empirical knowledge. 

He manages everything, he has tamed nature through simple techniques using the meagre knowledge 
that he possesses, always patient and calm he overcomes situations by improvising solutions. 

LEK is good-natured and offers to help whenever the need arises. I see people taking advantage of  
him, but he keeps smiling, conscientiously accomplishing the tasks he sets himself. This kindness 
can play tricks on him. Sometimes he is rolled in flour by unscrupulous individuals or groups of  
evil people who want to cause him upset. The consequences can be disastrous. 

Yet LEK gets up and carries on, he always carries on. Sometimes, after a more painful emotional 
shock than usual, I catch him chanting to himself, prayer-like, mysterious incantations or continuous 
meditations that resonate within the refuge that we have found for the night. I leave him to his 
trance and fall asleep soothed by the tone of  his injured voice.
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We lived for some time in the company of  dogs, to whom we supplied food for sustenance and 
protection. Excluded, unwanted strangers, we were obliged to survive in the basements, the 
underground, the dark underground, scavenging food from dumps, or gleaning what we could 
find in the freshly harvested fields.

I walked long days in his company, well adjusted to his rhythm. I learned  from him not to fear 
people. He showed courage and kindness and great concern for others whom he contemplated 
at length, he was always peaceful. He knew the language of  plants and could speak to trees and 
animals. I have, thanks to him, seen what man ought to see. LEK was also a poet. We both fell in 
love with a rebellious and wild woman, who was too proud to want our love.

I ran with him to save a life, which despite our efforts, passed away, carrying with it the despairing 
cries of  LEK. I saw him traumatized by the shock, at a loss for words, and ended up adopting his 
language by inventing words; his grammar and his vocabulary.

We travelled by train, boat, plane, car, truck, coach and bus, on foot or by donkey, in a cart or on 
a bicycle. We took roads of  all kinds and paths without knowing where they might lead, rivers and 
canals, over-flowing vast expanses of  sand or water. I saw mountains, plains, seas and deserts. I was 
cold, hot and then very cold again. I ate nothing and then sometimes like a king. If  I happened to 
have trouble because of  LEK I also met many friends; strong and generous souls. But most often 
it was loneliness that had to be shared or meagre feasts, which consisted of  eating nothing.

LEK, a shaman on the edge of  life, taught me to cast spells that might harm and secrets that might 
cure. I am happy with him, he is a friend, we know each other, it took time, but now we almost look 
like twins, from life to death, my alter-ego and mop. 

Thanks to LEK I have sung in ruined castles and howled in caves and fjords abandoned to the four 
winds whilst turned towards the sea. To make a living we cut and stacked wood, turned the earth 
and piled stones, picked fruit and made vegetable gardens for the bourgeois. 

LEK guarded their homes, kept an eye on their flocks, making sure that nothing untoward 
happened to the families that welcomed us. 

LEK was very effective in this job of  peacekeeper in the home, performing all tasks well and with 
discretion. To be forgotten, to become imperceptible, LEK was always good at that.

Together we experienced storms and floods and we had to struggle against distress whilst rescuing 
those that might be suffering. We had to face disease and madness. LEK learnt how to care, 
comfort, fight, defend and bite if  necessary, like a dog. LEK knew how to become a dog when it 
was needed and if  attacked, then his sweetness became a sweet fury. 

LEK walks and walks and walks, whilst trying to recollect the pieces of  a forgotten world, alone 
within this landscape where every human trace seems full of  devastation, beyond the margins or 
left behind. With nowhere to put down his meagre burden.

Where does LEK come from?

What language does he speak ? No one knows, no one else to my knowledge uses this language, 
none understand the signs, the sounds and the rhythms. I learn to speak like it, turn my tongue 
many times in my mouth and search in my own way for a lexicon of  noises that might suit

Who is LEK?

A sailor? A thought? A concept? An island? A shadow? My twin? My double? A blank page on 
which one writes a story, that of  a broken and awkward being, washing his disability under the 
weather falling from the sky.
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When I was with him I understood the wind, the rain, the night. It was as if  LEK were constantly 
wandering around with a cloud above his head, a cloud that followed him everywhere, floating 
between the layers of  time and eternity, carrying us both.

Where is LEK today?

No one knows. Nobody has seen him. I’ve lost track of  him. He left when I was sleeping. When I 
awoke he was gone and the few things he kept had disappeared with him. Outside the sun lifted its 
rays for a new day. The shadows cast from the destroyed buildings from which I emerged dazzled 
by the luminosity, continued for as far as the eye could see, but I wasn’t pulled in any one direction. 

I was lost without my friend. What was I to do? The last survivors of  a defeated humanity, we were 
bound to our destinies like vagabonds. Had he disappeared into a hole within the great desert that 
surrounds us? Had he buried himself  forever in a deep cavity of  this land burnt by the sun? 

And now, what was I going to do with this story? To whom can we relate the strange, confused 
life of  lowly LEK?    

All that remained for me was to continue to survey the territory in search of  survivors, to 
discover new companions, but the hope of  finding somewhere was small, for around me 
everything was nothing more than desolation. I walked at random, holding cardboard over my 
head to protect myself  from the golden star and its crushing heat. I ended up climbing a high hill 
of  sand and pebbles, and then in the distance, at the bottom of  a slope, I saw a dog. 

As soon as it saw me it stopped in its’ tracks. Medium in size with a black coat it did not seem 
surprised to see me. 

We were face to face, despite the great distance that separated us. The animal showed no fear and 
seemed to look at me with intensity. Suddenly I was seized by the desire to draw him to me and in 
the same movement, he approached me quietly.

I walked gently in his direction, carefully placing one foot in front of  the other, my body slightly 
bent and my leg forward, and then I offered him a hand, relaxed as a sign of  peace, to reassure 
the beast. His head leant to the side, his neck up, his eyes were wide open and astonished. 

A little frightened he remained there waiting, scrutinizing my step and my advances. I do not 
know where this sudden, uncontrolled idea came from, but I found myself  listening to my own 
voice calling: LEK! Come on LEK! 

Then in a few jumping strides my new friend arrives near me, as a gift to seal our encounter, he 
offers without restraint his head, his back and his muzzle for my generous caresses.

Come on LEK, let’s go.

Tchili – Maison Alforts – France - Autumn 2017

Photograph: Christian Chambenoit 
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Water colour: Xavier Tchili
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SARAH LLOYD

Earthwork 
Mindwork
You cannot find peace by avoiding life
Virginia Woolf

Duration and journeying have something important in common. They happen in lived 
time, by breath and by step, by a variably focused bodymind in small increments. Living 
awareness, as any artist working, child playing, athlete training or meditator meditating 

will describe to you, is not embedded in clocktime. It is made of  attunements and absorptions, of  
vital charged impulses, small movements, intentions and couplings of  felt activated sensing with 
alignments of  feeling, imagining, thinking, posture, energy flow and focus. 

It is in these repeated attempts to connect, express, respond, perceive, externalise, translate, describe, 
touch that we exist most directly together. In these small impulses and durations suspended in 
wider lived cycles of  stopping and starting, going away and returning, blood warming and cooling, 
excitement, exhaustion, food being eaten, waste excreted, days and nights passing. 

EARTHWÖRK
Andrew Kötting’s ‘EARTHWORK’ is a trilogy of  films that explore how subjectivity is constituted, 
subsumed and negated in webs of  social relation. They probe the mise-en-scène of  how living 
subjects are staged within complex cultural, bodily, symbolic and representational layers.

They are unusual in being solely concerned with power between humans and not with all the issues 
of  technology and identity formation in the virtual. And this makes the raw corporeal and affective 
attachment patterns, the dark internalised and projected scripts and instrumental dynamics that 
much easier to read. And thus, to cognise the dominating, avoidant patterns of  much of  20th 
century intimacy and social relations. By not migrating into hybrid techno-space, Kötting reveals 
the rhizome roots of  much 21st century social dysfunction as simply tendrils sprung from older 
forms.

‘This Filthy Earth’ tracks what happens to subjects under macho hard-body socialisation in 
competitive rivalry and fixed objectification only. ‘Ivul’ traces a more sophisticated Freudian, 
Lacanian path through the possessive libidinal territory of  the ‘law of  the father’. And in ‘Lek and 
the Dogs’ we encounter phallic capitals broken subject, literally in retreat underground. 
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I recommend watching all three films in close conjunction, as they insightfully track the differences 
between stereotype and identity-led subjectivity, linguistic deferred, representation-led subjectivity, 
and phantasy and affect-led subjectivity. They pose too, important questions about the right to 
self-narration in the corporeal and affective registers. And actually in all moral, religious, social and 
symbolic systems where we are forced to uncouple mind and body to different symbolic realms, in 
fear of  punishment.

Kötting’s take on subjectivity, shares existential threads with Beckett’s ‘Krapp’s Last Tape’, and 
Tarkovsky’s ‘Stalker’. He cites Philip Trevelyan’s ‘The Moon and the Sledgehammer’ as formative 
too. We encounter visceral, oneiric images, edgy psychic lives in turmoil, held within difficult 
contexts, looking for a way out or a way in. 

Kötting’s masterstroke in my view, is to give us these three very different but related takes on 
where subjectivity does its processing. He helps us cognise inner psychic process as relational and 
situated even though interior. Inner lives are constituted in relation to people, beliefs and living 
environments and those environments, people and beliefs can be welcoming or full of  conflict and 
confusion. Whether we relegate it, implicate it, or isolate it, psychic processing exists and creates 
tangible affects, even as its being shamed, disciplined, brutalised and ignored.

We can watch these patterns with 21st century eyes and with a great deal more psychological 
and analytic language available, and even more scientific insight into how living subjectivity is 
constituted ‘now’. But still it’s challenging to apprehend how the same projected power abuses and 
excluding representations, bind subjects into dysfunction now as then in so much of  the world. 
Subjectivity manifests first as received affective, sensational and sonic interjects, realised in how we 
are handled, talked to, perceived and connected with as small infants and children. 

’This Filthy Earth’ sees us plunged into a remote rural community with relentlessly bludgeoning 
sensibilities at the core of  the everyday. It shows human beings at their most respectless, 
territorial, sadistic and fucked up. Kötting gives us a tiny community, just about surviving in 
a harsh, physically demanding landscape, leaning heavily into hard-body hysteria, alcohol and 
outsider scapegoating. Everything is orchestrated to highlight the exuberant, self-confident 
abusiveness, passing itself  off  as normal, and getting away with it. We watch the whole 
community become complicit in violence towards Lek, the migrant farmer, when the harvest is 
lost to an unusually extreme storm.

Kötting focuses us on how space, territory, privilege and power are etched with mocking sadistic 
psychotic cruelty onto corporeal, mental and material space, to make a spectacle of  power-ordering 
in dysfunctional hierarchies. He shows us too the sickening pay-offs, the compromises tolerated 
to avoid loss, violence, starving and worse. And simultaneously he underscores the impotence 
of  organised religion to offer anything reparative in these scenarios. With no imaginable role for 
difference, spiritual, political or ethical autonomy, held under word law only, all bodies become a 
shared site for the psychopathic, volatile, dangerous, abusive and insular to project upon.

Kötting presents us with the question; what are subjectivities formed by and for whom? He shows 
us what ‘no-boundaries’ looks like, incestuous, violent, merged, reactive, phantasy laden. He makes 
us view the unfolding horrors when no one knows how to make violence stop, or unthink fucked-
up projection, violent transference, pathological scapegoating. We see what happens when group 
and religious identities offer no mercy, forgiveness or compassion to outsiders. How they offer 
ritualised pathways to pass blame and hatred on into the next generation instead. 

Humans like helpless scorpions, stinging themselves to death from fear of  their own shared, violent 
urges.
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MINDWÖRK
We see too our long reluctance to examine what power in its shadow aspect creates in civil and 
religious societies and culture. Hidden beneath the image display of  virtue and word-based 
moralising, underneath the default screensaver, is all the hating and blaming and killing of  the 
world. Kötting puts us up close with the real-time consequences of  ‘kill-or-be-killed’ thinking, 
with the defensive all-or-nothing binary mind, thoroughly uncoupled from any empathic body 
recognition, in schizoid, either/or fantasy time. He makes us watch it, think about it, feel it. 
No outsiders, no resistance and no escape allowed. It is claustrophobic in the extreme, but also 
compelling, disturbing and thought provoking.

The second of  the Earthwork trilogy, is ‘Ivul’, staged in sophisticated rural beautiful France. Here 
Kötting drills us down into a cultured, comfortable, aristocratic family. We witness their domestic 
dynamics, their sexual tensions and disciplining struggles. And bit by bit their moral and erotic 
sensibilities, the ways the various members manage who they are to each other and in themselves. 
Then domino-effect catastrophe unfolds, the sexual experimenting of  the teenage siblings is 
witnessed by Lek, the family’s adopted migrant and speechless gardener. The events then triggered 
by Alex, the inventive use of  his own bodymind to leverage creatively around the wordlaw of  his 
father, are initially amusing, then poignant and then go unimaginably wrong. 

Kötting implies that resistance and mastery are both ineffective, founded on symbiotic, narcissistic 
relations of  defiance and charisma only. That we remain simultaneously bound within other 
complex fields of  singular, historical and cultural misunderstanding. That the imposition of  
authoritarian wordlaw cuts, onto bodies without love or respect for the evolving rhythms of  
difference, spawn malevolent cuts, contagious law disturbances and violence everywhere. That 
social and symbolic space literally arises out of  these missed understandings. That exorcisms and 
excommunications will infer and confer wild imaginings and violent representations. And in time, 
these will refer and defer dark interjects and projections into real bodies and into the interactive 
permission screens of  moral consciousness.

In ‘Lek and the dogs’, we see what addiction, neglect and violent do when they cant be brought 
stopped, all the chaos and dissociation, how perceptions and emotions run too fast to bind into 
any grounded somatic or psychic integration. But become instead trauma, powerful, uncoupled, 
ungrounded affect, foreboding or strong anxiety that is viscerally tangible in shared spaces. The 
repeating compulsive thoughts and fear laden imagery easily becomes dark orderings in the shared 
unbound. Old scripts, expectations and dark emotions that mysteriously activate back into the now, 
poisoning experience over and over.

Compulsivity and traumatic repetitions block the release of  grief, pain, anxiety, need, anger, 
despair, mourning, love and desire. It blocks our capacity to feel open spontaneous alive vital 
connection. Without connection there is no secure attachment to oneself  or others, no comfort, 
no being helped, no safe touch or place. Just isolated pain and anxiety on repeat. No containment, 
no assistance, no time without the threat of  impending dread and panic. 

In other words, no process to heal or repair loss, danger or failure. No good-enough self, no sense 
of  autonomy, no evolving self  with capacities for choice, action, self-care. Without speakable, 
shareable, embodied contexts for inner life, humane connection and unshamed disclosure, 
the forming social self  cannot know or experience itself  in safe relation, and is left alone with 
overwhelming fantasy affects and ungrounded emotions. 

Flesh and blood bodies with felt-sensing subjectivity emerge from living relations. Sensitive 
bodyminds activated by needs, demands, desires, longings and imaginings. That imprint and are 
imprinted in shared resonance fields long before language begins. We grow from the outset within 
another body, a womb embedded in a real woman. And she embedded in a field of  external and 
internalised lived relations. Implicated with present or absent partner, father, mother, income, 
career, extended family that may be largely warm, calm, kind and supportive, or violent, unstable 
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and dominating. We are slowly making more sense of  how human subjectivity becomes embodied 
within complex verbal and non-verbal, sign and value systems, but there is much to learn, 
comprehend and contextualise still.

Ideas about human identity were heavily entangled last century with theories of  psychoanalysis, that 
themselves sat awkwardly on older religious ideas. Because of  this, we’ve had a model through most 
of  the 20th century, of  the unconscious as somewhere inaccessible deep inside that is completely 
uncivilised. And because we imagined ourselves as made already civilized by science, culture and 
transcendental religions, we left the uncivilised contents in the living body of  women or displaced 
it onto other cultures. We didnt otherwise feel the need to concern ourselves too much about it, 
just use those ideas for defining others and for protocol analysis but rarely as subjects ourselves. 
Only to discipline, restrain, interrupt and educate others, with their lack of  civilised respect for our 
property laws, fences and with their strange lifeword and social values that potentially threaten our 
capacity to prosper.

In this we have sold ourselves the idea that westen society’s notion of  ‘civilised values’ are the top 
ones in a world hierarchy of  moral and administrative systems and this consequently gives western 
property and sovereign law based administrations, a sense of  themselves as more advanced and 
hence more entitled, to rule, regulate, violate and dictate how others live, think and act. 

Or conversely to the ideas we have now, that core respect for life has no place in the weaponised 
power struggles and global relations of  leveraging capitals. That these domains can only be 
thought modern and progressive in so far as they exclude the spiritual completely, and rest on a 
conscienceless secularism that can effortlessly, liquidise people, cities, species and ecospheres to 
protect its profits and values.

This too allows the Western mind to historicise and revisit the entire history of  empire and 
colonisation, of  stolen and excess capital accumulations, of  enforced borders and war unleashing, 
without guilt. as a benign patriarchal sovereignity over the less civilised, as glorious intervention 
even. The violence wrought on whole regions, species, landscapes and cultures in the places we 
called ‘Terra Nullius’ are scenes of  civilisation in progress and collateral damage only, regrettable 
but necessary to think too deeply about. Unless it affects us personally its too big, too old, too 
complex, too expensive. But like violence and trauma in the personal, the toxic affects of  violence 
in the cultural and over lands don’t go away easily either.

Kötting shows that word law hair-splitting is never going to constitute a sane humanely shareable 
environment that can repair us after traumatic violent events. That violent entitled perception and 
behaviour, within inadequate fields of  cognition, with insufficient comprehension of  how affect 
works is a social and psychic-time bomb. 

That dark affects, even hidden and split away from, will nevertheless plant dark seeds. Where we 
cant imagine humanely, grieve or acknowledge deep existential significances for on going life, we 
are left with only cold, hard defensive body-politic to couple our self-interested indifference to. But 
still a fast network to share it on and plenty of  shopping, so hey, what the fuck. Kötting‘s pushes 
us to notice that for all our fast speak showy, fast image groovy techno-couplings, this stark ethical 
weakness remains largely unaddressed in our metaphoric and discursive frameworks. 

So lame, so outdated, so regressive anyhow, to simply wish the drawbridge up and retreat into 
castles of  networked screens that connect us straight back again anyway to everything we fear.
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BODYWÖRK
Let’s return now to that model of  the unconscious that we inherited from the 20th century. The 
human unconscious imagined as full to the brim with perversions, sexual urges, violence that all 
were under oath to restrain at drive level, in order to be seen as civilised. 

Obviously the virtuous and holy practiced fidelity, chastity and sublimation, but common people, 
the uncivilised, the foreigners and women were all untrustworthy, they needed civilising and 
disciplining by their superiors and betters, their husbands and fathers, so they learn to be good and 
civilised in good, civilised society. 

So with the dark contents of  the lived unconscious safely framed as ‘other’ by Freud the rational 
language-based version of  morality became dominant. From this American Ego psychology 
developed, where behaviour was seen as more significant than processing complex perceptions 
and feelings. Conscious was good, normative, normal, unconscious was bad, mad and dangerous, 
with nothing much in between. And those we don’t understand or who resist good civil ordering 
are clearly mad, bad and just in need of  firm discipline.

The unconscious becomes the repository for holding bad violence, bad sex, and bad desires, all 
those dark qualities that would lead us to become bad citizens, bad people. Yet we remained 
unresponsive to thinking through where this badness first came from? Badness was clearly just 
caused by an absence of  virtue or courage, or disobedience, lack of  faith, sin etc, but also people 
believed that badness came from outside them, from the outsider, from Johnny Foreigner or from 
women. So religion solved this crisis of  patriarchal ordering by gendering authority, creating guilt 
and sin and putting all the bad cruel stuff  in other people’s bodies, territory or places.

This drive/instinct iceberg model is widely seen as still accurate.

And in fact we’ve been sold this interpretation for a very long time, in numerous other forms 
that we will return to later. Since that post-war rise of  advertising and popular culture, we have 
had an idea that desirable objects can fulfil all our fantasies and make us happy. And that personal 
happiness is all. That to seek insights beyond lifestyle marketing and project-self  is un-amusing, 
over-intellectual or just plain unnecessary.

We feel we should be political, anarchic, outwardly revolutionary, pursuing all kinds of  dynamically 
displayed actions towards social justice. If  we are taking our politics seriously, anything less would 
be lame, narcissistic, right? But this misses the important point that we’ve modelled the unconscious 
dishonestly from the beginning, in the mono-cultural and personal, and are still proceeding with 
this false model inadequately critiqued into the ethical and cultural again.

Living an anarchic mischievous courage and not being defined by authoritarian discourses, without 
desiring to kill anyone, is my favourite thing about Andrew Kötting, and a longstanding theme in 
his work. 

He makes us look at violence not only as a civilised/uncivilised dichotomy but as a system-wide 
psychic register, and as a shared symbolic social and cultural apparatus. And in my opinion, we 
urgently do need to do this, if  we are to stay alive on a habitable planet.

We traded every body’s right to exist for vectored cash rewards in a virtual universe in the 20th 
Century, and for the promise of  a chin tucked, shiny free-market future for ourselves only. Now 
we are trumping the lifeworld in the 21st Century for capital relations that ascribe no metaphor to 
social mobility and mobile affect, beyond cash accumulation and twitter updates. 

We know that the brand-laden cash registers are always already prioritised over human worth. So 
we cut ourselves to fit instead, to stem the anxious ungrounded hysterical information overloads. 
Social exclusion and indifference are sad but just necessary stages of  compassion fatigue, not 
symptoms of  anything really important or deeper.
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And with so many identities now demanding representation, the nationalist, the secularist, the 
capitalist, the heteronormative, semiotic, hashtag, gothic, trans, metoo, indigenous, feminist, black, 
associative, millenial, clickbait, chickbait, cat gif, viral economy is now a cacophony. Making us 
forget that the site of  subjectivity is where the subject-in-process is. We are now always in-between-
borderless-pay-as-you-go, so we experience via frenetic virtual swarmings, feud-led, feed-led, 
reactive-performative, texting to the end of  excess. 

The fat lady has been singing to governments and politicians loudly about material ecology since 
the ‘70s, but we are too busy leveraging our capital to care. And now so coupled to our distributive 
networks, there’s nobody with enough attention-span left to notice. All is consumed in defensive 
fantasy affects about how to defend the good (us) from the bad (them).

Recognition is embedded in the perceptive architectures between the mind  (thinking structure) 
and the extended sites of  process and value signification (embodied in-feeling ). That is to say, also 
including the non-conscious aspect of  body-mind, which is a complex affective coupling between 
interior autonomic and parasympathethic systems and outward sensing capacities towards self  and 
non-self, inner and outer, world and environment.

It is a vital, pulsational, charged physiological arcitecture coupling towards and within 
representational, conceptual, semantic, and ideational networks made of  flesh and blood. Language 
holds time and space in bodies not only in grammar. And language couples bodies into space and 
time not only words into sentences. 

We can think about embodied re-cognition as more like plugging our capacity for meaning-making 
into an open process rather than a semantic category. A category has a fixity already, an open 
durational process is connected and experienced until it generates something interesting, so its not 
thinking as such, but complex processing, resonating across multiple connectivity’s. 

Because living systems are self-organising, and alive, what seems a closed unthinkable complexity 
to the semantic mind, at a processual level can suddenly generate insights again, that can be 
experienced, externalised, actualised. 

If  the need in the real (bodymind) is to feel valued enough, satisfied enough, worthy of  having 
value, then the desire for the desire of  others is a decoy that can never satisfy anyway. Rather the 
capacity to feel things are ‘good enough for today’ brings satisfaction in cycles of  wanting, getting 
and letting go, that reinforces subliminally that there is enough for all. But in the split mind body 
registers we are hooked to the desire to be desirable, and desired enough, and this compulsive desire 
to display our desirability could erase our capacity to stay alive if  we keep ignoring the imbalance.

But when fear, ruthlessness and insecurity organise drives and affects to different realms, and leave 
them without any humane company, then we are awash with hard-body affect only. We cant act in 
liquidity, because we know what we feel doesn’t matter to others and if  we go against them they 
will destroy us. So we submit and join the masquerade, and project all the subliminal fears of  being 
without value, towards others and the unknown. But still there are more others, who may not desire 
our desire to be desired, but just desire our stuff  for themselves.

Empathy or it’s lack then, is not the issue here, its socio-symbolic structure at play here, not just 
an emotional capacity. It’s more that there’s no grounded context in which to think or enact a 
‘being together’, no way to an in-feeling (einfuhlung) where everybody can participate meaningfully. 
This is the core dysfunction of  our time. Some agents have massively inflated bodies (of  power/
symbolic agency/desire/capital/authority) and others have no body at all, no right to take up space 
anywhere.
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Andrew Kötting’s Earthwork Trilogy tracks us through the spaces of  indifference, in-between 
possession and effective being-in-the-world. He tracks the signage between objectified and co-
created, between symbolic and lived-time. He shows too, how quickly morphing layers of  reality 
can collide and become traumatic unthinkable horrors that no one can think through or past. How 
we over and over reconstitute brutality, because we don’t know how to think the shareable. That 
when power believes it’s own stories, objectified subjects and objectifying states are unavoidable.

We must keep trying together then, to join up the dots, between representational, symbolic, 
discursive and metaphorical mappings of  the subject in social space constitution. And we need 
more than flow diagrams and computational capacity to make humane in-sight out of  all these 
potentially dehumanising flows of  mobile information. 

The drive towards violent power and pride in hierarchically organised patriarchal relations 
manifests as heroism, competitiveness, arrogance, ruthless display culture, delight in being the 
most powerful, the top thing that is most desirable and leaves lacking in others. 

Lacan’s idea that desire is the desire for the desire of  the other can be seen clearly. For if  the others 
desire is also to see displayed how much they are desired, then the cycle can never end. No one 
can feel satisfaction beyond the continual trading of  images, affects, status and capital. Those at 
the top feel pride in being top and hence desirable, with a surfeit of  attention (affect) that makes 
them able to identify as desirable and hence successful (in a narcissistic culture) but still this does 
not translate into being satisfied in the psycho-corporal register, because continually desiring the 
desire of  others is not equivalent with actually feeling satisfied.

I’m put in mind of  Eve with her apple, and Pandora with her box, the body, women and the earth 
itself  narrated as the signifying ground of  fallen mortals, ascribed responsibility in different ways 
for mankind’s fall into sin and chaos. 

Both women failed to obey the dictates from on high, and did as we know, eat the apple and open 
the box respectively. And the story goes that because of  Eve, we have fallen into duality, where we 
must now manage knowledge ourselves; deal on our own with all the powers of  creativity, naked, 
in and by our own efforts.

Similarly when Pandora’s box opened, all the forces of  affliction and chaos were released across the 
whole earth, apparently only leaving hope there alone. The word ‘hope’ in the old Greek, translates 
closer to the idea of  expectation.

It would be a supreme irony of  missed understanding, if  the ancients had actually been trying to 
say all along; you all are now responsible for shared reality and the shared durations of  your life on 
the earth. And the chaos will become, only by your own will, by the hopes and expectations you 
extend into your value systems. 

Whatever your hope and expectation is for the world to become, it will become. I could live with 
that as a spiritual maxim for a shared signifying ground.

Sarah Lloyd 2018
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ECHOES: ANDREW KÖTTING’S ‘EARTH’ 
TRILOGY IN THREE CONVERSATION

I first came to the work of  Andrew Kötting through Gallivant, the Artist/Filmmaker’s 
remarkable feature-length debut. Gallivant acted as a seemingly jovial jaunt along the coast and 
managed to paint a picture of  a British Isles that incorporated its past, its present and a glimpse 

into its future. The same could be said to apply to the film’s approach to family, in which even those 
who are or will soon be absent remain remarkably present. Kötting’s subsequent works are all to 
some degree haunted by the aesthetic, textural and thematic ghosts of  Gallivant: Gladys and Eden 
in the echo chamber. Kötting tore up many of  the British filmmaking maps in existence (this is all 
pre Google), offering a signpost to a new type of  British cinema that was home grown, but never 
parochial; experimental and risk taking, but never po-faced.

Having discovered Kötting’s work and crammed up on his pre-Gallivant activities, no small ask 
given his prodigious capacity for creative outpourings, my first actual interaction with him occurred 
down a crackly telephone line when I interviewed him for the Film4 release of  This Filthy Earth 
back in 2001. 

This was the first film in the ‘Earth’ trilogy. I found him to be very much like his output, that is 
to say, restless, passionate, voracious and endlessly inquisitive and intelligent. We connected, and 
so when I made the similar journey from South London to the South Coast we sought each other 
out. Our professional relationship deepened when as part of  an advisory team at Artificial Eye I 
suggested that we distribute and then exhibit on our cinema screens Ivul, the second instalment 
in the ‘Earth’ trilogy. And now, as part of  the Artistic Directorate at HOME, Manchester, I will 
be involved in distributing Lek And The Dogs, the final entry in the ‘Earth’ trilogy. We have been 
thinking and talking together about these films now for 16 years. That is quite a passage of  time. 

When I was asked to contribute to the volume that you hold in your hand I considered a number 
of  approaches. In the end I decided on a method that hopefully gives an insight both into Kötting’s 
thought process and aesthetic approach and to the evolution of  the ‘Earth’ trilogy itself  and how, 
as the gap between each project shows, the sense that an artist, no matter which discipline in 
which she or he toils, is invariably hostage to certain market forces and frequently hostile funding 
environments. My conversations with Andrew in the past have frequently contained a term, all 
his own, that I have grown very comfortable with and that is ‘spillage’, a reference both to the 
aforementioned echoes of  the past and the notion of  projects blending and bleeding with each 
other. This Filthy Earth, Ivul and Lek And The Dogs all form part of  a distinctive and separate 
trilogy concerned with the land and how humanity finds its place on, above and below it. But 
they are also part of  a wider continuum and will no doubt engage in a dialogue with and inform 
whatever Andrew makes next. More ‘spillage’. Hopefully the conversations below with all their 
links, fissures and moments of  happenstance are reflective of  this. 

JASON WOOD

Earth Trilogy 
In Three 
Conversations
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TRILOGY 1 - CONVERSATION 1: THIS 
FILTHY EARTH 
(FILM AND CONVERSATION BOTH FROM 2001)
Jason Wood: Despite the often unforgiving elements and the way in which you present the 
physical hardship of  rural existence there is a lyrical beauty to This Filthy Earth, specifically the 
summer harvesting sequence. Did you want these scenes to exist in any kind of  opposition to 
the other ‘spunk and bones’ moments? Also, did you drawn on any cinematic references? I was 
reminded of  Malick’s Days Of  Heaven (1978) and Alexander Dovzhenko’s Earth (1930)

Andrew Kötting: I haven’t seen Earth but I was definitely influenced by Terence Malick and 
that magic hour light that can sometimes seem so surreal. Roman Polanski’s Tess (1979) also cast 
a shadow. The harvesting does read as somewhat elegiac, but there is also something ominous 
forever present, and of  course the message of  the old versus the new.

JW: What kind of  atmosphere was it on the shoot and when and where did the majority of  the 
shooting take place?  

AK: We shot in Dentdale in North Yorkshire for everything other than the girls’ abode, which 
was shot in Dent in Cumbria.The atmosphere on set was that of  one large, dishevelled, spunk 
stained family. The cast were always around even if  they were not required for many of  the days 
of  shooting. Peter Hugo-Daley aka Jesus Christ would wander the Yorkshire Dales in costume, 
spirit bottle in hand ready to cure the afflicted.

JW: Visually, the film has certain timelessness to it but it still manages to deal very effectively with 
concerns that affect modern communities. I’m thinking specifically of  the racial abuse suffered 
by Lek. Were you keen for the film to have contemporary resonance?  

AK: Absolutely, we never wanted to write it large but it was very important.

JW: You draw fantastic performances from a naturalistic and relatively inexperienced cast. Are 
there benefits to working with non-actors and could you talk a little bit about some of  the 
qualities each of  their principals bought to their roles?

AK: I was casting intuitively. I had help from casting agents who were responsible for drawing 
my attention to Rebecca Palmer and Dudley Sutton but it was a process of  pushing and probing 
at interview stage. It was also about ‘look’ and how genuine I thought the actors were when I 
confronted them with the REAL that I was after. We were hoping to cast at the city farm but 
this proved problematic so we had sides of  beef  and buckets of  blood delivered to the studio 
instead. Shane Attwooll is from Deptford, like myself, and it was always his look that I had been 
interested in. I found his picture in Spotlight years before I cast him and it was this image that 
informed the Buto character. He was always there looking up at me.

Earthworks_240418_V1.indd   335 02/05/2018   12:18



JW: Is improvisation something that you encouraged?  

AK: I am always on the look out for the happenstance, whether that be from the landscape or the 
cast or the crew or the props or whatever, so trust in the cast and their ability to improvise is always 
part of  the process.

JW: You take quite a ‘sculptural’ approach to filmmaking, having described it as a ‘hunting and 
gathering process’. 

AK: Yes it is very much a sculptural process. Contingent. never set in stone, always an approximation 
of  what you set out to do and therefore I’m far less likely to be disappointed or dependent on 
numerous takes. Albeit that we stuck very closely to the final script I was always on the look out for 
the OTHER. It can however create no end of  problems at the edit because of  all the new possibles 
but it just makes you work harder as a filmmaker.

JW: You obviously work in a variety of  media. What kind of  possibilities do these formats present 
and how do you see digital filmmaking as influencing the future of  film production, particularly in 
terms of  the possibilities it affords those working on limited budgets.

AK: The impact of  the new technologies is profound. I think that a lot of  the control is now back 
in the hands of  the filmmakers. The power of  the labs has been undermined and the industry as a 
whole is losing its monopoly. It is all very positive, but as far as the different formats within This 
Filthy Earth are concerned it is as much about texture and atmosphere as it is about being cost 
effective. I also use mini DV throughout in a symbolic way, it is meant to represent the ‘Eyes Of  
The Landscape’ as seen through the eyeless character of  Joey, the feral vagabond. It is used as an 
animistic presence throughout and in the wake of  Joey’s sister’s death, Megan, the film goes into a 
berserk and somewhat apocalyptical freefall where madness is never that far away.

JW: How unforgiving is the current filmmaking climate for innovate directors such as yourself ?

AK: The paradox is that although it might be cheaper and easier to produce films it is becoming 
harder to distribute anything at all wayward or unfamiliar.  This is not necessarily true of  World 
Cinema but certainly of  British cinema. Output seems to be genre driven, generic and rather limp. 
Filmmakers always erring on the side of  caution or accommodation. However, for a few years now 
there are new arenas opening up which are more about the gallery space or viewing context. I am 
very inspired to see the works of  people like Issac Julian, Tacita Dean and Shirin Neshrat so well 
disseminated.

TRILOGY 2 - CONVERSATION 2: IVUL 
(FILM AND CONVERSATION BOTH FROM 2009)1 

Jason Wood: There’s been a long hiatus between This Filthy Earth and Ivul.

Andrew Kötting: It’s par for the course I guess with the kind of  work that I make. Gallivant came 
out and did relatively well and certainly got a lot of  people interested in it after it’s initial screening 
at Edinburgh Film Festival. Even when I was making This Filthy Earth the idea behind Ivul 
certainly existed but I didn’t really know what form I wanted it to take. John Cheetham, Andrew 
Mitchell and I wrote the first drafts together and the BBC committed to it but then it went into 
turnaround whilst they developed their digital channels. 

1 Reproduced with kind permisson of Columbia University Press. An edited version of this interview originally 
appeared in Last Words (CUP, September 2014).
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Then This Filthy Earth came out and I think people thought ‘Blinking Heck, do we really want 
another one of  those?’ For me in a perverse way this was quite reassuring and there was a slight 
sense of  relief  that I wouldn’t have to make it and I could get on with some of  the other stuff  that 
I wanted to do. Then three years ago E.D. Distribution who distribute my work in France were 
approached by a young producer, Émilie Blézat who expressed an interest in producing the film 
after reading the script. Various meetings took place in Paris and the French Pyrenees – an area 
I know well – and suddenly the project took on a new life. The catch of  course was that I had to 
translate the script into French and transpose the story to a completely different landscape

JW: You are amongst a recent group of  British filmmakers including Ben Hopkins2 and Thomas 
Clay3 who having found it difficult to get their work financed in the UK have relocated abroad. 
How did shooting outside of  the UK in the French Pyrenees feed into the sensibility of  the film?

AK: An huge pleasure. I love language and I love to play with language. I also have a large archive 
– both sonic and visual – which in itself  is another ‘language’. Inevitably elements from the archive 
find their way into my work, whether it is in the films or the other media piece. There is a sensibility 
inherent within this collaging of  voices that has always interested me although the nuance of  
spoken French still escapes me, which means that I tend to simplify things and not let them get 
too complicated. 

I kept the story and the images simpler and made a point, not something I often do, of  trying 
to remain faithful to the script. I think the UK audiences are more forgiving of  Ivul because it 
is in French. I have a feeling that people were less forgiving of  This Filthy Earth because it was 
located in the Yorkshire Dales and people spoke a reconstructed feral English. People seem to be 
attributing to Ivul a fairytale element or ‘otherness’, which was there in This Filthy Earth yet less 
accessible.

JW: Landscape is tremendously central to your work, which often attempts a dialogue with your 
environments.

AK: Every film I have ever made from Klipperty Klöpp (1984) onwards has involved my 
confronting the landscape in some way. I love the idea of  getting my hands dirty and even allowing 
elements such as rain to come into the lens. For me it’s very corporeal and I like to convey that 
within the fabric of  the film, which is why sometimes the work is bizarre and has its own strange 
rhythms or logic.

JW: Ivul is dedicated to your mother, who you credit with keeping the family together. The notion 
of  family is another central element of  your work. It was the core of  the recent In The Wake Of  
A Deadad project for example.

AK: I draw on my life for inspiration and feed that back into the work. In The Wake Of  A Deadad4  

was an exorcism in many ways. The father in Ivul is the kind of  dad I wished I’d had, eccentric 
and strange and loveable. My mother, like many others of  her generation, really did hold the family 
together and had to make tremendous sacrifices to do so. Even as an adolescent growing up I 
would be astonished at what she would do to keep us together as a unit. Marie, the mother in the 
film is obviously very different to my mother and she reaches a moment where she has simply had 
enough. My mother never reached that point albeit she had every reason to give up and walk away. 
Her fortitude and strength of  character still moves me today, a humility and innate understanding 
that is sadly lacking in many.  

2   After Simon Magus Hopkins made The Nine Lives of Thomas Katz outside of the UK. He continues to work 
abroad, his most recent film being the documentary Hasret.  
 
3   Thomas Clay relocated to Thailand to make Soi Cowboy after making The Great Ecstasy of Robert 
Carmicheal on the South Coast of England.  
 
4   In The Wake of a Dead Dad was Kötting’s 2005 pondering of family and fatherhood that incorporated a 
book, a film and an installation. 
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JW: Jacob Auzanneau is remarkable as Alex. It’s less a performance and more a performance piece.

AK: He was actually much less intimidated by the physical acts he had to perform, many of  which 
were filmed the winter before we actually started official production on the film, he was more 
fearful of  having to act. He was only sixteen when he came down to the Pyrenees to climb trees 
and it was just a tiny crew working with him at this time. The following summer, when the money 
came through and work on the film proper began, the thought of  having to scale houses didn’t 
worry him at all as he is a trained acrobat who has worked with the likes of  Cirque de Soleil. It 
was definitely the acting that worried him. What I tried to communicate to him, and something I 
carry with me for all the films, is that ‘it is only a film’. Of  equal importance to everyone involved 
is the journey of  making it.  They are free to improvise and act spontaneously and often it is these 
unguarded and unscripted moments that find themselves central in my films.

JW: You work across various disciplines and allow these various practices to feed into one another. 
Ivul contains experimental elements, from the archive footage and the various sonic experiments 
but I was impressed by your relative restraint in these regards this time round.

AK: There was a lot of  pressure on me at the post-production stage for instance this was the first 
time that I was subjected to test audience screenings. It was also done very much in a collaborative 
spirit, both with the actors and technicians and the producers and financiers. I did put a certain 
amount of  pressure on myself  to actually tell the story, or at least keep to it as best as I could. Ivul 
is more about telling a story, creating tension and making sure that it’s structure is sharp.

JW: What kind of  influences did you draw upon?

AK: The Moon and The Sledgehammer5 (1971) by Philip Trevelyan is a key work for me and I 
used the film as a companion piece when making Ivul. I made sure that I showed it to everyone 
working on the film, especially the two cameramen, Gary Parker and Nick Gordon Smith and 
then looked to them to capture that film’s sense of  spontaneity and vision. Ben Rivers is another 
filmmaker who does something similar and there are probably elements of  Ben’s work in Ivul. In 
a more visual or spectacular sense I am drawn to Matthew Barney’s  work. You can almost smell 
and taste his films. Werner Herzog is another filmmaker who is always in the back of  my mind. 
Herzog is primal and elemental.

JW: Ivul is the second of  a planned trilogy.

AK: This Filthy Earth was the first. That film was set on the ground, Ivul is obviously partly set 
above the ground and the third part of  the trilogy will take place underground. Xavier Tchili 
who plays Lek will arrive underground and meander through the underworld. There are some 
beautiful cave structures that I have been exploring in France, Cornwall and the Faroe Islands. 
Xavier is a classically trained actor and of  course in Ivul he doesn’t get to speak. I’ve promised 
that when he arrives in the underworld he’ll have dialogue. The intention is that he’ll meet some 
of  the characters from the other two films. There’s no script as yet, just ideas and a landscape. 

TRILOGY 3 - CONVERSATION 3: LEK AND 
THE DOGS 
(FILM AND CONVERSATION BOTH FROM 2017)

Jason Wood: The third film in the ‘Earth’ trilogy, Lek and the Dogs is adapted from the play by 
Hattie Naylor. What elements most attracted you to the play and how did the elements and the 
themes fit with some of  the other concerns you have expressed and explored in the trilogy?

5  Celebrated American artist perhaps best known for his Cremaster cycle.
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Andrew Kötting: Hattie was an undergraduate at the Slade when I was doing a Post Graduate 
in Fine Art there. We both loved being in the sound studios, which were located in the bowels of  
University. We conducted many experiments down there and by the time we reconnected many 
years later she had already become an established playwright and had even helped set up a theatre 
company called Gallivant. So I knew that we were bound to work together, it had been foretold by 
the Angels of  Happenstance.

I had heard her radio adaptations of  the Pepys diaries for Radio4 and was also compelled by her 
play Ivan And The Dogs. Then a few years later when I saw it performed on stage at the Soho 
Theatre I knew that it might make a great film. She had already suggested that we collaborate on a 
version of  WG Sebald’s Rings of  Saturn but I was more interested in the isolationism of  the Ivan 
story. It fitted with the plans I had for trying to tell a story set under the ground.  But perhaps the 
biggest connection was with Beckett’s Krapp’s Last Tape, a monologue set in an ‘elsewhere, which 
I felt had some tangential connection to Hattie’s story. 

JW: Similarly, This Filthy Earth was adapted from Zola. Ivul was an original screenplay. And now 
we return to an adaptation. Was there a clear thought process at work in terms of  original/adapted 
material or is this a case of  characteristic Kötting happenstance?

AK: There was a semblance of  design behind the decision to ‘adapt’ or ‘ respond’ to Ivan And 
The Dogs, based more on the idea of  investigating a story that could ostensibly take place under 
the ground.

This Filthy Earth, which as you suggest was adapted/hewn from Zola’s La Terre, was set very 
much ON the ground and Ivul, inspired by Italo Calvino’s Baron of  the Trees and Tarzan was set 
ABOVE the ground, so it seemed fitting/interesting to set the final part of  the trilogy UNDER 
the ground.

In that sense happenstance had no part to play at all, which is a little antithetical to much of  my 
practice BUT moreover it offered a brilliant launch pad for conjoining ideas of  a narrative with 
those of  a ‘journeywork’.

In the film Lek And The Dogs I’m constructing and deconstructing the story as it unfolds. 
Interviews with Alan Moore and Sarah Lloyd were vital to the development of  this idea and by the 
time the home movie footage and archive came on board we were quite a long way from any sense 
of  adaptation.  

JW: The theme of  the relationship between the human figure and nature is of  course central to 
the trilogy. It’s arguably a facet of  your work in general. How did you seek to approach this theme 
this time around and did you allow any other references or parallels to come into play? Watching 
Lek I was reminded a number of  times of  Herzog but there are also elements of  Tarkovsky at play, 
perhaps most specifically, Stalker (1979).

AK: Tarkovsky’s Stalker had a profound effect on me when I saw it in the cinema many moons 
back and I’ve re-watched the film on numerous occasions but not in its entirety, usually on a TV 
or computer screen, but that first experience; the pacing and the metaphysical impact had me 
entranced and bewitched. The atmosphere was butted onto the brain. It had a similar effect for 
me as watching David Lynch’s Eraserhead (1977) or Derek Jarman’s Sebastiane (1976). They were 
unforgettable, yet more importantly, they all felt as if  they were attainable or ‘do-able’ as an aspiring 
filmmaker. The role of  Lek and his position within the worlds that I try to construct has trace 
elements of  all three films; Lek is an outsider struggling to come to terms with his own angst and 
inner turmoil, enigmatic and alone.  
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JW: As with Swandown (2012) and By Ourselves (2015) and Edith Walks (2017) there is also a 
sense of  mythology with Lek and the Dogs and the drawing upon myth and fairytale. I often 
thought of  Rome and the legend of  Romulus and Remus. Did you retain this interest from the 
aforementioned films? I always enjoy the way you bring the past into the present in the films. 

AK: The past invariably enters the work through my interests in literature or the use of  archive, 
whether it be sonic or moving image. There’s something about the incorporation of  these disparate 
elements that enables the structure of  the film to change and become less linear or predictable. I 
think that their textures afford a different reading or understanding of  the work and therefore they 
often feel like ruptures whilst at the same time serving to underpin the ‘meta’ within the work. The 
‘stuff ’ that can only really be hinted at or implied but the ‘stuff ’ that also lends itself  to the mythic 
or ‘other’. The here-and-now underpinned and undermined by the ‘has-been’.

I’m mindful of  the way Iain Sinclair works with his prose and how often within a single page one 
might be transported to Christ knows where because of  his seamless melding together or collaging 
of  thoughts and points of  reference, the tangents and cul-de-sacs might even become the very 
fabric of  his writing.

JW: Can you talk a little about the location in which you film? You relocate the material from 
Moscow to the deserts of  Northern Chile. What was the reasoning behind the switch? Was it as 
simple as following the pattern of  each film in the trilogy being on the earth, above the earth, 
beneath the earth….
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AK: Indeed. Although I had had it in mind for over thirty years to return to the Atacama Desert at 
whatever cost. I had travelled for almost a year overland throughout South America with my lover 
Leila6  when we were wooing each other. We had stumbled upon Humberstone whilst hitch-hiking 
across Chile when a civil rights lawyer had picked us up and made a significant detour to show us 
this remarkable ghost town. I think he might even have suggested that some of  the ‘disappeared’ 
had ended up being buried close by.  

The abandoned streets and buildings, the schools and hospitals, the basket ball courts and swimming 
pools had a profound effect on me. There was something post apocalyptic about the place, it had 
an atmosphere that would thereafter haunt me. Infecting my dreams. I was slightly obsessed by the 
place and so it made perfect sense for my character Lek to surface somewhere like Humberstone. 
Most of  all I wanted the landscape to be barren and fantastic, empty and mythic and I wanted to 
be back in its dry arid bosom, a place where everything is mummified and preserved, a place of  
memory and nostalgia.    

JW: You work again with Xavier Tchili. A real force of  nature and a figure that reminds me of  
Denis Lavant7  for his ability to combine acting with physical performance. Was Xavier always in 
your mind for the role of  Ivan and how do you marshal his incredibly energy?

AK: Xavier Tchili had to be in the film. We had swum the channel together and walked the Pyrenean 
mountains together. He is corporeal and intellectual, gentle and believable. He had been in the 
other two parts of  the trilogy and it made perfect sense to work with him again. Besides I kept 
promising him that in the final part of  the trilogy he would have a script with lines to learn and a 
trajectory for his character.

In This Filthy Earth and Ivul he had very little to say. I wanted him to be a mystery. I wanted his 
physicality and benign presence to pique the curiosity of  an audience, inspired in part by both the 
Stalker and also Krapp from Krapp’s Last Tape.

As far back as 1999 we had toyed with the idea of  inventing a language for him and we had 
rehearsed it at length as part of  his character study for both previous films but with Lek And The 
Dogs at last he had a voice. We still have conversations in public using the language. Tchili has 
been a real delight to work with, as were Clio Barnard’s8 two sons Clay and Seth, my Dog sons, 
who improvised with the language when we were recording the young Lek sequences in voiceover.

Interestingly enough Tchili played opposite Denis Lavant last year in the production of  Duc De 
Gothland in France. Peas from the same pod.    

JW: You have established what seems to be a very productive, conducive and productive working 
relationship with a key technical team. Can you say more about how the relationship functions in 
general and what particular sensibilities did you wish to bring to the material this time round?

AK: Most of  my collaborations are about friendship and trust. Whether it be Jem Finer or Nick 
Gordon Smith, Philippe Ciompi, Anonymous Bosch, Cliff  West, Claudia Barton, Vicki Jung or 
Leila McMillan and especially my daughter Eden; they are all people that I love. They bring their 
genius and generosity of  spirit to the projects, the financial reward is not their motivation, they are 
patient and understanding and convincing. I feel as if  they are my audience and that I don’t want to 
disappoint them, they help me and make me ‘do it’, the work exists because of  them….  

JW: As with Ivul there is a good balance between narrative and the love of  experimentation that 
has peppered your work. How do you achieve the balance of  telling the story and taking the 
spectator on a journey in a more aesthetic sense?

6   Leila McMillan is an artist and fiddlesmith. A brilliant woman who puts up with Andrew. 
 
7   Lavant is perhaps best known for his performance in Beau Travail (1999) by Claire Denis. He has also 
collaborated with Leos Carax, most recently on Holy Motors (2012).  
 
8  Clio Barnard is the director of The Arbor (2010), The Selfish Giant (2013) and Dark River (2017). 
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AK: The balance between narrative and experimentation is always difficult. I sometimes wince 
when I’m with an audience looking back at This Filthy Earth or Ivul, where the story is/was 
paramount. I can see the flaws and my wanton disregard for the conventions of  the three act 
structure or the ideas behind; ‘Whose story is it?’

The clichés around central characters or story arcs used to irritated me; I was more interested in 
‘implied narratives’ or ‘fragmented narratives’ but ultimately the language of  story telling within 
the remit of  cinema or television is a tried and tested formula, the rules exist because they work, 
so when I pull them apart without resolving the ruptures or fissures that I have created or forget 
to put them back together again I am deeply ashamed, however this is all part of  the experiment.

It’s the ‘not-knowing’ that I’m fascinated by, the experimentation is all part of  the ambition, 
and when sequences work within the films it is almost as a result of  their own volition, there is 
something alchemical at work that I might have instigated but quite often I’m just there fiddling or 
reverse engineering meaning or feeling. I’m sat in my garden shed watching it all ‘happen’.

With Lek And The Dogs, in collaboration with the ‘experts’, whether they be child psychologists, 
animal behaviorists, psychotherapists or eternalists, I attempt to unpick and then rebuild the story 
as it unfolds. The film is ultimately a hybrid in which a narrative structure is deconstructed and then 
reconstructed using the language of  documentary.

A collage of  ideas and textures is held together initially through Hattie’s powerful story about a boy 
being brought up by a pack of  wild dogs but ultimately the film disintegrates into a fragmented 
inquiry into the nature of  civilization and its’ downfall.

A post-apocalyptic and somewhat nihilistic portrait of  a place-past, as seen through the dusty lens 
of  a man’s gaze whilst heard through the sound of  his hissy memory.         

JW: The film was described by the London Film Festival9 as a montage essay on the state of  the 
world. Do you see the film, released in very troubled times, as having an explicit social and political 
function? 

AK: Yes. BEWARE the fundaMENTALists, whether they be religious, political or pharmaceutical….

JW: Finally, how tall are you?

AK: FOUR FEET AND EIGHT INCHES - A LITTLE SMALLER THAN YOUR CAR10  

 
Jason Wood is The Artistic Director: Film at HOME Manchester and Visiting Professor 
at Manchester School of Art. He is the author of numerous books on cinema and 
the co-director (with Simon Barker) of the Ballard inspired experiemntal film Always 
(crashing). WAVING 

9  Lek and the Dogs premiered at the 2017 BFI London Film Festival.   
 
10 I’d put him at around five feet ten. 
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PHILIPPE CIOMPI 

Waving 
Microphones at 
Windmills
  LINGUIST . SOUNDSMITH AND TRAVELLER 
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I  PREHISTORY
2001 
Discovering Gallivant, I fall in love with British cinema again. 
Thank you. 
There are people here. 
They make work. 

2006 
In midst of  a shoot in China, a phone call from London, enquiring about becoming Andrew 
Kötting’s picture editor for Ivul.

Disbelief  - excitement - amazement.

After numerous production emails and clashing schedules, that plan is dropped, but will do the 
sound post instead. 

Overwhelming.

II IVUL 
First direct meeting, after a typical, arranged marriage resulting from intricacies of  production. 

Going to be working with the unknown - unknown person, unknown place: a few days of  sniffing 
around, banter and provocations, looking out for signs, recognising, territorieof  like-mindedness.

THE PLACE 
A monastery-like, deserted labyrinth, Le Fresnoy. 
Hi-tech art school planted right next to the French-Belgian border, Roubaix Tourcoing.
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An area mostly known as a run-down desolated former textile and mining region destroyed by 
post-industrialization. 
North African former factory workers, seedy bars, cold and damp days, lugubrious beauty of  the 
derelict.
Exiting the narrow monk cell’s single bed towards the sound studio.
Stairwell door slams shut with an endless, cathedral-catacomb-like echo, later put to use in a few 
recordings. 
Good morning.
Intuitively and obviously I need to invent different methods. 
The man who made Gallivant would never let me sort out all the location sound methodically, by 
the book.
Then layer by layer progressively constructing the sound fortress or embroidery I envisage. 
Immediate decision: not to start at the beginning, jump straight where there’s an inspiration. 
Do the exciting stuff  while you’re excited, and the boring stuff  during the long evenings when 
you’re lost.
Create poles of  sound, constellations, dots, elements linked by tension and release, weaving this 
dynamic, multi-layered network. 
Decide later whether to link the elements, and what to leave unheard, implied.
Creating and discovering the ways at the same time as the work.
Bliss, freedom, liberation.

And slowly getting to grasp and comprehend the unique intricacies of  tragedy and gargantuan 
laughter at work in the Kötting universe.
A love of  humans thinly veiling troughs of  despair.
Acute awareness of  the disasters of  the human condition.

Can’t stop making sound jokes at the most tragic moments.
Metronome sounds delayed after the father’s monstrous stroke.
The twins playing with the hospital bed’s remote control.
Inventing the mother’s memory of  her children’s playroom.
Adding a passing fly to the crying of  this disintegrating human endeavour.
The family.

Regular Skypes with Eden from the sound cutting room.
Glimpses into a life of  acceptance, rebellion, laughter, exhaustion. 
Eden as a path to love of  humans, and to growing human.
Five weeks of  ant-like labour.
Edit suite time capsule.
Motorbike trips to pallid superstores.
Battlefield sound stage taken over by Foley artist Florian Fabre.
Sound area under superb motherly supervision of  ex-nuclear engineer Blandine Tourneux.
Sharp contrast and cross observation, at the canteen, between Bruno Dumont’s mixing crew, 
silent and worried, and ours, laughing, loud and slightly mad.
Final mixing in Bern with old master Hans Künzi.
The soundscape as vehicle to unite producers, co-producers, director and everyone in a common, 
lively auditory vision.

End of  Northern France adventure. 
Andrew starts off  towards Hastings, on foot over 200 km with the master tapes.
I leave Roubaix Tourcoing and Le Fresnoy with some nostalgia, numerous life and filmic 
wisdoms.
Many new dots and stations in my extended family.
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III  INTERMEZZO
3RD APRIL 2013 
Never again Pizza Express.
Food with Andrew at Pizza Express after his performance at The School of  Sound: 
“He Was A Big Man, Man” 
He sets off  to Hastings on his motorbike. 
Kiss kiss copain. 
Then they tell me that he’s been saved from bleeding to death by a Polish police woman who stuck 
her finger in his leg artery.
He’s been met by a car in South London.
The last friend to see him before that event, never again will I enter that Pizza Express, or any 
other one.

IV  LEK
A few projects later - Swandown, By Our Selves.
A few more mixes, and an expanding circle of  fellow travellers, seekers and questioners. 
Ten years have passed.
Sporadically we receive cryptic emails and photos from the Atacama desert.
Underground caves in France.
Fragments of  news that the new film is brooding.
By then, long-established working relationship, mutual bricolage.
DIY and joking fearlessness build ways to shaping and kneading the organic.
The fluid pulse of  the work.
Andrew edits picture and sound at the same time, assembling complex, baroque puzzles that 
unfold in time. 
Intrinsically tied, they breathe, breed and fight.
Together and each other.
The cross-references and sound bites circulating through various films.
Snippets of  voices, bits of  archive, distant thumps, melody fragments.
And the voices.
Always the voices. 
Reassembling that hazardous edifice, rattling it, re-articulating the complexity, clarifying and giving 
weight and tones.
I am in disbelief  that Lek’s cod Russian, subtitled voice poetry actually carries the dark, desperate, 
sharp vision of  human and earth’s tragedy.
Later translating the film into French, I revisit the entire range; the depth, the currents, the anger, 
the struggle and the warmth. 
And come to the same conclusion as our eternalist: So there, I think, is hope.

Philippe Ciompi – London & Ouagadougou - February 2018
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NRG Smith 
OBSERVATIONS FROM A CINEMATOGRAPHER

A Kötting film is made in opposition to conventional filmmaking. There is no classic construction 
of  master shot followed by close up and reverse. Usually there is no rehearsal and recently no script. 
The actors are given freedom to perform and the performance is recorded. There is nothing to 
justify having a film crew as they tend to be perfectionist to their craft and will invariably slow the 
process down.

There is special providence in the fall of a 
sparrow 
if it be not to come it will be now
if it be not now yet it will come
if it be now it is not to come
the readiness is all
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THIS FILTHY EARTH

Surprisingly on ‘This Filthy Earth’ we had a film crew, there was a script and there was a production 
team that made sure we were in the right place at the right time. Serendipity and happenstance 
seem to occur as a counter balance to when there is an absence of  production control over a film 
and a lack of  production control will only occur with a lack of  finance.

This scene never made the final film.

SCENE 58
EXTERIOR. FIELDS. NIGHT.

The hailstorm has passed, there is still the sound of  distant thunder and every now and then the 
lights of  an electrical storm. Buto, Kath and Francine are out in the fields with lanterns checking 
for damage. They are about thirty yards apart and shout to each other above the wind.

Buto: (Shouting up at the heavens) You missed us! You missed us! Missed!

Buto carries on up the field swinging his lantern, he stops and looks over a wall at the sloping 
meadow that Jesus Christ is renting to Mr Holt. He clambers over the wall and starts stamping 
down the crops, his lantern swinging wildly. Francine sees the flickering light and goes over to 
investigate.

Francine :  Buto! Stop it Buto! What are you doing?

This Filthy Earth was shot on Super 16 aaton cameras, shooting on Kodak 7279 500T film stock 
with 16mm Zeiss Superspeed lenses.

The description at the top of  the scene is of  most value for a cinematographer:

Exterior. Fields. Night.

In pre-production, in preparation for this scene, we had got the lighting company to fabricate 3 
lanterns with peanut bulbs to run on 12 volts. A cable from each lantern would be run up the sleeve 
of  the actor and then plugged into a battery belt hidden underneath their costume. These lanterns 
would provide the key light for the scene, which would be augmented with a couple of  Lightning 
Strikes! fixtures run from a generator to replicate the flash of  lightning. 

If  my memory is correct we didn’t rehearse the scene but roughly worked out in which direction the 
actors would go and from which side the Lightning Strikes! would be set. Then, like an improvised 
dance, everyone just went for it and let what happened happen. 

Rebecca Palmer, Demelza Randall and Shane Atwooll who played Francine, Kath and Buto 
respectively, were rigged up with their lanterns and then, like an improvised dance, played the scene 
as the cameras followed them around the field, lanterns swaying and lightning flashing.

Most night scenes in This Filthy Earth were cold and wet because we filmed under rain machines 
on exposed hills in the Yorkshire Dales as autumn turned to winter but this scene was filmed in 
comparative comfort in that it was in a cornfield on the lowlands and was dry with only a wind 
machine and the Lightning Strikes! to create the atmosphere of  a storm. 
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I watched the scene on the vhs rushes tape a few days after we had shot it and I remember thinking 
how beautiful it looked but also thinking that as a cinematographer if  you invest too much liking 
for a scene it will invariably end up on the cutting room floor. The scene remains on a vhs tape kept 
in a fusty cardboard box somewhere on the south coast of  England.
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IVUL 
Ivul was shot in France. The shooting was in 2 parts, the first in a crumbling Manor house outside 
Orthez in the Pyrénées-Atlantiques the second part around Lavelanet  in the Pyrenees of  the 
Ariège.

I had suggested that we shoot the entire film in black and white on a 35mm hand cranked camera 
to give it the feel of  early cinema, instead, maybe sensibly, we shot on a cheap digital system with 
Sony EX1 cameras and dispensed with focus pullers. The time-lapse sections were shot on an old 
Arri 35mm film camera.

A timelapse scene from IVUL which didn’t get into the finished film.

We had free rein to shoot anywhere in the manor house except for the two rooms the elderly 
owners had encamped into. We took over the rest of  the house, the roof  and the gardens for 
around 3 weeks. We would work the most productively in the mornings until breaking for our long 
French lunch, served with wine on long tables under the trees. Invariably our work in the second 
half  of  the day always seemed to be a little slow.

This scene did get into the finished film.

It is set in Ivul’s study in daylight where Ivul, played by Jean Luc Bideau, bedridden after suffering 
a stroke, is visited by his wife, Marie, played by Aurelia Petit. 

Kötting had had an electrically operated hospital bed installed in the room that was serving as Ivul’s 
study, Jean Luc was to lay motionless and speechless, his only action to occasionally dribble from 
his mouth, this for an actor, so filled with gesture and action was a source of  perverse pleasure for 
the others in the room.

We had filmed an earlier scene where the twins, Manon and Capucine had played with all the 
electrical functions of  the bed, generally oblivious to the presence of  Jean Luc, who, in character, 
was powerless to intervene and which sorely tested his patience.

The scene was very simply lit with an old LTM HMI set in the garden to light through the window 
of  the room and onto the bed. What I wanted to achieve with this warm diffused light was to 
create a sense of  the vitality of  the day and the mobility of  his absent son, the things that Ivul was 
now unable to enjoy. We had set two cameras on the same side of  the bed, again without a rehearsal 
but with an inkling of  what might happen, we filmed the performance.
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If  everything is meticulously planned it is very easy for something to go awry but when the actors 
are given the space to perform with freedom and confidence and the direction for the camera is 
just as creative you always find scenes that surprise and challenge. It is the opposite of  painting by 
numbers and the process of  getting another part of  the whole into the can. 

The scene starts with Ivul, motionless, lying on the bed, Marie enters the room, drunk, having spent 
the morning in the local bar, she stands over the bed looking at the wreck that is her husband, she 
produces a pair of  latex gloves and theatrically puts them on. I can remember when filming being 
intrigued by Aurelia’s performance and thinking, where is she going to go? Marie then undoes Ivul’s 
shirt and produces a tube of  white grease which she proceeds to smear in a drunken domineering 
fit all over Ivul’s exposed torso as if  she was nursing an injured Joseph Beuys back to life after his 
aeroplane accident.

In recalling the scene what stays with me is how only Aurelia Petit and Andrew Kötting knew what 
might happen while everyone else, including Jean Luc Bideau were kept in the dark. Something to 
surprise us.
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LEK AND THE DOGS 
I never came across a film script for Lek and the Dogs. There was a statement with a description 
of  the backstory and the intentions of  the film. Hattie Naylor had written a radio play and a stage 
play but it only ever informed the film in a roundabout way. Instead I spent my time preparing by 
watching online videos of  Russians and their dogs.

The crew was very small, sometimes just Kötting and myself  with Xavier Tchilli, reprising his 
character in This Filthy Earth and Ivul, playing the role of  Lek. 

We had three major locations. 

The first on Grain Fort, at the mouth of  the Medway River, where we tramped through the mud at 
low tide, climbed a rickety ladder onto the structure and spent 8 hours filming in the dark recesses 
of  the concrete fort as the high tide cut us off  from the shore.

35
2

E
ar

th
w

or
ks

 4
  H

er
ea

ft
er

 

Earthworks_240418_V1.indd   352 02/05/2018   12:18



The second location was in the Atacama Desert in the north of  Chile and the third both in the 
caves of  Labouiche and the basement of  Louyre (Köttings ramshackle farmhouse) in the French 
Pyrenees, the same area that we had shot parts of  ‘Ivul’ some years earlier.

Before we went to Chile, Salon Films, the production company presented us with a DJI Phantom 
4 drone that they thought might be useful. I unboxed it in the apartment that we had rented in the 
town of  Iquique, read the instructions, got it going and tried not to break it.

Kötting’s intention was that we would head up into the desert and film in the deserted mining town 
of  Humberstone, a place he had visited some 30 years before. 

Before we filmed in Humberstone though we thought it would be a good idea to test the drone. 
Most of  the film was being shot on a Sony camera in 4K xavc codec, while the image from the 
drone would give us a highly compressed 4K image, heavily sharpened and liable to moiré patterns, 
it could look surprisingly good for such a miniature camera. 
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Northern Chile in January is in the height of  summer and so for most of  the day the sun is 
overhead creating a flat uninteresting image when trying to film in the landscape. The only time 
to shoot would be before 9 am in the morning or after 4pm in the afternoon. We could research 
locations and chase up a much-needed pack of  stray dogs during the middle of  the day. Shooting 
when the sun was low in the west also gave us the added advantage of  avoiding the shadow of  the 
drone as we flew it overhead. 

After driving up into the Atacama Desert somewhere between Iquique and Humberstone, we came 
across a turn off  onto a dirt track, which unusually did not have any ‘Privado’ signs and looked an 
ideal spot to test the drone. The place was some kind of  dump for the city. We flew the drone over a 
pile of  broken concrete and detritus and it proved easy to fly from an iPad and would automatically 
comeback to you and land itself  when you pressed the Return Home button.

Tchilli went off  over the sand dunes looking for holes in the ground to disappear into while we 
filmed him on the main camera; always on a long 80-200mm lens which we hardly took off  for the 
whole shoot in Chile. As we repositioned ourselves for another shot we found ourselves standing in 
a huge pile of  discarded shoes and as Tchiili walked back to us, Kötting shouted out directions for 
Lek to come towards the camera and look through the shoes to see if  any fitted him. 

As Tchilli’s costume shoes, which he had been wearing on and off  for twenty years, were extremely 
uncomfortable and were making his feet bleed, he must have thought that with any luck he might 
be able to get some comfortable shoes for the rest of  the film. We then did a second shot with the 
drone, Kötting, over my shoulder, imploring me to get the drone closer and closer to Tchilli until 
it was only inches above his head.

Later we found out that this was a dump for the debris left from a Tsunami that had hit Iquique 
two years before. This like so many became a totally unexpected scene, unplanned, and for us a 
special providence.

And

Bits of  this scene did get into the finished film.

NRG Smith - London - February 2018
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DR TERRY PERK & JULIAN ROWE
ДОКТОР ТЕРРИ ПЕРК И ДЖУЛИАН РОУ 

Varieties  
Of Mankind
СБОРЫ ЧЕЛОВЕЧЕСТВА 

(SZEMÉLYES VÁLTOZATOK)

Earthworks_240418_V1.indd   357 02/05/2018   12:18



LEK, HIS ORIGIN

• DOGS, THEIR ORIGIN I
Mitochondrial DNA evidence suggests that dogs, Canis familiaris, were originally 
domesticated from the wolf in Southern China 11,000-14,000 years ago. According to a 
2002 paper in Science this domestication happened only once and all dogs alive today 
are descended from that single event. Archaeological finds of Neolithic dog bones 
showing cut-marks suggest that the original role of man’s best friend may not have 
been just as a companion, but also as a source of meat.

• PATIENT 492602
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PSYCHIATRIC HISTORY:
Male, 22-25 years old. Examined at the Serbsky Institute with a recommendation for committal. 
Vagrant, social parasite and petty criminal with slow progressive schizophrenia and paranoid 
delusions. Is reported to have criticised Party institutions, made false accusations of  corruption 
against local Party officials and publicly slandered First Secretary Khrushchev.

CASE OFFICERS:
V I Dudnik; Y R Pavlyuk

SYMPTOMS/PSYCHOSES:
1. Delusional Troglodytism. Patient believes he was born and raised underground. There is no 

evidence for this unlikely claim. He expresses an overwhelming and continuing desire to live in 
a burrow. He attempts to enter cellars and manholes when not actively restrained from doing 
so. Criminal records show that he has been arrested in subterranean locations in Moscow and 
elsewhere on several occasions.

2. Lycanthropism. Morbidly obsessed with dogs and exhibits certain canine traits. Fantasises that 
he was brought up by feral dogs.

3. Partial Amnesia. Sometimes answers to the names Lek or Alexei, but does not appear to know 
his full name. Is unable to give a clear and non-contradictory account of  past events in his life.

4. Holds views and attitudes antipathetic to society and its institutions.

BEHAVIOUR:
Not generally violent. Uncooperative and so far unresponsive to treatment. His occasional dog-like 
behaviours (for instance walking on all-fours) disturb his fellow patients and must be curbed.

RECOMMENDED REGIME:
600mg Aminazin i/m daily; 1000mg Sulfazine i/m daily; restraint and discipline as appropriate. 
After one month assess suitability for treatment in Unit 7.

Extract from clinical record for Patient 492602, Yeleninskoye Special Psychiatric Hospital, dated 
10th January 1962.

• WOLF HUNT

When Alexei is feeling more cooperative, he can be readily hypnotised. In these sessions he 
sometimes speaks of  his grandfather, Zhenka, who was steward of  an estate at Turgan in the years 
before the Revolution. A story he recently told me under hypnosis went thus (his use of  Russian is 
idiosyncratic and not always intelligible, so I have paraphrased his account):

“In the winter, when the packs ventured to the edge of  the forest in search of  food, the Count 
would instruct Zhenka to organise a wolf  hunt. All the able-bodied men at Turgan, or all for whom 
horses could be found, were expected to present themselves for this task, whilst the Count would 
invite gentry from neighbouring estates and sometimes smart friends from Moscow to join in. They 
would set out as soon as a faint glimmer could be seen in the eastern sky, the horsemen forming up 
in a column, several grasping the long leashes of  a pair or trio of  wolfhounds, the eager dogs up 
to their bellies in snow despite their long legs; behind would follow the fur-wrapped ladies and old 
men in the troikas, the entire cavalcade kicking up a blizzard of  powdery white.
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A favourite hunting territory was up by the lake, and the ideal quarry would be a solitary wolf  
that had been separated from its pack. It was the job of  the estate peasants to drive the hapless 
beast out of  the forest margin, then the dogs would encircle it, forcing it out onto the frozen 
lake where it was easy for the horsemen to give chase. When the hounds went in for the kill, the 
wolf, realising the game was up, would sometimes turn and charge them in an act of  hopeless 
heroism, before they dragged it to the ground, tearing at its shaggy, sinewy body [at this point 
Alexei became distressed and made several attempts to articulate something but in words that I 
could not understand]. 

At the end of  the chase, and in order to preserve the pelt from the hounds, one of  the huntsmen, 
usually my grandfather, would dismount to dispatch the creature with his hunting knife. He told 
me what it was like to look into the dying wolf ’s eyes, so unlike a man’s eyes or even those of  a 
dog. In their other-ness he said he saw an ancient compassion, beyond human comprehension.”

Psychiatrist V I Dudnik. Therapeutic notes: session with Patient 492602 (“Alexei”), Yeleninskoye 
Special Psychiatric Hospital, 12th April 1962.

• NOTES FROM UNDERGROUND

Whenever I try to piece together with Alexei the events of  his life he always returns to his bizarre 
“dog” story. Sometimes he describes it as though it were a real memory; at other times he admits 
it is a recurring dream. Although the tale is surely a fantasy, he is so insistent that I feel I can 
no longer ignore it, but must try to work through it in the hope that we can find the origin of  
his neurosis somewhere beyond. In the story, Alexei is a small boy, perhaps four years old. He 
witnesses some terrible and violent event in a domestic kitchen involving his mother and a vaguely 
defined creature that he usually characterises as a bear or a wolf. His mother is hurt and, fearing 
the beast will attack him next, Alexei runs out into the street. Outside a terrifying storm is raging 
with thunder and lightning and in the confusion the little boy is unable to find his way home again. 
A huge black dog appears from the shadows of  a burning building. The dog is injured; one of  its 
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eye sockets is empty and a bloody slick of  jelly stains its face. At first Alexei is afraid, but the dog 
tells the boy to follow him, and together they clamber down some steep steps into a cellar. Alexei 
cannot see anything in the darkness, but becomes aware that other dogs are also sheltering there.

With the big black dog as his protector, Alexei is soon accepted amongst the dogs, sharing their 
food and their warmth. After dark, if  the storm has died down, they venture outside in search of  
food. The weather becomes very cold. White snowflakes fall, but the snow on the ground is always 
black. The cellar connects to other cellars, passageways and sewers which extend for miles and offer 
protection from the tempest above. Often men and women, all dressed in similar brown clothing, 
come down into the cellars with bright lamps. They run about and shout and fire guns. The dogs 
are afraid of  the people and move on, descending deeper into ever narrower tunnels and crevices in 
search of  safety. On a couple of  occasions the interlopers spot Alexei and attempt to catch him by 
offering him food, but he is too nimble for them and escapes. This is all that Alexei remembers of  
his life underground before he is taken away from the dogs to a big house with many other children.

I have tried without success to discover where or when Alexei was committed to the orphanage. 
In the 1940s many records were lost. His account of  life underground, if  it has any factual basis 
at all, is doubtless consistent with wartime experience in many cities. He has traces of  a southern 
accent and I suppose it is just possible that he may have been one of  the children who survived the 
fighting in Volgograd.

Psychiatrist V I Dudnik. Therapeutic notes: session with Patient 492602 (“Alexei”), Yeleninskoye 
Special Psychiatric Hospital, 15th May 1962.
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• THE ORPHANAGE

I can still only elicit memories from Alexei when he is under hypnosis. If  he tries to recall events 
while in a waking state he only manages to express himself  in gibberish, as if  he possesses a secret 
language that is personal to him. Perhaps his imaginary dogs could understand it. As he is not a 
“political” I have ordered that the Aminazin and Sulfazine be stopped, though it is clear from the 
state he is still in that the attendants are frequently ignoring the instruction. I notice he has some 
bruising about his face but nobody can tell me how it came about.

Today when I put him under, he spoke of  the “big house with children” as he calls it. This I take to 
be the orphanage that he must have been removed to, either directly from a violent home, or, if  it 
merits any credence, from his time with the dogs. His memories of  this place are very fragmented 
and muddled. I could make out little of  what he told me, except for one startling detail, about a 
birch tree outside the window of  what I think must have been his dormitory.

He had been strapped to his bed (it is not clear whether he was being restrained for medical reasons 
or as a punishment, or how frequently this treatment occurred) and because the window was set 
high in the wall he could only see the upper part of  the tree from where he lay. The buds on the 
twigs were just beginning to open, so it must have been springtime. It was a bright day outside, so 
bright that when he looked away from the window he could still see the glowing after-image of  
the tree against the relative darkness of  the cream painted ceiling. When he looked back towards 
the tree, there on one of  its uppermost branches, staring at him with its one good eye, sat the big 
black dog that he claimed had rescued him in the city. This strange vision did not frighten Alexei. 
Instead he said that because of  it he no longer felt alone.

Psychiatrist V I Dudnik. Therapeutic notes: session with Patient 492602 (“Alexei”), Yeleninskoye Special Psychiatric 
Hospital, 28th May 1962.

• LYCANTHROPE

Attn. Com. Director Katyushin concerning Patient 492602

Further to our conversation yesterday I have made more enquiries into the alleged breach of  
hospital security reported on 25th inst. and involving Patient 492602, whom for brevity I shall refer 
to as ‘Patient A’. Attendant Tsyganov is adamant that he observed Patient A three times during 
the night of  24th/25th on his 9.30 pm, 11.45 pm and 2.15 am ward rounds and, moreover, that 
the correct security protocols were followed throughout. His account is supported by Supervisor 
Uspensky who was on the same shift as Tsyganov and accompanied him on two of  the rounds, 
those at 11.45 am and 2.15 am. After the incident had been reported, Com. Uspensky immediately 
and correctly carried out an inspection of  all doors and windows to ensure that no locks had been 
tampered with. On the surface of  things it would appear that Patient A achieved the impossible 
feat of  being present on a locked ward while at exactly the same time he was wandering in the 
forest.

I spoke to the Sergeant of  Militia, and personally interviewed both Private Osokin who arrested 
Patient A, and a local woodsman, Alexander Shubkin. It was the latter who was driving his truck 
along one of  the forest roads at about 1.00 am when he spotted Patient A in the trees, dressed in 
his hospital gown, and allegedly in the company of  three or more wolves. Shubkin was afraid to 
approach for obvious reasons, but further down the road he encountered Osokin on patrol and 
together they returned to apprehend Patient A. This would have been at about 1.30 am, and by this 
time there was no sign of  the wolves. Shubkin is well-known in the district for being somewhat 
eccentric, and in Osokin’s opinion was not entirely sober on the night in question either, so he is 
sceptical on the matter of  the wolves. 
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It was obvious to Osokin that Patient A must have absconded from the local psikhushka, and in 
order to avoid the form-filling that would have arisen from arresting him he drove him directly 
here, arriving at 2.25 am. The night duty attendant, L Nazarov, recognised him and locked him in 
an isolation cell while he went in search of  a staff  member from Ward 8. On hearing that Patient 
A had escaped, Com. Tsyganov checked the ward and found him there, asleep. The mystified 
attendants then went down to the isolation cell together and were shocked to discover it empty, 
though still locked. Nazarov is adamant that the fugitive patient returned by Osokin was indeed 
Patient A, and both Osokin and his driver have subsequently identified Patient A as the man they 
found in the forest. Coms. Nazarov and Tsyganov swear that they had not been drinking, and I 
believe them as they are of  good character.

Memorandum from Psychiatrist V I Dudnik to Director Katyushin, Yeleninskoye Special Psychiatric 
Hospital, 29th May 1962.

• REPRIMAND

Com. Dudnik

Regarding Patient 492602, it has been drawn to my attention that you are devoting excessive clinical 
effort to this inmate. I understand that you have asked for his regime of  medication to be altered 
against hospital policy and when I inspected your patient notes I was surprised to find that you have 
been misusing hypnosis and encouraging the subject to talk at length about his neurosis. Be clear 
Comrade Dudnik that I will not tolerate any Freudian practices in this Institution. Our purpose is 
to make our patients fit for life in Soviet society, not to reinforce their individualistic tendencies. 

• THE LABORATORY

Dear Com. Zefirov

I trust this letter finds you well, and I hope you still remember me from the class of  ‘51 at Moscow 
University. 

Please accept my apologies for writing to you informally like this. The reason is that I have a patient 
under my care whom I firmly believe may be of  interest to your institution. Director Katyushin and 
I are not quite of  the same opinion on the matter, however he would, of  necessity, comply with a 
transfer request emanating from your Laboratory.

The patient in question exhibits a number of  psychoses (clinical notes attached), and is also 
amnesiac. Moreover my efforts to reconstruct his identity have only been partially successful. I 
mention these things at the outset because he is not easy to deal with and will undoubtedly be a 
difficult experimental subject. On the other hand, as he has no known relatives he is unlikely ever 
to be released from this or any other hospital, and his existence and ultimate fate are, so to speak, 
deniable. 

To come to the point, my patient has displayed certain behaviours for which I cannot account, such 
as an apparent but reliably witnessed ability – please bear with me on this - to be present in more 
than one place at the same time. In fact he has told me while under hypnosis that, despite his secure 
confinement, he visits the forest beyond this hospital on a frequent basis. This may seem to stretch 
credulity, and it certainly stretches mine, but the more I have examined the case, the more I have 
become convinced that he is genuinely capable of  some form of  etheric travelling. Full details are 
included in the attached paper. 
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I have a passing familiarity with Professor Vasiliev’s work on ESP and telekinesis, and I feel sure 
that he would wish to examine my patient. If  you could approach the Professor sub rosa in the 
first instance, then perhaps we could discuss further how the patient’s transfer from Yeleninskoye 
to Leningrad might be arranged. For reasons which I am sure you will understand, I should be 
grateful to receive your reply in a non-official envelope.

Yours etc.

V I Dudnik

Doctor-Psychiatrist

Yeleninskoye Special Psychiatric Hospital

Chelyabinsk

Letter from V I Dudnik, Yeleninskoye Special Psychiatric Hospital, to J A Zefirov, Special 
Laboratory for Biocommunications Phenomena, Department of  Physiology, Leningrad University, 
4th February 1963.

• MISSING …

Dudnik

Regarding the little matter we discussed earlier this morning, I expect that’s the last we’ll hear of  
that particular subject, so presume that it’s terminated and get it certificated. Vasiliev’s been in 
touch already in person and he was not pleased. I’ll leave that conversation to your imagination. It 
will be even harder to explain away the missing guard dogs. We’d better agree a line on that in case 
Audit takes an interest.

I’m not pleased either, Comrade!

Handwritten annotation to memorandum from Director Katyushin to V I Dudnik, Yeleninskoye 
Special Psychiatric Hospital, 23rd February 1963.

• … PRESUMED DEAD

PEOPLE’S COMMISSARIAT

OF INTERNAL AFFAIRS

DEPARTMENT OF CIVIL REGISTRATION RECORDS

CERTIFICATE OF DEATH NO. 12

CITIZEN:  Ivanov
               Surname

               Alexei Ivanovich
               Name and patronymic

DIED:   26 February 1963
  Twenty sixth DAY OF February OF THE YEAR one thousand nine  
  hundred sixty three 

ACCORDING TO WHAT IS IN THE BOOK OF RECORDS OF CIVIL 
REGISTRATION OF DEATHS FOR YEAR 1963 MONTH February DAY 
26 MADE IN ACCORDANCE WITH THE REGISTRATION BUREAU 
OF ZAGS Yeleninskoye
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PLACE OF DEATH

TOWN:   Yeleninskoye
DISTRICT:    Kartalinsky
PROVINCE:    Chelyabinsk

AGE AND CAUSE OF DEATH:  24 YEARS Status epilepticus
HEAD OF THE BUREAU OF ZAGS Kuzmich

Transcription of Death Certificate of “Alexei Ivanovich Ivanov”, 26th February 1963

• DOGS, THEIR ORIGIN II

The origins of  the domestic dog are complicated. That its ancestor was the grey wolf  is generally 
accepted, but that ancestor was genetically, and perhaps behaviourally, somewhat removed from the 
wolf  of  today. At various subsequent points during its long history the dog hybridised with the wild 
wolf, and the wolf  with the dog, and this affected the genetic makeup of  both populations. The 
modern Eurasian wolf  is estimated to be one quarter domestic dog.

It seems that modern dogs can all be traced back to a 14,000 year old ancestor from Southern 
China, but archaeologists have unearthed the remains of  dogs in Europe that are older - there were 
already dogs in the West when the Asian dogs arrived. The 38,000 year old canid skull discovered in 
the Goyet cave in Belgium shows anatomical evidence of  domestication, while a DNA analysis of  
a dog buried at Newgrange in Ireland 4,800 years ago indicates that its ancestry was entirely distinct 
from that of  present day dogs. This suggests that a separate Western taming of  the grey wolf  must 
have occurred, but no trace of  the Western strain remains in the genome of  the modern dog. The 
ancient breeds were simply replaced. 

• WALDWEBEN

Police in Lower Franconia are investigating reports of  a “wolf-man” whom locals claim to have 
seen in the heavily forested area near Rechtenberg. The man is accompanied by several very large 
dogs. One witness described them as wolves, but the last wolf  in Germany was shot in 1904, and 
police think the man’s companions are probably German Shepherds or a similar breed of  dog. The 
wolf-man’s presence in the area has been accompanied by a spate of  minor thefts, mainly of  food 
and candles, and there are traces of  campfires and even a crudely excavated “den” in the woods, but 
so far no-one has made contact with him. With winter coming on the authorities are keen to find 
the man as they are concerned that he may not otherwise survive the cold weather. 

Die Fränkischen Nachrichten, Thursday 15th October 1964

A wolf  has been sighted in the Ruppertshüttener forest near Gemünden am Main. It is the first 
wolf  to have been seen in Bavaria for more than a century. Experts think it is likely to be a young 
male that has wandered across the Czechoslovakian border in search of  food or new territory. As 
there are no wolves in Czechoslovakia it must have strayed from as far afield as Poland or even 
Russia.

There has been an outcry among local farmers who fear that the animal might be the first of  many, 
establishing a breeding population, to the detriment of  livestock and domestic pets. Members of  
the public living in the forest area have said they are afraid to walk in the countryside with a wolf  
on the loose. An official from the Bayerische Staatsministerium für Ernährung, Landwirtschaft und 
Forsten has pledged to hunt down any wolves that are discovered in the State.

Süddeutsche Zeitung, Tuesday 19th January 1965
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• SEA DOG

Lifeboat Rescues Dog Man

Cromer lifeboat was called out in the early hoursof  Wednesday morning to rescue a man in a small 
rowing boat who was spotted by fishermen drifting two miles off  Overstrand. The fishermen said 
they had been reluctant to approach the man themselves, despite the calm sea, as he was “standing 
up in the boat and howling at the moon like a dog”. They were afraid that he might be dangerous 
so they returned to Cromer where they reported him to the Coastguard. According to a police 
spokesman, the man, who has not been named, did not offer the lifeboat crew any resistance. He 
was suffering from exhaustion and exposure and has been detained for medical assessment.  

East Anglian Daily Press, Friday 19th March 1965

Mystery Dog Man

The mystery man who was picked up by Cromer lifeboat last week has still not been identified 
according to a police spokesman. He was rescued from a small boat six miles off  the North 
Norfolk coast after fishermen reported that he had been “baying like a hound” at last Wednesday’s 
full moon. The man, who has been nicknamed ‘Alec’ and may be suffering from memory loss, 
speaks little English, carries no identification, and has been unable to tell police who he is or 
where he comes from. It is thought that he could be of  Russian or Eastern European origin but 
interpreters have so far failed to recognise his mother tongue. Alec is being treated in hospital in 
Norwich and police have launched a missing persons inquiry in the hope that he can be identified.

Daily Sketch, Monday 22nd March 1965

• A PERSON OF INTEREST

Dear Markwell

CONFIDENTIAL

Reference your PF 42032/C.3. of  13.4.65 regarding subject “Alec”. The case file has been 
scrutinised by one of  my desk officers and based on his findings I am content that your detainee 
is not a person of  interest to us for the following reasons:

1. I agree with you that it seems unlikely, though not impossible, that he could have rowed across 
the North Sea in March in so small a boat, but your suggestion that he was delivered by a 
submarine, Soviet or otherwise, or even a trawler, is more than a little fanciful, as an inflatable 
dinghy would be the more likely modus operandi in such a circumstance. Might he not have 
launched the boat from further along the Norfolk coast? Have you established whether there 
have been any thefts of  boats within reasonable rowing distance of  the position from which 
he was picked up?

2. In my experience agents attempting a covert infiltration rarely seek to draw attention to 
themselves by howling at the moon or similar.

3. As I understand it, the subject has not been uncooperative within his limited capacity to 
communicate, and has not made any attempt to abscond from the remarkably lenient regime 
under which he is detained.
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4. Whilst he appears to be of  foreign origin, I can see no firm evidence that he is currently an 
alien, or has illegally entered the country. He was, after all, within the three mile limit when 
found. I note that the psychiatric report accompanying your file allows for the possibility that 
his apparent foreign-ness, coupled with a tendency to talk gibberish, may be symptomatic of  
a psychological disturbance or even a brain lesion, and is not necessarily an indication of  his 
place of  origin. In short, there is nothing to prove that he is not a denizen of  these islands, 
albeit a somewhat deranged one.

If  you have any further concerns regarding this matter, please do not hesitate to get in touch. 
Otherwise I suggest that Branch hand the case back to your uniformed colleagues who should 
perhaps consider letting this poor fellow go.

Yours etc.

FCD

Section 4f,

Leconfield House

Letter from F C Dowling, Ministry of Defence to DI Colin Markwell, Special Branch, Norfolk Constabulary, 6th May 1965

***

• BEATTIE AND MARGE

Happisburgh, October 12th 1965

[…] Remember that nice young man I told you about the one called Leck who come and fix my 
fence. Ruby at the farm say she didnt have enough work for him and he could do my garden if  I 
like so now hes doing my garden Tusdays. He dont have much English but hes learning and he 
work very hard I have to pay him in cash but he dont charge much. Im so glad theres someone to 
help out now because its been getting me down since Ron died and it got quite overgrowed. That 
mowers too heavy for me […]

Happisburgh, October 18th 1965

[…] The gardeners doing very well thanks for asking will miss him when they get busy on the farm 
again. Yes it is a funny name and no I dont know where he come from my nieghbor say he sound 
Russian but that dont seem likely perhaps hes Poolish I met one or two of  them in the war. Hes 
very nice and freindly but hes got eyes like a wolf  cant help that I suppose poor bloke. I know 
what - Ill ask him! […]

Happisburgh, November 24th 1965

[…] I was talking along of  Mrs Hipkin yesterday when Leck come in for his tea and biscut and just 
then Mrs Hipkin was telling me how she see a great big old dog up on the cliffs the other day on 
its own and I say to her I reckon she must have seen Old Shuck I was laughing really. Then Leck he 
hear this and he say whats Old Shuck and I tell him all about it and he start to say about a big black 
dog what save him when he was a boy and he ask do this Shuck dog have one eye and I say no he 
got two big red eyes. And when Leck go off  in the afternoon he dont go down the road towards 
the farm but up onto the cliffs […]
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Happisburgh, December 4th 1965

[…] Leck was here doing the lawn on Tusday and he come in and say could I write him a letter to 
someone in London because his English isnt too good and he cant write English letters very well 
and I thought he meant letters what you post but he mean the alphabet, so I dont know what letters 
he was brought up to write if  any. So we sit down with some paper and he tell me what he want 
to put and I try and turn it into English and I dont suppose I should be saying this because he ask 
me not to tell anyone but this letters to a Dr HAUSSLER with two little dots over the A at saint 
Andrews Hospitle in Norwich (that’s Thorpe Asilum to you and me) and hes asking this doctor 
if  he could trace someone who his father knew who he think now live in France so I don’t know 
what’s going on there whether he want to go to France or if  hes got mentle troubles or just want 
to ask for some money none of  my business really […]

Happisburgh, December 17th 1965

[…] Thats all been going on here do you know Leck my gardener I must have told you about 
him well hes gone off  somewhere. Ruby say good ridence. Mr Youngs caught him peeping in at 
young Sandras window at ten oclock the other night while she was undressing for bed and Ruby 
say that werent the first time hes been wandering about in the dark sometimes along the lane and 
sometimes up on the cliffs. Mr Youngs tell George and George give Leck his marching orders 
according to Ruby and now hes gone which leave me without anyone to do the garden and them 
without a farm hand. I didnt say nothing to Ruby but she will jump to conclusions and Im still 
wondering what Mr Youngs was doing outside Sandras house at that time of  night and how he 
knew she was undressing if  he hadnt looked himself. All in all that seem a shame because Leck 
didnt seem a bad sort of  bloke to me even if  he was a foregner […]

Extracts from correspondence between Mrs Beatrice Plummer of Happisburgh, Norfolk and Mrs Margery Oxborough of 
Stoke Ferry, Norfolk. 

• A LETTER

Dear Mrs Beaty

Hello. The reason I am writing to you is because you kindly permitted me to give your address to 
my friend Dr Häussler so that he could reply to the letter that you helped me to write. I am now 
in Yorkshire and if  you have had a letter from Dr Häussler could you please forward it to this 
address […]. Thank you for the kindness you showed to me when I was living in Happisburg. Not 
everybody did. I am still not speaking good English but I have a person who wrote this for me.

Your good friend

Lek

Letter from Lek to Mrs Beatrice Plummer of Happisburgh, Norfolk. March 1st 1966.

• DOGS, THEIR ORIGIN III

The degree to which the wolf  is a danger to people is a matter of  some debate. Mistrust of  the 
wolf  is more deeply embedded in the human psyche than almost any other zoogenic fear. 

The wolf  is gradually being reintroduced to many parts of  its former range, either deliberately or 
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through natural migration. Conservationists argue that healthy wolves do not attack people, but as 
the number of  animals living in proximity to human habitation increases this may no longer be true. 
In wilderness areas the wolf  is shy; it shuns human contact and relies upon hunting plentiful wild 
prey. Where people live, prey animals are likely to be scarce and the wolf  will resort to other food 
sources, taking domestic livestock. 

Closer to human habitation he will begin to raid refuse bins, and in doing so will become increasingly 
used to being around people. From a safe distance he will start to observe them, observe their 
children, watch what they do and how they move. If  he is unchallenged he will discover that human 
beings are not a threat, and his fear of  them will gradually give way to curiosity. 

The wolf  will test his relationship with them, approaching closer, until he is emboldened to tug 
at their clothing or lick their hands, and the people will respond, interpreting his overtures as 
playful and dog-like. Maybe they will feed him. The first attack, probably upon a small child, will 
be faltering and may not be lethal; but the wolf  is an efficient killer as the next attack will prove.

At a particular point in the distant past, sometime before agriculture, before metallurgy, before 
the domestication of  any other animal, this tentative encounter between wolf  and man must have 
played out without the final act: the wolf  licked the hand and the two reached an understanding. 
No-one knows quite what that understanding was, what mutually beneficial arrangement forestalled 
the wolf  from attacking, but the result was that the man domesticated the wolf  and the wolf  
domesticated the man.

Photographs – Nick Gordon-Smith
Фотографии - Ник Гордон-Смит
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VICKI JUNG

The Script 
Editor

‘A story should have a beginning, a middle, and 
an end... but not necessarily in that order’ 
(Jean Luc Godard)

Andrew Kötting released a trilogy of  films from 2001 – 2018: This Filthy Earth, Ivul and Lek and 
The Dogs. I worked as script editor on the second and third films in the trilogy.

I first met Andrew in 2002 via our mutual friend and author, Janni Visman. I was reading for the 
Script Factory at the time and she told me that Andrew wanted to get some feedback on a script 
he’d co-written. A hard copy of  ‘Off  Ground He’ subsequently arrived in the post. This working 
title was later changed to ‘Ivul’… 

LOGLINE: ‘When a teenage boy’s passionate desire for his older sister leads to his expulsion from the family home 
by his strict father, he climbs onto the roof  of  the house and vows never to set foot on the earth again’

I found the premise of  the story deeply evocative and visited Andrew at his home in Deptford to 
discuss the project. At this point I had not seen any of  his previous films but knew of  his maverick 
reputation. I was initially slightly intimidated by him – he was big and loud and talked a lot, but 
he was also deeply passionate about the film and it was impossible not to get swept along by his 
energy and enthusiasm. So began an enjoyable on-going creative collaboration and an enduring 
personal friendship, with one common thread running across the years – a continuing unresolved 
debate about the importance of  narrative structure…
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MY INITIAL SCRIPT REPORT 2002:
‘The characters are well conceived and the idiosyncratic main protagonist is highly intriguing, but 
the decision to explore the central conflict (between father and son) in a tangential way through 
secondary characters, dilutes engagement in the protagonist’s plight and fails to fully satisfy… 

The main questions to address relate to narrative structure. Have you chosen the optimum way to 
explore the conflicts and fully engage the audience in the story? The narrative structure lacks a clear 
shape… clearly intended to subvert classical structures of  storytelling. This is effective in drawing 
attention to the narrative process itself, but there is a danger, when the structure fails to serve the 
story’s full dramatic potential, of  alienating your audience and leaving them dissatisfied…’ 

‘The thing is Vicki, I’m not really interested in narrative structure’ (Andrew Kötting 2002)

Fast-forward seven years and the following exchange after seeing the completed film…

Email 25.10.09

‘Andrew, lovely to see you yesterday and congratulations on the film. It’s so great that it 
finally made it to the screen and a remarkable ‘feat’ (heart and soul) of tenacity on your 
part! Couldn’t really talk about it straight after... had to cogitate a bit...

Overall I found it delightful but feel I need to see it again as I was too focused on the 
details first time round - looking for what had changed, what had stayed the same, and 
trying to resist the desire to still keep wanting to move the pieces around etc. … 

The film seems to start out with a relatively conventional narrative structure then 
gradually shifts into something more expressionistic - which becomes less about 
fulfilling expectations of traditional narrative progression and more about the visual 
and emotional pleasures of lingering in this strange world - this is the element that I 
think may divide the critics... For me, some of the links between events; the stages 
in character journey, had become a bit obscure (perhaps choices in editing), but it 
became increasingly apparent that issues of psychological motivation were not the 
focus, this was a story that appeared to function at a more unconscious level - requiring 
the audience to work harder to form their own links, while also allowing the material to 
wash over you like a poem...

PS… why did we spend so much time agonising over small details when the script 
appeared to be abandoned to a large extent once the film went into production? If I 
had truly understood the way you work… I wouldn’t have spent so much time fighting 
over narrative structure… but tried to adapt more to your unique approach. Because 
while some critics will have difficulty with the departure from traditional narrative form, 
what marks you out as a very individual voice I think is that you are more of a visual 
poet... strong on tone, atmosphere, metaphor, etc. with a wonderful quirky angle of 
comic attack…

Anyway, it’s all still lingering in my head, which is always a good sign, means its 
bypassed my head to a certain extent and entered at deeper level...

lots of love

Vicki xx’
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Email 26.10.09

‘Vicki - thanks for the feedback - I’m still running a little to stand still - the hardest test 
of the film’s mettle was perhaps yesterday afternoon when it was screened for family 
and friends down in Hastings! They all seem to still be talking to me and there were 
lots of tears - I can sleep easy again - who knows what might ‘come’ of it - me, I’m as 
ambivalent as ever and really appreciate all your help throughout these many years! 
I’m at work at the university today so not a lot of time - à bientôt

Andrew X’

Here’s a snapshot of what happened in between…

When funding came through from BBC Films, Tall Stories producer, Ben Woolford, employed 
me to help develop the script. Ivul is a family drama about a teenage boy, Alex, who is caught in a 
compromising intimate situation with his adored sister, Freya, and is subsequently banished from 
the family home by his father, Ivul. He interprets his father’s words to ‘get off  my land’ literally 
and watches from a distance as the family disintegrates in his absence. The narrative events unfold 
over a year as the seasonal changes from autumn, winter and spring reflect the changing fortunes 
of  the family; the old family structure dies, weathers storms and is reborn. The bulk of  our script 
development process followed a parallel seasonal path…

This project presented three main editorial challenges:

How to bridge the gap between Andrew’s ‘experimental’ approach to narrative and his goal to 
make a film with broader mainstream appeal?

How to tell a dramatically engaging story about a protagonist who spends much of  his time in 
isolation, up a tree?

How to satisfy the demands of  a series of  creative partners, (BBC Films, BBC Scotland and Film 
Council) who appear to want to make a different film to the one that Andrew wants to make?

In the beginning – I persuaded Andrew to humour me in embracing traditional script 
development tools such as step outlines, premise statements, character biographies etc. 
Surprisingly he played along… Meanwhile I followed Andrew’s advice to watch some of  his 
previous films, Gallivant and This Filthy Earth, and some Tarkovsky films, to try to get more 
insight into where he was ‘coming from’…

Email 19.12.02

‘Andrew, I watched Tarkovsky’s Mirror this week… I found the fragmented narrative 
structure hard to engage with at times but thought the film highly evocative and packed 
with quirky, beautiful visual imagery. I loved the liquid raining from the ceiling, and 
the recurring motif of wind through the bushes… Given the importance of the natural 
setting to your story… we could afford to dwell on the landscape more… and the 
pleasure of silence, watching people engaged in detailed physical activity, or just 
reflection… is of particular significance to Alex’s character…’
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THE TEXT - The opening act seemed to be working well, building to a strong pivotal moment 
with the protagonist’s decision to spend the rest of  his life without touching the ground. The story 
became less engaging in act two when the protagonist moved from the roof  of  the family home 
out into the forest and largely disappeared from the action, which centred instead on the effects of  
his absence from home on other family members. It felt as if  the heart of  the story, Alex’s struggle 
for survival, was taking place out of  sight… 

SCRIPT MEETING NOTES 11.11.02
‘Agreed to explore the physical obstacles the boy has to overcome as he adapts to his new 
environment in greater detail, learning by trial and error to fend for himself  in the harsh conditions 
e.g. his attempt to build a shelter, search for food etc.… find more opportunities to bring him into 
direct conflict with his family and local community and show how these worlds collide…’

While also exploring visually evocative ways to shed light on the alienated main character’s inner 
world…

‘The changing landscape becomes a character, the father figure, and the expression of  Alex’s inner 
life. Alex’s delirium and inner conflicts are revealed through use of  expressionistic imagery as the 
forest becomes animated and distorted through his eyes, including overlaid subliminal images of  
sexual fantasies with Freya. This technique will also chart the contrasting progress of  William (later 
renamed Ivul) and Alex’s journey; as we see William battle to control the natural landscape while 
Alex becomes increasingly at one with nature…’ 

Additional dramatic challenges included – a ‘love story’ subplot between the protagonist and his 
sister, where the ‘wayward’ female romantic protagonist is sent away to Russia at the end of  act one 
(i.e. absent for much of  the action) and a conflict between father and son where the father develops 
‘locked-in’ syndrome and is unable to communicate (i.e. the boy is physically absent from home and 
the father is mentally absent)...

All the main characters appeared to be trying to escape from the story, while secondary characters 
mounted a stealthy bid to take over the action… requiring much pruning and replanting to be done 
in the dramatic arboretum…

SCRIPT MEETING NOTES 11.11.02
‘Agreed to focus on - Strengthen love story sub-plot between Alex and Freya, maintaining Freya’s 
voice in her absence through Alex’s fantasy life (Act 2). Increase engagement in Alex’s plight 
by seeing the world more consistently through his eyes and the challenges he has to face. Freya 
remains present in Act 3, playing a more pivotal role in searching for Alex in the forest… shift 
in emphasis away from Finton/Lennox family subplot to focus on main family drama leading to 
dramatic confrontation between father and son (Alex/Ivul). Alex to play a more pivotal role in 
climactic events…’

‘As Ivul becomes ‘locked in’, unable to communicate, Martha (his wife) becomes his voice. She alone 
understands him and acts as a conduit between him and his family. Sometimes misinterpreting his 
needs, thoughts, which drives him crazy…’

Meanwhile the family tree grew new roots, with a change in back story… 

(NB. In retrospect I think we were barking up the wrong tree here, as this diluted the stakes in the 
conflict between the main characters)
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‘Alex is Martha’s son from a previous relationship. This places Alex as the true outsider in the 
family, adding irony to the fact that he is so much more his father’s son than Lennox, the biological 
child, and the climactic revelation that Alex and Freya are not true siblings adds poignant weight to 
the tragic outcome of  the forbidden love story…’ 

In the middle – the focus shifted to strengthening the forces of  antagonism and heightening the 
pivotal turning points, as narrative events build to a crisis, climax and resolution – forcing the writer 
to weather his own storms e.g.

Email 24.1.03 

‘Vicki, last night hit a bit of a wall… all crisis over whether a wedding is really the best 
way to end the film, how tragic to make the Ivul/wife backstory, when Martha is driven 
to tell Lennox to try and prevent him from joining the mob to kill Alex… would Martha/
Freya/twins sit back and really let Lennox burns Alex’s things before the ambulance 
arrives… perhaps it is Donald that kills Alex in the climax only to be told the truth by 
Martha in front of the whole mob as they reassemble on the Ivul lawn… As you can see 
a little new confusion… but healthy methinks?’

My reply

‘Walls are only there to be climbed over, hacked through, blasted apart etc.… Agree 
that the wedding may not the most original way to end the thing, but some catalytic 
event is needed to prompt Alex’s final actions… don’t need to get too hung up on the 
Ivul/wife backstory… what is more important is the revelation about Alex’s paternity 
and how this affects his relationship with Ivul and Freya… Lennox could burn Alex’s 
things secretly... only we see in close up what he is really burning… If Donald kills Alex 
you lose your redemptive ending (reunion between Alex/Ivul/Freya) which I think would 
be a great loss… I think it’s much stronger that the ‘hero’ makes the decisive action 
about his own fate…’

In the end – a couple of  lengthy days in Andrew’s studio at Tall Stories, ‘polishing’ the script line by 
line, with particular focus on the dialogue - him drinking peppermint tea while I smoked, fugging 
up the room until he could bear it no more… Some dispiriting meetings with funding partners who 
decide that the script is too ‘art house’ for their new remit… 

After my involvement officially ended I watched with growing despair as the project languished in 
development hell in the UK for a protracted period before it finally gained funding in France and 
was reborn - the script reworked, translated into French and the setting shifted from the island of  
Jura to that of  the French Pyrenees… and with it went my script editor screen credit…

6 YEARS LATER…
September 2015 – a phone call from Andrew asking if  I’d like to be involved as script editor 
in the final film in the trilogy – working title ‘Ivan and the Dogs’ (later renamed Lek and the 
Dogs) adapted from Hattie Naylor’s play of  the same name. We agree it would be lovely to work 
together again…

LOGLINE: ‘When a homeless young boy is adopted by a pack of  wild dogs he discovers the true nature of  the 
soul, helping sustain him during his epic battle for survival.’ 
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Email 22.9.14

‘Hi Andrew - I’ve read the script and the supporting docs and watched ‘Blue’ (Derek 
Jarman) so now have a clearer idea of the story and how you intend to approach it 
cinematically. The writer (Hattie Naylor) has a distinct and poetic voice…. It’s very 
moving and there is a clear journey. Let me know when you want to chat further... 

Lots of love
V XX

His reply 6.2.15

‘Vicki - I’m deep into the sound edit of BY OUR SELVES - almost there…

I had a meeting with Hattie on Wednesday this week… She’s coming down to 
Hastings for 6th/7th March to talk about structure and ideas etc. Maybe you might 
join us? Will keep you abreast BUT suffice to say that I’m looking forward to it.  
Kisses for the now

X’

Email 17.2.15

‘Andrew, have you see Adam Curtis’s documentary film ‘Bitter Lake’? It not only 
presents a fascinating argument but is also a compelling example of mixing archive 
documentary and feature film footage with voice over and vinyl sound track...

XX’

His Reply 17.2.15

‘Vicki, SAW IT LOVED IT - watched it again - connecting with a lot of the work I’ve been 
making these past few years - book your weekend - even if Hattie can’t make it - we 
should do something together - just getting back up to speed with the project again

X’

6.3.15 - Visit to Andrew’s studio in Hastings for a script meeting. It’s a cold day. We sit inside a 
garden shed in the corner of  a warehouse, with the heater full on…. I make notes on Andrew’s 
plans for adaptation…

‘The story will be told from the POV of  the protagonist as an older man looking back on the 
events of  his past. The film will use the original structure of  the radio play but ‘extend’ the story 
for feature film… and the narrator will disrupt the original narrative at times as he looks back on 
the past… The protagonist will speak a type of  ‘gibberish’, a mixture of  languages reminiscent 
of  Russian/German/Romanian etc. that cannot be literally translated but dialogue will appear in 
English sub-titles on screen… Visual imagery will draw on a mixture of  archive film footage and 
newly shot film but will appear as fragments of  imagery on a predominantly black screen, inviting 
the viewer to enter the protagonist’s dark, subterranean world and highlighting the evocative sound 
design. We will not see the protagonist as a child or his dogs but the world he inhabits will be 
evoked by recurring found images of  children, dogs, industrial wastelands etc.…’

So to recap - we have a story about a young boy’s relationship with a pack of  wild dogs but we 
won’t ever see the boy and his dogs and the middle-aged protagonist who is narrating the story of  
his childhood will be speaking unintelligible gibberish. Oh and the narrator will be underground in 
a dark, unlit tunnel for much of  the time… OK… I’m starting to get the hang of  this now… off  
we go then… In no particular order… 
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ON THE PROTAGONIST’S JOURNEY
In Hattie’s original play the story ends when a loving foster mother rescues the young boy, Ivan, 
from an orphanage. In Andrew’s adaptation we follow the protagonist’s journey through his 
teenage years, becoming a young man, falling in love and having a child, before cataclysmic events 
occur above ground that force him into hiding underground… finally resurfacing as a middle-aged 
man into a desolate, transformed world. (NB. Ivan is later renamed Lek)

SCRIPT REPORT 27.3.15
‘Ivan’s time on the streets with the dogs is inevitably the most unusual and compelling aspect of  
his journey but could some of  the pivotal moments chosen to recount his tale after this point be 
mined for greater dramatic effect? E.g. Ivan faces a serious setback when his dogs are trapped and 
he is taken to the orphanage but could we learn more about his struggle to re-adapt to the human 
community after living with a pack of  dogs? How does Ivan’s ‘dog like’ mentality and behaviour 
help or hinder him in this new environment? Does he have to relearn to use language instead of  
barking? Does he struggle to sleep in a bed instead of  curled up on the ground? Does he sniff  his 
food before eating etc?’

‘Ivan’s journey is narrated through the eyes of  the protagonist as an old man looking back on his 
life… the final revelation that he has survived alone underground for about (40?) years, waiting for 
the danger to subside, may strain plausibility. Is it possible that he could have survived so long by 
scavenging for food in the tunnels – unless perhaps he finds a hidden store of  food? Or lives on 
rats? If  so, let’s see his battle to catch and kill one…’

Email 4.4.15

‘Vicki, have started work on expanding Ivan’s time line once he moves out of the 
orphanage - ideas around zeitgeistian paranoia and in particular the imminent threat of 
something - DIAL History might help as a point of reference here 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Dial_H-I-S-T-O-R-Y

He might even start work as miner!’ 

SCRIPT MEETING NOTES 23.10.15
‘What if  foster mum urges him to use the cassette player to tell his story and we hear not just Ivan’s 
voice, but also the voices of  his foster mum, wife and child, which he replays throughout his time 
in hiding? Could also play with the sound of  the batteries running down, distorting their voices…’

‘Ivan’s story appears to be working well until we hit the hiatus of  his final lengthy period in hiding 
alone underground, after he discovers that his family have gone and the world above ground has 
been destroyed. What motivates him to keep going? Is it the hope that he will one day be reunited 
with his loved ones? Does he sustain himself  by constantly replaying the voices of  his loved ones, 
to keep them near? Is it the need to keep telling his story until one day someone will hear it? Is 
it because he is dog, his dogged determination to survive? Do the batteries run out, forcing him 
to face his greatest fear – now he is truly alone, is that what sends him up to the surface, i.e. to 
embrace death, only to discover that he has been reborn into a new world with his true soul mates, 
the dogs? Or does the cassette running out finally enable him to hear the sounds of  life above 
ground calling him back to the Earth?’
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ON DONKEYS AND RELIGION...
A misremembered conversation

Vicki - ‘Why does a donkey suddenly appear at the end of  the story?’

Andrew - ‘You don’t like the donkey?’

Vicki - ‘Well I’m just not sure why it’s there or what it’s adding to the story’

Long explanation from Andrew followed – I forget the details except that there was a donkey in the 
1st part of  the trilogy ‘This Filthy Earth’ and he liked the idea of  bringing it back…

Vicki - ‘Mmm… The problem is, I think that introducing a donkey into the action undermines the 
protagonist’s redemptive relationship with the dogs…’

Andrew - ‘Hattie likes the donkey…’

Vicki - ‘And the fact that the protagonist now rides away on a donkey at the end, carries strong 
Christian symbolism and may convey the unintentional meaning that Christianity has prevailed 
over Islam…’

Andrew - (Pauses) ‘You’re right about the donkey’…

ON REVERSE ENGINEERING...

SCRIPT NOTES 4.6.15
‘The anticipated running time (at 44 pages) still appears to fall very short of a feature 
length film, which would conventionally be at least 90 pages long, but as previously 
discussed it is hard to judge the running time from Ivan’s monologue alone… 

I realise that you may not be aiming for a conventional 3 act structure… but this model 
indicates that further story development clearly needs to focus on the 2nd and 3rd 
act…’

Andrew’s email reply

‘A thought: with so much of my work, ‘structure’ begins to appear as I reverse engineer 
meaning/plot/rhythm at the edit stage. Much will be dictated by the archive that I find/
use. There would be (metaphysical/metaphorical) tangents that the images might 
encourage or lend themselves towards rather than just illustrate the story as it unfolds. 

As a monologue you’re right about the running time - however there would be 
intermittent passages and longeurs in which the images might begin to beguile 
(possibly confuse) and drive the ‘story’ in a less conventional direction. For instance 
the loss of Mina, Sasha and Erina might not be spoken of or further developed because 
of the overwhelming power of the footage we are watching. It could possibly create in 
the viewer a sense of dread and inevitability to the demise of Ivan’s loved ones. 

The music meantime and sound design would support this 3rd act engagement and 
allow for us to leave the film exhausted and bereft emotionally but with just a smidgeon 
of HOPE! (Donkey’s gone)….’
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ON TERROR
‘Terror is in the atmosphere all about us...’ opening quote

SCRIPT MEETING NOTES 6.3.15
‘The nature of  the terrible events is not explicitly stated but could suggest an array of  globally 
destructive possibilities that herald a breakdown in civilization…’

SCRIPT NOTES OCTOBER 2015
‘Prep. for meeting with BFI - May require a brief  written statement which provides a clearer 
sense of  the overall artistic vision/intentions re use of  archive footage/sound scape to convey the 
multiple points of  reference in the story, which tap into the zeitgeist, e.g. current concerns about 
spread of  viruses, fear of  terrorism, religious tyranny, war, waves of  migration etc. So that it is 
clear that this is not just a conventional adaptation of  an existing story, but rather a launch pad for 
a meditation on the state of  the world today…’

ONWARDS AND SIDEWAYS... 
Notes made at BFI meeting with Lizzie Francke, (Senior Development and Production Exec.), 
Nick Taussig (Producer, Salon Pictures) and Andrew 24.11.15

‘Lizzie has reviewed all the material provided and stated that she was confused by the relationship 
between the story and the use of  imagery. She did not find the element of  the ‘Talking head’ 
narrator a sufficiently compelling route into the story… She is more interested in the flight of  
ideas and collage of  images that spin out from the story-telling and wants to find a better balance 
between the narrative element and how it is used as a vehicle to launch into other imaginary worlds/
ideas/images… At the moment she feels the project lacks a clear identity, i.e. is it a conventional 
narrative or an experimental film?…. She likes the cinematic poetry but would like to see the story 
told from a more ‘köttingesque’ angle…’

Email 10.11.16 

‘Vicki - I’ve been blundering on with LEK now running at a 100 minutes with some very 
strange things happening...! I have an informal screening with Lizzie Francke in a few 
weeks but it would be nice to get your critical eyes/ears onto it. Nick the producer was 
down a few weeks back who was both surprised and pleased in the direction the work 
was going - it’s certainly VERY köttingesque .... anyhow if you had time next week 
it would be most useful to get you down here. Tuesday 15th is good OR week after 
Tuesday 22nd Wednesday 23rd...

Meantime LOVE

X’

15.11.16 - Visit Andrew’s studio in Hastings to see a rough cut… followed by long chat in the 
pub… (I write my notes in the dark while watching the film and when I get home I discover my 
words are indecipherable)
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10.4.17 – visit Philippe Ciompi’s (sound editor) studio in London to see a new rough cut – with 
Philippe, Andrew and Jem Finer (composer). The journey becomes an adventure of  its own as I 
follow Andrew’s advice not to write down the address of  the studio but to take a photo of  it on my 
mobile. This ‘top tip’ however relies on remembering to take your mobile with you…

Follow up email to Andrew - 10.4.17 

Overall - the storytelling seems clearer now and the ‘experts’ comments are better 
integrated into the story. The use of archive footage and soundscape works really 
well to heighten the atmosphere and I really like the sub-title font - like an old broken 
typewriter, with some letters stuck. 

Two main questions -

1. The recurring male narrative voice(s), which comments on Lek’s story in the 3rd 
person, e.g. ‘They say he went underground’... ‘The last time he was seen’... etc. 
It seemed one extra narrative voice too many, which took me out of the story, 
as I tried to work out who was talking... and I wondered if we needed this extra 
voice(s)?....’

2. There seemed to be too many endings, which dilutes the impact of the real ending. 
I know that at least two of these endings are intentional, but there is a danger that 
the viewer may think that the writer doesn’t know how to end the story and is trying 
out lots of possible options until he gets it right. Part of the problem seems to be 
that the sense of the ‘outside threat’ seems to come and go a bit in the final act, 
rather than building in intensity towards the climax?

 V XXX

14.10.17 – Attend London Film Festival premier at the British Film Institute, Southbank…

Follow up email to Andrew 24.10.17 

‘Well done you…. the film made it to the screen in a relatively short time on a very small 
budget yet still managed to look and sound great, packed with interesting ideas, has 
definitely fulfilled Lizzy’s brief that it should be strongly ‘köttingesque’ and has found 
distribution… I did identify of course with Hattie’s comments about ‘trying to put the 
story back in!’ But just wanted to say how grateful I am for your generosity in continuing 
to include me in the creative process - I always love working with you and enjoy the 
ongoing debate about narrative structure...’

CODA

In between – I invite Andrew and Leila to my wedding reception on 1st October 2016.  

His reply 22.9.16

‘Vicki/Phil - SADLY we’re not now able to make the shin dig - I’m in the studio over that 
weekend mixing the sound for the new film EDITH - BUT we will be thinking upon the 
two of you and sending love regardless.

XX

3 days later… Andrew sends me an invite to a private view on 1st October

Earthworks_240418_V1.indd   379 02/05/2018   12:18



My reply

‘Hi Andrew - I’ll be a bit busy that day - what with marriage celebrations and whatnot.... 
X’

His reply

‘Jesus - I forgot you had that old chestnut as an excuse! I’ve been obsessed with 
EDITH (SWAN NECK) all year - started editing Lek and the Dogs last week - it’s 
coming together in a very strange way - every now and then I look at the script to 
remind myself of where I’m at!

X’

ANDREW’S CONTRIBUTION TO OUR WEDDING 
MEMORY BOOK...
‘I try to explain…

I’m interested in the generic edge – the thin membrane between what might be called 
fiction and non- fiction – but I draw from the real to make an ‘unreal’ or ‘ethereal’.

‘ That might be all well and good but we need some sort of  structure to hang it on’. She 
says. Fag in mouth and a little less patient.

I get all defensive ‘ My work doesn’t resolve any particular questions or ideas it just 
breeds more, many of  which as you can see I just ignore’

‘Yes but we have a deadline’ she tells me.

‘There are implied narratives a foot, but they are not complete. They are in flux despite 
having been worked on for years. They are shoddy and incomplete: they are the work of  
a second-hand thinker’ I plead.

She stubs out her cigarette and lights another. ‘There’s work to be done, let’s put some 
lipstick on your pig’.
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GARETH EVANS

The Heat  
of People or

‘And This Is 
How It Is Now’

I whispered: memory hurts wherever you touch 
it. 
Giorgos Seferis
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Back in THE DAY, I wrote this (from where it says START to where it says STOP). Then, in the 
day, it was called ‘(Not) Gone to Ground’, and it was also called ‘Place and Attitude in This Filthy 
Earth and The Nine Lives of  Thomas Katz’. This is partly because it was also about the latter film 
by a one Ben Hopkins, who was and remains a gentleman of  rare discernment, BUT, because he 
is not the subject (he might object) of  this volume, he and it have been completely excised – in 
the spirit of  a Stalinist erasure – from this reproduction of  the text here below. Strangely, this was 
remarkably easy to do, and had this volume been about the oeuvre of  said Hopkins, one can only 
assume a similar Kötting-cut would have been equally achievable…

START 
“Reality is often pregnant with utterly unexpected possibilities. A powerful spiritual dimension can 
be found in one’s life through the exercise of  the imagination. … We make our own weather.” – 
J.G. Ballard

Exterior: Office: Day in England. Enter from leftfield Andrew Kötting, shorts-stacked and second 
time feature-maker, approaching the money-people. Maverick anti-traditionalist and yet wound 
within the luminous history of  film, keen to tell the end-tales of  an uneasy society, he is planning 
to bring the margins central, in order to deliver inspired and provocative manifestations of  a viable 
future for innovative, envisioned film in these troubled islands. Time to pitch...

Shorts and performance show-person, Kötting first went walkabout at feature length with family 
in tow for Gallivant, a coastal perambulation with knowing urban glint that picked up the signals 
of  shoreline psycho-geography. Nothing in the wayward, rambling charm of  that casual tour gave 
warning of  the singular intensity of  This Filthy Earth, an Earthouse production, a veritable act of  
witness. A foreigner working in a remote moorland farming settlement – sisters, family, village all 
tap-rooted into the oldest soil – precipitates its partial collapse after he is made scapegoat for varied 
social and meteorological ills.

It’s a vaudeville cow opera, borrowing blatantly from the key animal insemination scene of  cinema 
(La Bête), honouring John Berger’s Pig Earth and digging deepest into Zola’s La Terre. Cast: Jesus 
Christ, a Marie Salope, a Stalker or Pale Rider, sibling itinerants, Papa Lear, a soothsayer meddler. 
It lives absolutely in a material world – bull and man sperm on the hands, pigs in trees, rooms 
like caves or armpits, piss in graveyards, phlegm, pus, shit, rock (human time against geological 
time), rain, mud, mud. Meanwhile, the ears of  wheat catch the murmur of  curtailed desire, the 
invigorated and curious dream of  the other – travelling shows and the – for some – soothing balm 
of  foreigners who bring another place close. 

But there is dys-pastoral bloodletting of  a kind not seen since Rudkin’s Afore Night Come. It’s 
a vision of  the differently-sighted, therefore sound is the film’s second heart. Tug a leek and 
you rend the world; ploughs pull a roar through the field. These are the scale shifts by which we 
perceive the constant ebb and flow of  things. By the film’s end there will be a felled church, a 
routed flock, a bog opening like a reverse birth to retrieve offspring and outcasts united in ceaseless 
passage across the earth. £1.2 million when it came to it, all UK and all from agencies.

There is urgency, and subversion here – and a sense of  the land as key player – that puts the film 
so far from current UK practice it barely registers on the official radar. It shapes a reverse creation 
myth that unmakes alienated community and unravels personality to expose fresh paths for both 
subject and medium; hence it is a deeply political, compassionate work. Understandably therefore, 
it plays with permanence and flux, runs transition against foundation. This film is a secret dream 
of  maps. You cannot find this place on or in the grid. This Filthy Earth is eastern Europe flipped 
wild mud-bog west. A sort-of  Kustirica, it’s gone now to earth in Yorkshire-Cumbria and so both 
seep into it, but still it is anywhere and anywhen. There is a melancholy, a loss in this, but more, a 
manic cheerfulness.
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Bodies operating in place are also pointers to the variety of  tone; thus excess, decay, so-labelled 
‘impairment’ or distortion. As identity is challenged, characters are besieged by weather and 
superstition in This Filthy Earth. Some become the conductors of  potent, unseen forces – they 
twitch and speak in tongues. What people say and how is evidence of  their relationship to place. 
This Filthy Earth’s ‘gramlot’ is the lingo of  reduced horizons and business, of  instinctual non-
verbal knowing and body language.

But while dug into land, it pursues the lure of  the nomadic. It offers a wanderer who provokes 
degrees of  dissolution within the settled. It also ends in motion – two men and a mule – a cut-price 
Western roaming of  the homeless into a future bigger than the abandoned hamlet knows. And 
nowhere, of  course, is more nomadic than ‘terra cinema’, in its time-space fluxus, in its stories, 
frames and personnel, in the influences that wander like rogue crew members between shoots or 
the formats that find their way in – multiple styling for multiple realities – the memory mode of  
super 8, digital atmospherics (image saturation or inversion) and general audio/visual dysfunction.

At best such films are tolerated, almost with embarrassment, like some loud relative on the gin 
at a funeral. But more often these relevant, outrider visions are seen as barbarian deviations that 
somehow got in when the windy lookout was unstaffed. Their threat is closer now. Of  course, 
that it got backing at all in this climate is surprise enough. But it’s not enough for those who put 
the money in – for This Filthy Earth particularly – to sit back on co-production laurels when they 
bury the baby with an almost negative distribution and marketing strategy. These films live on the 
devil’s crossroads in the current production and distribution crisis: This Filthy Earth came out on 
one print at London’s Curzon Soho. Should it feel blessed? Fellow FilmFourLab beneficiary Dom 
Rotheroe saw his Robby Müller-lensed debut, My Brother Tom, open in a celluloid corner shop: 
“Do you know what the Odeon Wardour Street is?” he asked Time Out’s Nick Bradshaw. It’s like a 
new disease has been identified. Will there soon be such a thing as half  a print? Surely you fund it 
and back it once it’s done, or what’s the point of  any of  it… These are hardy, rough-edged works, 
but fragile also when they hit the market highway. The shortest run with no promotion is certifiable 
lunacy. With such work, word of  mouth is the best publicity. But it takes time. Some new zone 
between cinema and the more supportive gallery environment seems essential.

But it’s always really only ever been individuals like Kötting who have kept innovative, filmic 
imagination alive in this country, not structures. They tell mongrel yarns, hybrids, mixed-race in 
form and content. And so, if  the halls are sealed against them, then it’s not hard to see them 
spreading the news by any means necessary, as alley prophets, town criers, screening the potent 
truths they find on sheets and weather-beaten walls. And those who value such reports shall be 
there with them, watching and transported. (published in print in Vertigo, 2.2: 2002; available online 
here: closeupfilmcentre.com/vertigo_magazine/volume-2-issue-2-spring-2002).

STOP
Given it’s been 20 years – longer if  you count mental conception – that this now completed triptych 
has been in the making, it seems reasonable to reprint, albeit adjusted, a commentary from close to 
the point of  emergence, one that welcomed its arrival and which its writer stands by all these years 
later, certainly in terms of  its appreciation of  the worth of  the film (and its subsequent siblings, 
which share its qualities as kith sometimes do), but also for its reading of  the surrounding so-called 
‘film culture’. Heady almost those days gone seem today (but no easy nostalgia into which we 
recline): it’s much worse now.

It was hardly an easy ride for Kötting. Perhaps it was his umlaut; maybe he sensed the dislocations 
of  the present in a Deptford cauchemar of  prescience: either way, 2001 became 2010 and another 
reversal of  sorts for the project. Where This Filthy Earth had been wrenched like a bog-pit calf  
out of  Zola, dreaming before birth of  foreign hills, so IVUL, proposed for the tongue of  English 
and local woodland found itself  out of  sorts and expelled ‘back to where it came from’ (sort of, 
via the inflowing of  Italo Calvino’s Baron in the Trees), revealing its colours in the language of  
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French, shot in that country and Switzerland and replete with a swathe of  finest Gallic thesps. 
This trajectory continued even further with Lek and the Dogs, which pretty much abandoned 
recognisable lingo altogether for a kind of  outsider patois whose logic is discernible to an audience 
of  one, was shot in the Chilean desert and an interior space that closely resembles the darkness to 
be found ‘mid-way through this life’, whether in head, heart or hole. So, language, place and time – 
the planks of  the shed called cinema – all under pressure of  finance and interest (or its lack). Sure 
but, you shout from the back, the films happened. So why bang on about the hard-ship? Most films 
don’t make it through. Count things like blessings and so on…

BUT
They only found their framed completion because of  what is known to those who know as 
Kötting’s WILL. This is a force that cannot be resisted and is also the reason why the book you’re 
currently palming also IS. This compulsion to gather rampant being and making into a semblance 
of  arranged legibility is the glue, fuel, engine, house of  all that has been made over almost 40 years. 
It does not know how to say no, or even non, thankfully. It has made a SINGLE body of  work 
with many heads and hands and feet, and therefore there are different ways to frame or focus parts 
of  this creature. This ‘Landworks’ is entirely acceptable – and is what the artist wants – but each 
film could be paired, tethered to others in the team entire via diverse motifs, locations, personnel, 
intentions and SO ON.

What then is important about these three, as a three?

ONE
They are among the great contemporary works of  THE EDGE – in place, community, existing 
and becoming. That is, they collaborate with the overlooked in the realisation of  their own image 
and breath. It matters not that these figures exist only as ‘fictions’. They ARE of  and from the 
margined many – rural, familial, urban – and would be recognised as such by citizens of  these 
edge-sites. The films as made RESIST the exclusion of  such folk from larger consideration and 
demand we look more closely at those whom we do not look more closely at. 

HOWEVER
That is not to say Kötting is on a political placard progress across the screen. His EDGE also 
includes forms of  the bodily, the sensorial, of  priority, attention and aspiration. More than almost 
any other filmmaker he lives IN HIS BODY. So also do his characters. The body is the pivotal site 
of  experience, trial, punishment, flight and refuge. The body is the landscape of  the mind, and the 
place-zones of  each work (from ground to tree to open sands) are as haptic as they are visible, as 
elemental as they are narrative. Just as in Tarkovsky’s seven, where readings can be offered based 
entirely on the braiding of  earth / air / wind / fire, so here. Rarely binary or oppositional, all co-
exist, are meaningless without the others, only make sense when in symphonic interaction.

TWO
Similarly his interrogation is applied to versions of  the familial, as measure, example and failure. 
Made, like it or not, by these groupings we wrangle, we grow in thrall, sympathy with, or resistance 
to this definitive architecture or its rupture, its absence. One can draw a line from the larger 
communal ensemble of  the first, through the family-as-world of  the second to the necessary 
solitude of  the final, and these conditions can also be found within Kötting. But these spaces 
– human and ecological – are never static, monolithic, fixed. They’re constantly tested, tried, 
traversed – borders and thresholds are everything, hence the permanent onward motion of  the 
Ur-outsider Lek through them all.
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THREE
And it is LEK we are left with, who has grown older and simultaneously younger (naked new born) 
as we’ve travelled with him, who we last see with the desert dead but who also knows the potency 
and warp potential of  Alice portals, worm-holes in the continuum, who is often traceless but who 
endures. Perhaps it is he who’s addressed in the first words of  Hamlet, words that establish not 
only the social and political dimensions of  the world and cosmos as they are and might be, but 
existential and topo-psychic parameters too:

WHO’S THERE?
In that question – freighted with terror or longing, fear or fecund hope of  future – and in your 
own response to the stranger who approaches (and who will continue to do so, for as long as 
you and they ARE, by land or water or air, and likely fleeing fire), lies the third reason as to this 
trilogy’s undeniable importance NOW – mongrel works for a culture and climate in crisis, they 
refuse to let you out of  the room until you start to answer that interrogative for yourself. 

Gareth Evans is a curator and presenter at the Whitechapel Gallery and writes when he can.

Photographs – Anonymous Bosch
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IAIN SINCLAIR

Lek: The 
Unnamable 
Named

‘Tug a leek and you rent the world.’
Gareth Evans
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ETERNALISM
‘Now.’ Last word, long-last breath. Borrowed light foreclosed: ‘before the door that opens on my 
story.’ On his story, his confession. Now. Is it really over? What breathtaking optimism, we say: 
now! 

A jolt. To start to finish an epic three-part adventure on such a soft sound, a murmur barely. 
Sounded in confidence - barely barely – barely disturbing the shock of  silence. Nudity sanctioned 
of  course, rolls of  panting affronted flesh. Tin baths in primitive places for gumboot madonnas so 
real that it hurts to watch: Rebecca Palmer (Francine). Stalled humans with slow hearts chilling to 
clay. Fuzz of  lichen beard transferred from chin and pubes to stone. The rampant pizzle of  the bull. 
A yard of  slithery pink meat arcing like a meteor. A Muybridge athlete, down on all fours, dogging 
across the Atacama desert. 

But we know, we devotees who have followed the Earthworks project over the Flemish panels 
of  this illuminated and libidinous triptych, that the filmmaker cannot bring himself  to sanction 
endings. He is a maker like a wine-maker, a grape-crusher, not an aesthete or nervous counter 
of  frames. There is always another season around the corner, a better vintage. Boots filled with 
suppurating pus. Trenchfoot, his proud boast of  authenticity. Look at my wounds. Smell my reek. 

So this tragic ribbon of  film, the justified sentiment for all those complex actions - recollections 
of  the shoot, and the bunk beds, breakfasts, debates, digressions, friendships forged and sustained 
- does not fade into the dark. Into starless night. Until he is quite ready: the provoker, the prodder, 
the conductor of  chaos. An alternative version. One last sentence? A tease? A joke? A quote? 

The Earthworks credits, those massive hugs of  words, spill like acid rain, dissolving termination, 
postponing mortality, across an additional sequence that just cannot be left out. In this, as in so 
much else, Andrew Kötting is a convinced Beckettian: he must stop now, he cannot stop. Time’s 
up. Money’s gone. The audience have departed. Now! Now remember this. And we do, we must. 
We always will.

In This Filthy Earth, Peter Hugo-Daly, as the black-coated ‘Jesus Christ’, staggers uphill after a 
flock of  Bressonian sheep. For the credits of  Ivul, in a freestanding sequence made in parenthesis 
to the feature, the director has chosen archive to parade some otherworldly ‘real’ folk in their 
Sunday best – all now deceased? – keeping off  ground on swings and stilts, playing the serious 
game of  life, while ancient voices ramble and reminisce. And Jem Finer performs, as he must, his 
curtain song to the crematorium. If  the flickering inhabitants of  this archaeological capture are the 
‘now’ of  a contemporary film, where are we? Have we become their archive, the fading dreams of  
the restless dead? Will they leech our saturated colour?

Lek and the Dogs runs out, after the ultimate ‘now’, and we start again with This Filthy Earth. The 
triptych is a continuum in space-time. We choke and cough. The mud of  battle. The protozoan 
broth of  shit-spew-semen from which we have all emerged, blinking and snivelling. The sucking 
cloacal quag into which the wizened wise woman, with her pigeon sling and black curses, must sink. 
‘To shit on them all without exception,’ Beckett wrote. 

This is what the wizardly Northampton philosopher Alan Moore, nominated as the alternative 
voice of  god for Lek and the Dogs, calls ‘eternalism’. Time as a block or ring: a terraced ghetto, 
fixed and secure, where the dead nest like crows. Pre-written. Nothing to be done. The voice is so 
measured, so reasonable, so resinous and grave, filtered through so much prophetic beard, we have 
to accept the insanity of  its logic. Those channelled rhythms. It is like Blake ventriloquising Elijah 
in Lambeth.
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Kötting identifies the relevant quote in Eugene O’Neill. ‘There is no present or future, only the 
past, happening over again, now.’ Now! A strategic conclusion subverting Eliot and his metaphysical 
rose garden. The past unfolds, as and when we need it, as we wriggle and kick against its pricks. 
And not in some accidentally surviving Cotswold manor house. It’s not part of  an established 
monotheistic religion. Kötting is out in the weather, arm up a cow’s arse. Sheltering under a dry-
stone wall soon to be washed away. In a dripping cellar under a condemned factory in Moscow or 
Medway. In a fire-hazard caravan slung among the trees of  the forest. 

Now. The director’s methodology hangs on the permissiveness of  that word: do it at once and 
forever. There is no Oedipal shame that cannot be exorcised, no future to be feared. Let the 
play run as it will with two or more cameras and minimal instruction, the director insists in a 
promotional interview for Ivul, a single-breath rant among bonsai trees that seem to be growing 
out of  his semaphoring arms. Trust the actors, already exposed to banter and risk, and loving it, 
to find their moment and to go beyond it. To reach out blind.  Trust the crew who are a tried and 
tested family: Nick Gordon-Smith, Gary Parker, Philippe Ciompi, Jem Finer, Cliff  West. And also 
the blood family who are another long-suffering, press-ganged crew. 

The beauty of  it is that now means now: if  you don’t have the coverage, you don’t need it. You 
have what there is, this moment - and the resurrected present of  the eternal archive. Every cut, 
every jump in time, is therefore fresh and surprising. With the shoot-as-it-plays journey films – 
Gallivant, Swandown, By Our Selves, Edith Walks – the method is known as ‘reverse engineering’ 
or posthumously identifying some rind of  meaning in the accumulated catalogue of  what took 
place, on the day, for the day. Past made present fixes our future. Now! 

Andrew Kötting has learnt to say ‘action’ but not ‘cut’. ‘All film-makers,’ he orders, ‘to have spent 
time with their arms or feet inside another sentient being, alive or dead.’

EARTHWORKS, THE PROJECT
That the three panels make a whole, freestanding but discrete. This Filthy Earth grew out of  
the unexpected success, the welcome given to Gallivant – but it was a fresh start, the beginning 
of  another way of  working. Ground, Off-ground, Underground. Or, better: Land, Off-land, 
Underland. ‘Get off  my land,’ says the father to the transgressing son in Ivul. Being up to the 
armpits in mud, drowning in it, demands release, flight among the trees. After the mysterious, 
quasi-religious ending of  Ivul – cleansing fire, the purged figure, a reincarnated Cathar on Mont-
Ségur – it was necessary to go into resonant darkness, under the land. Accidents of  production 
and financing and availability – Kötting is always operating on stolen time, veins popping - dictate 
new paths and new places. A cave in France becomes a Russian bunker. La Terre relocates from the 
Beauce to Dentdale in Yorkshire. The whole series is polyglot, borderless, inspired by the director’s 
own life in the Pyrenees and borrowed Tarkovsky dreams of  Russian dystopias and underworlds.

Look on the three films as action paintings, prepared, discussed, scripted, cast – and then turned 
loose on themselves in physical fury: muscular, gestural, exploiting whatever occurs as it occurs. 

 
 NO ALAS MERCE DE LA CARN NADA
 DE CORRUPTO, MAIS ALAS MERCE
 DEL ESPRIT PAUSAT EN CARCER!

38
8

E
ar

th
w

or
ks

 4
  H

er
ea

ft
er

 

Earthworks_240418_V1.indd   388 02/05/2018   12:18



The Cathar ritual: ‘Lord, have no pity on the flesh born of  corruption, but rather on the spirit 
imprisoned within.’

The triptych begins in family, in flesh and folly. It lifts into martyrdom, the eccentricities and 
privations of  the desert fathers, the rock-squatters of  Northumbria, dissolving into forest and 
mountain. Adolescence, a rite of  passage. And it concludes in an actual desert, now politicised, 
a graveyard and a wormhole in time. The films will also, if  you choose to read them that way, 
offer: conception, birth and marriage (but not necessarily in that order), followed by hormonal 
frets, itches and ecstasies, the renunciation of  the father and flight from home. With the sequence 
concluding in solitude, pain, maturity and loss. Beckett again: ‘ I never knew such silence’.

 

THIS FILTHY EARTH (2001)
The ruralist plot incubates from Andrew’s reading of  a recommended book, Émile Zola’s La Terre, 
while spending time in his retreat in the Pyrenees. He spices this sombre fiction, the fifteenth 
volume in the Rougon-Macquart series, with docu-poetic infusions of  John Berger’s Pig Earth. 

Then he labours, pencil-licking for months, sequestered with a friend and early collaborator, Sean 
Lock, in a production office. A shape emerges. These men are both physicalists, performers, never 
happier than when taking the pitch well beyond the limits of  good taste. Lock’s bond of  engagement 
goes so far, when the call comes, as swimming the English Channel with the brothers Kötting at 
their most bristlingly bearded and Russian, doing a Karamazov on their fearsome deadad. The 
‘wake’ is made literal, a churning of  foam behind their thrashing feet.

Now Yorkshire. Mud. Fecundity. Filth. Raining stones. A golden child baptising herself  in peaty 
slop. Incestuous peasants, soaked in semen and superstition, arse-rutting and language-slapping, 
dragging their ploughs like dumb beasts, needling at rot and lovingly tending their murderous 
prejudices. They hate the land and the biblical weather and their hutch of  a church. They hate 
the flush of  their own flesh, its boils and thirsts. They want to own what they hate and they 
hate what they own. This pittance of  ground, the rags of  vanity and blunt razors. But the actors, 
embodying these inbreeds, are beautiful and engaged and deserving of  what they are being asked to 
do. We marvel at the angry, loving women: nubile, overripe or croned with spite. And we relish the 
unsexed gargoyle-grotesques and how they expose themselves: toothless, gurning Dudley Sutton, 
with idiot’s dribbling laughter soaring to Lear’s thunderhead rage. And the hissing tensile venom of  
the serpentine witch, the soured wise woman Armandine, played by Ina Clough. She is as good – 
and that is very good – as Catherine Lacey in The Sorcerers by Michael Reeves. 

In primitive disbelief, the rustic mob pull down the alien church. Like Albigensians getting their 
revenge at last. That buried Calvinist darkness, the Quaker silence (silence of  an absent god) at 
Dentdale counters the ratty Catholic rituals of  the hot south, the spineless, bicycle priests and their 
spinning gimcrack madonnas.

Samuel Beckett, in frostbitten wartime exile, in flight from Paris, is chewing raw potatoes somewhere 
out on these tracks, trapped in claustrophobic domesticity, a brooding witness from another world. 
Like Kötting’s numinously stubborn Lek. A traveller, scapegoat and white ‘darkie’. An unlanguaged 
witness pregnant with festering future masterpieces.

This Filthy Earth assaults us. It is incontinently visceral.  The benign Lek, a ghost from the east 
(already dead or unborn), a fixer of  redundant machines, is both a Kötting avatar, a better self, 
and the still point in a Boschian riot of  drinking and joking, feeding and farting, groping, shaving, 
stealing and blaspheming. Grinding out dry pellets of  shit in sodden fields. Stacking stones for walls 
that will never be finished as property markers. Where the only property is moor and bog. Rape is 
a hobby best kept in the family. 
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Gary Parker’s colour saturated Super 8 inserts are a desperate attempt to maintain contact with 
the documentary journals of  Gallivant. These new punchbag dramas, all highlights, simmering to 
the boil, time after time, have to be punctuated by merciful fades to black. Hardcrafted Anglo-
French insults, honed in the production office, are spat and spittled as part of  the texture. ‘The 
shoot,’ Kötting says, ‘should prove a physical, athletic challenge, not just an aesthetic one.’ But this 
is all about a delicate – yes, delicate – equilibrium: news from the east (carried by Lek) dismantles 
a western revenging plot. A classic spaghetti western of  limited cast, saloon violence, physical 
resolution - and good man vanishing into landscape on a mule. 

Then, over more never-ending credits, Kötting pays his respects to a filmmaker who feels like his 
antithesis, Robert Bresson. The Bresson of  Au Hasard Balthazar. The Bresson of  Mouchette. The 
drunken clochard brother, who should wear nothing but a vest under his coat – the one known 
as ‘Jesus Christ’ – follows the sheep. But it’s not red wine. The Dentdale drench he swills is more 
like rainwater and wrung-out socks. The sheep bells are not so pure. The donkey is abused and 
holy. It has dragged the wheel on which Lek was splayed. It has kicked down the door. Kötting, 
instinctively, absorbs these traces and makes them his own. Classicism and frugality of  means are 
translated into rancid English (or Anglo-German) energy: the acts, the engagements, the Babel of  
voices in the head. 

Can you believe how Andrew gives himself  such a modest cameo, as the loser in a headbutting 
contest with the lumpen Buto (Shane Attwooll)? In life, he leaves significant dents in concrete 
walls. He is Anvil-Head the Hun. After exposure to the presence and grace of  the women here - 
Rebecca Palmer (Francine), Demelza Randall (Kath), Eve Steele (Megan) - the director, bloodied, 
is carried out. Ready for the next chapter – which would take eight years to arrive.

 

IVUL (2009)
That culturally promiscuous, frontierless quality, so bravely situated in the triptych, is emphasised 
in Ivul. The formality and measured obscenities of  the French have a mediating influence on the 
script - a starting point only - by Kötting, John Cheetham and Andy Mitchell. This film, on the 
surface, is the most orthodox and well-behaved panel of  the three. A necessary patch of  firm 
ground, decent weather, and communal garden labour around the grand, but quietly decaying 
house. The family – in the closest autobiographical adaptation of  the triptych – is engagingly 
deranged and deracinated. Nobody calls. They go to hell at their own pace.

The dominating paterfamilias, played by the remarkable Jean-Luc Bideau, loses his potency and his 
beard, all his gravitas, to be treated to teasing body washes, as if  he’d been damned to eternity in a 
Dennis Potter play. The deadad is doubly stroked, mouth filled with stones. Mother, driven to drink 
and promiscuity in the local bar, pines for her lost son, who has taken to the trees. The adolescent 
daughter, departed in a Chekhov fugue, into a fantasy Russia of  ice floe archive footage, paperback 
books on poets, dreams of  samovars and black cigarettes, returns to catastrophic reality. The 
near feral twins, Capuccine and Manon, never let up. They would dance on a corpse like a feather 
pillow. They are as smart as whips. The boy himself, the off-ground acrobat and dustbin raider, 
looks disconcertingly like the young Martin Amis (those eyebrows, that hair), a few years of  bad 
behaviour after the future author featured in Alexander Mackendrick’s A High Wind in Jamaica.  
His rebellion, all style and attitude and freighted angst, belongs to the tradition of  Truffaut’s 
Les Quatres Cents Coups (also autobiographical), but taken to the woods to become L’Enfant 
Sauvage. His act is the grace of  his movement, learning to feel when the branch will give way. The 
performers around him, in the Kötting fashion, through trust and risk and banter, become a family. 
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The literary model, cannibalised where necessary, but no solid armature, is Calvino’s Baron in the 
Trees. And of  course pre-blockbuster Tarzan. As imagined by William, not Edgar Rice Burroughs. 
The Wild Boys. The filmic models, to be summoned and subverted, simply by the act of  shooting 
in France with French producers and crew, are classic: ‘the incestuous emotional rivalries destroying 
a family from within’ of  Cocteau’s Les Parents Terribles and the haunted house in the woods of  La 
Belle et la Bête (dark folk tales both). Rene Clement’s Jeux Inderdits (secret ceremonies, forbidden 
games). And Jean Renoir’s sun-dappled picnics in the woods, before the bad thing happens. 
Buñuel’s slow unravelling of  bourgeois pieties in country properties. Kötting doesn’t have time, 
with his commitment to practicalities, for theory and reference, but the established canon informs 
the mimetic terrain.

This Filthy Earth, conceived in the Pyrenees, inspired by a French novel, is filmed in Yorkshire. 
Ivul, originally intended for the island of  Jura, where trees are not so plentiful, translates to France. 
The house and the forest, in reality, are miles apart, but disbelief  is willingly suspended. Themes, 
obsessions, favourite quotations migrate indiscriminately between the three panels of  Earthworks. 
‘No present or future, only the past, happening over again, now.’ Episodes from a complicated 
family saga are tested in new forms for a novel and better now. 

Lek’s role, admirably calibrated, project to project, by Xavier Tchili (another Channel swimmer), 
has more ambiguity this time. He is a watcher, almost a stalker (ahead of  Lek and the Dogs): a body 
servant and a shadow of  the restless and exiled paterfamilias. It is Lek (at the window) who, fatally, 
draws the father’s attention to the scullery table where the siblings play their dangerous game. He is 
the agent of  banishment and the agent of  death (or transformation), when he lights ritual candles 
around the caravan suspended in the trees.

In the production notes for Ivul, Kötting refers to Lek as a ‘dogs-body’ – therefore flagging up a 
connection to the final panel in the triptych. The hyphen makes Lek a Homeric monster, conjoined, 
dog and man: an anticipation of  the scene when Xavier Tchili will hop naked across the Atacama 
desert. 

‘Make sure you cover his eyes,’ is the call when the dysfunctional family play blindman’s buff. And 
we are prompted to remember the blindman, the burnt-out eye sockets of  Ryan Kelly (Joey), in 
This Filthy Earth. When brother and sister penetrate the cave, they creep backwards, feeling their 
way from rock to rock. As Xavier will do when he emerges from a pipe in the desert, film reversed 
to emphasise disorientation, in Lek and the Dogs.

“Where now? Who now? When now?’ Lek, a serf  brought from the family’s pre-revolutionary 
estate, a piece of  property, is dark-dressed and bearded like Lenin. All roads seem to point to 
another Kötting mash-up, a disassembly performance at the Russian inspired Kino in St Leonards-
on-Sea. Or to a final reckoning at the end of  everything, when the Unnamable will finally be named.

 

LEK AND THE DOGS (2018)
Now we come to it: resolution, dissolution. Lek and the Dogs might seem to be adapted from 
the stage play, Ivan and the Dogs, by Hattie Naylor. But it is nothing so straightforward. Anyone 
‘collaborating’ with Kötting understands: you can feed a few provocations into the process, and 
have the odd line cannibalised and mangled for your pains, but the final cut will be entirely his, 
something rich and strange. And unexpected, even by him. Or especially by him. If  he knew where 
he was going, he’d never get out of  bed.
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The concept of  the three panels – land, off-land, underland – was honoured, but subverted at 
every stage. The story might have unfolded, if  funding had been found, in a Cathar cave close to 
Montségur. Ten Years Under the Earth by Norbert Casteret was an early inspiration. But, when the 
time came, and the now was definitively now, the superficial reading would be: Tarkovsky’s Stalker 
subtitled by Krapp’s Last Tape. And another Kötting fixation too, cooking for years and intended 
for the cave: Marlon Brando in Apocalypse Now; his bulk, shaven head splashed with water, and 
fizzing like a light bulb about to explode, and mumbling random riffs from The Waste Land. That 
vanity of  epic performance ritual without context: Mr Kurtz – The horror! the horror! is better 
left, has to be left, unseen, off-stage. The desperation of  formal direction is abandoned, project 
collapsing, budget shot. After Heart of  Darkness comes The End of  the Tether. ‘I could not tell 
her. It would have been too dark – too dark altogether...’

The nuclear family is undone, the bomb has dropped: unnoticed. History has ended and the city 
carries on. Lek is an orphan in a bunker, a rubbish-mound scavenger, an interspecies dog in rags. 
The family has collapsed with the world around it. Lek has his device, his cassette recorder, with 
which to play Beckett: ‘sound as a bell’. Patrick Magee is gentled and sad. The language is cod-
Russian, grammelot. It is pained and eloquent. And meaningless. Body-sounds, throat vibrations on 
which anything can be imposed. Beyond this darkness, and the legend Lek improvises – ‘she wants 
me to tell my story’ – nothing is left but poignant archive: machines, demolition, futile marches, 
waste. And packs of  feral dogs haunting the margins. Foetal things squirm and twitch. The ice 
floes from Ivul return in a new context, invoking northern shores where nuclear submarines rot.

‘They said he had a disrupted mind.’ The doctors and scientists comment in white laboratories. Alan 
Moore’s voice is like the recording of  a prophet long dead, a forgotten value system, buried under 
the foundation stones of  a ruined cathedral or pompous parliament. Lek’s authentic memories are 
Xavier Tchili’s home movies: his wife, his child, a birthday cake. Human affection and leaking light. 
The film becomes its own archive and the archive is truth.

Ground zero is political: ‘a little hell after my own heart’. An unreadable mountain in Chile. ‘The 
wastes of  his weary brain were haunted by shadowy images now.’ Sand with massed shoes, heaped 
like the fossil record of  unspeakable crimes. And Lek naked, crawling in performance like Stuart 
Brisley, or a post-traumatic victim in the military hospital at Netley, dogging under a pitiless sun, or 
shading his head with cardboard, walking backwards. In the direction of  a map of  horror. In the 
lands which are also the brightness of  Kötting’s past, his year-long courtship voyage through Latin 
America with Leila McMillan. And how this location, this abandoned mining settlement, stayed like 
a candle of  virtue in the director’s mind. The whole land, the dust, revealed as a gigantic cemetery 
for dogs. A country where the beasts have more value than the disappeared. ‘Never such silence.’

LEK AND LANGUAGE
Andrew Kötting and Xavier Tchili amused themselves with a private game. The Lek of  This 
Filthy Earth, the traveller, pikey, economic migrant, is challenged: ‘Show us how you talk your 
language.’  Ever obliging, Lek makes up a Romanian Esperanto of  his own with which to torment 
the monoglot poverty of  a peasantry only inspired by fresh-minted obscenities and combinations 
of  filth. By the time of  Lek and The Dogs, this grammelot (or gromalot), a medium of  reduced 
horizons and thick body gestures, onomatopoeic grunts, has become truly eloquent. Russophile 
Macaronic gibberish subverts rhetoric to forge a new poetry. 

Ingmar Bergman, planning to take a year out to devote himself  to the study of  J.S. Bach, chose 
instead to work on a new film, The Silence, in which he revived material from a forgotten radio 
play. The rest of  the plot was based on a dream. His characters are marooned in a hotel, where 
geriatrics and dwarves shuffle down the corridors, and where the inhabitants speak a language 
of  Bergman’s invention, loosely derived from his wife’s Estonian. Two sisters moan about how 
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difficult it was to carry their dead father’s coffin. Bergman said that his aim was to make the 
experience of  The Silence like ‘sinking into an enormous city, absorbing it’. He tapped wartime 
memories of  a pair of  travelling acrobats sheltering from allied bombing in a German basement, 
a bunker, a ghost hotel.

‘Yes,’ says Beckett in The Unnamable, ‘they gave me lessons in pigsty Latin too.’ The Beckett trilogy 
– Molloy, Malone Dies, and The Unnamable – foreshadows Kötting’s triptych. Beckett’s terminal 
monologue worries over ‘running foul’ of  trees - when trees are the measure of  the civilised man 
for the father of  Ivul. The comedy and the physicality of  Molloy is done and This Filthy Earth is 
the sticky mantle in which the naked Lek wraps himself. The one without language is unnameable, 
but named. And his name is a sound like a click in a throat that has just been cut: Lek!

‘Dream again, dream of  a silence, a dream silence, full of  murmurs, I don’t know, that’s all words, 
never wake, all words, there’s nothing else, you must go on, that’s all I know...’

Iain Sinclair 2018   
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Xavier Tchili 
COMÉDIEN - CHANTEUR – AUTEUR – 
PLASTICIEN
Après une formation en conservatoire, il co-fonde en 1982 « l’Emballage théâtre » et passe dix 
ans dans la troupe à faire un théâtre de création, produisant des spectacles -performances d’avant-
garde autour de textes contemporains mais aussi il créé les bandes sons des spectacles et participe 
pleinement au travail scénographique. A partir de 1991 son parcours est jalonné de rencontres 
avec de nombreux metteurs en scène Français et Suisse, en tournées ou résidences à l’étranger. 
Parallèlement, il approche la musique électro-acoustique et interprète vocalement et scéniquement 
les chansons qu’il compose au sein du groupe rock « Deprisa-Deprisa » . 

Il intègre en 1998 dès l’origine, le « Collectif  12 » et son réseau de friches artistiques et de companies. 
Il participe à de multiples créations et évènements en tant qu’acteur, chanteur, ou metteur en 
scène. Son goût prononcé pour les arts plastiques le pousse à créer des installations dans ces lieux 
et réalise notament pluieurs projets-performances suivis d’expositions, dessins, photos. Il travail 
parfois pour le cinema et la télévision, tourne dans quelques courts métrages et rencontre à cette 
occasion le réalisateur et plasticien  Andrew Kötting, il travail sous sa direction en Angleterre puis 
en France dans divers films depuis 1993. 

COMEDIAN - SINGER - АВТОР - ВИЗУАЛЬНЫЙ 
ХУДОЖНИК
После тренировки в консерватории он стал соучредителем в 1982 году «Packaging Theatre» 
и провел десять лет в труппе, чтобы создать театр, производя спектакли-авангардные 
спектакли по современным текстам, но также создал саундтреки к шоу и полностью 
участвовать в сценографической работе. С 1991 года его карьера была отмечена 
встречами со многими французскими и швейцарскими режиссерами, гастролями или 
резиденциями за рубежом. В то же время он подходит к электроакустической музыке 
и вокально и сценически интерпретирует песни, которые он сочиняет в рок-группе 
«Деприса-Деприса».

Он присоединился в 1998 году с самого начала, «Коллектив 12» и его сеть заброшенных 
полей и компаний. Он участвует во многих творениях и событиях как актер, певец или 
режиссер. Его вкус к визуальным искусствам привел его к созданию инсталляций в этих 
местах и реализовал больше, чем несколько проектов-спектаклей, за которыми следовали 
выставки, рисунки, фотографии. Он иногда работает в кино и на телевидении, снимается 
в коротких фильмах и встречается по этому поводу с директором и пластическим 
художником Андреем Кёттингом, он работает под его руководством в Англии, а затем во 
Франции в различных фильмах с 1993 года.
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ACTOR – SINGER – WRITER - ARTIST
After training at the conservatory, in 1982 he co-founded “The Packaging Theater” and spent ten 
years with the company producing theater and avant-garde performances around contemporary 
texts, he also created the soundtracks for the shows as well as helping to make the scenery. Since 
1991 he has worked with many French and Swiss directors, both touring and on residencies abroad. 
At the same time, he has produced electro-acoustic music and sings the songs that he composes 
with the rock band “Deprisa-Deprisa”. 

In 1998 he joined the “Collective 12” and their network of  various artistic endeavours. He 
participates in many creations and events as an actor, singer or director. His taste for the visual arts 
led him to create installations in these places and realizes more than a few projects-performances 
followed by exhibitions, drawings, photos. He also works in cinema and television, having made 
several short films where he met the director and artist Andrew Kötting, who he has worked with 
in both in England and in France on various films since 1993.

SZÍNÉSZ - ÉNEKES - ÍRÓ – MŰVÉSZ
A télikerten való képzés után 1982-ben alapította meg a “The Packaging Theatre” -t, és tíz 
évet töltött a kortárs szövegekkel színházi és avantgárd előadásokkal tevékenykedő társasággal, 
elkészítette a műsorok forgatókönyvét, valamint segítette a Látvány. 1991 óta számos francia 
és svájci rendezővel dolgozott együtt, mind a túra, mind a külföldi tartózkodási helyeken. 
Ugyanakkor előállította az elektro-akusztikus zenét, és énekelte a “Deprisa-Deprisa” rock 
zenekarban komponált dalokat.

1998-ban csatlakozott a “Collective 12” -hez és különböző művészeti törekvéseihez. Részt vesz 
számos alkotásban és rendezvényen, mint színész, énekes vagy rendező. Ízelítője a vizuális 
művészetek számára arra késztette őt, hogy létrehozzon létesítményeket ezeken a helyeken, 
és több mint néhány projektet valósít meg - előadások, kiállítások, rajzok, fotók. A filmben 
és a televízióban is több rövidfilmet készített, ahol találkozott Andrew Kötting rendezővel és 
művével, akivel 1993 óta dolgozik Angliában és Franciaországban különböző filmeken.
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The Earthworks Bookwork is both 
celebration and skewed testament 

to the memory of Lek who has 
always laid low and shirked fame.

Буквенная книжка Earthworks 
является как праздничным, 

так иискаженным свидетельством 
памяти Лека, который 

всегдаукладывал низкую и 
уклоненную славу
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ANDREW KöTTING

A conclusiön 
by way of an 
earthwörks 
alphabetarium
ВЫВОД В ВИДЕ АЛФАВИТА ЗЕМЛЯНЫХ РАБОТ

E is for Earthworks and the Experience 
thereof - Sleeves rolled up - arms plunged 
into the pulsing tissue of existence - Work it 
like a farmer - fell it like a tree surgeon or 
dig it like a miner - your very life a furrow 
a ring or a seam – E is for Gareth Evans who 
helps me do it - not head down but alive to so 
much - E is for the exasperation and elements 
of a theory of hermeneutic experience – E 
is for the elevation of the historicity of 
understanding to the status of hermeneutic 
principle – E is for everything yet to be 
understood – heretofore or hereafter and E 
is for everything that the Earthworks trilogy 
has taught me.

F is for Family - tribal yet without the fences 
- F is for the facts or lack thereof and the 
fact that the right intention may contain 
the wrong action and therefore a conflict 
- F is for universal values and conflicting 

Earthworks_240418_V1.indd   401 02/05/2018   12:19



demands - F is for the-admitting-to-the-
not-knowing – F is for the reoccurring and 
fundamental hermeneutic problem – F is for 
the fundamentalists and the damage that they 
are doing – F is for those fucking maniacs that 
crawled out of the sea – yet F is for Funny ha-
ha & funny peculiar.

G is for Gallivant - The first proper long 
project - The desire and faith to explore 
family and autobiography – G is for the wide-
of-ear and the wide-of eye when approaching 
narrative film-making or when embracing 
folk and their ways and their signage - G is 
for making the personal a generous filter 
into the social – of being on set and allowing 
others to have a say – G is for encouraging 
them to meddle and attempting to meld the 
subjective with the objective.

H is for Happenstance and humdrum 
bricollage - Structuralist post-structuralist 
essayist non-sequiturist modernist post-
modernist late-modernist and hyper-modernist 
– actionist and pedantist - narrativist anti-
narrativist implied-narrativist and thus 
Hybrid – H is for hoping that it might all turn 
out ok in the end – and H is for hermeneutic 
significance and the circumstances in which 
Thomas Hardy prepared me for Émile Zola and 
H is for Sarah Bakewell’s How To Live.

I is for Imagination - The more you imagine the 
more difficult it is to find words for what you 
are imagining - so the less said about that the 
better.

J is for Jarman - Derek Jarman - Proof 
positive and evidence of a commitment to the 
experiment outside of the industrialized 
pantomime - An index and register of work in 
all disciplines media and weather and with 
no fences between life and work – J is for 
notjumpingontoabandwagon - J is for Joy - the 
joy of family and friends and the glue that 
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they always provided when the work needed 
holding together – J is for japery and Jesus-
Christ-a-Moses and baby Mohammed – J is for 
just deserts in having allowed them to get 
away with it for over a thousand years.

K is for Kötting and Klipperty Klöpp - Arcane 
and manic and the bedrock for all things 
reverse engineering – K is for the knowing of 
– K is for the encouragement of Performance 
in the Great-Out-Of-Doors – K is for the 
subjectivisation of aesthetics through the 
Kantian critique – K is not for the trees and 
their knotting.

L is for Language lingo gramlöt and slang 
– L is for the theatre de complicite - John 
Berger Pig Earth and The Three Lives of 
Lucie Cabrol – L is for letting a formulation 
of the current mash-up the historical - from 
rap and grime and hip-hop to ligeti satie coco 
rosie and pop -  and then L is for words as a 
new strain of image-making - Visuals as much 
within the sonic as in the seen - Never just 
Oxford English or Thames Estuary – L is 
for multilingual hodge-podge - L is for the 
biodiversity of tongue and mind - L is for Leila 
Dorcas without whom much of this would not 
have been possible – L is for the fire she 
ignited in me - the sibyl in the BadbLoOd & 
SIBYL and the one that helps to pull me out 
of the mire of my own making and L is for the 
locks that needed to be picked and L is for 
sean who likes to cajole and taught me a lot.

M is for Making and making-dö and making-it-
up-as-you-go-along and also Maps - M is for 
Margins Edgelands and Mongrel - M is for 
Multiple realities - audio/visual dysfunctional 
fissures in sequence and cutting away from 
the linear to discover that most things are 
possible - M is for Michel de Montaigne and 
the language of hermeneutic experience.
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N is for never a finite Narrative - neither 
one thing nor another - N is for hither and 
dither within the post polemical and critical 
histories - N is for notes and note-making and 
phenomenological research and Nomadic and 
keeping the creative human story turning - 
N is for new tales from the end-zones and 
Night-time fire-yarns - N is for neither one 
thing or another.

O is for ö - Umlaut and Kraut - Germanic 
with pig farming genes on both sides of the 
family – O is for overland and overthere – the 
Albigensians and the Cathars from Occitania 
- O is for the folk of Oc - Peripatetic bandits 
wandering to their own Oz - O is for Orient 
and exotic and not just the Express moreover 
O is for overcoming the epistemological 
problem and alternative cultures – O is for 
Moorish spices and Turkish delight mashed 
potatoes pickled onions and Coca-Cola lite.

P is for places and contemporary art 
practice - polemical discourse within the 
historical context - Post modern Post 
Mortem and pre-eminent evaluation of the 
impact or role of the artist as learner and 
teacher - always has been and always will be 
- P is for Place and the co-ordinated zones 
that we move through on our ceaseless 
journey towards understanding - P is for 
consciousness as it might look if it were 
dimensioned into sound and image - P is for 
the search of works that have been to the 
edges and looked over - shamanic flights - 
returning from the far reaches with word of 
the void’s whistling rim – P is for pragmatic 
and prosaic - P is for Pan’s people and The 
school of that anarchic Arcadian genius 
loci Pan - P is for Performance - which might 
start with the body’s business and work out 
- Live Art and multi-media-japery pushing 
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the staging of self and others perhaps as an 
acknowledgement of certain confessional 
tics in the social order and P of course is 
for Politics - BUT it does not have to be 
placard politics or armchair anarchy - Less 
the megaphone politics more the hope of 
‘politics’ and perhaps one day getting it right 
- P is for Process and papa and the work as 
process not just framed product - P is for 
flawed and unfinished - P is for peeling away 
from the peloton of ‘movie-making’ many moons 
ago because of Francis Picabia and his Dada 
Manifesto:

DADA which means nothing, nothing, nothing
Dada which makes the public say;
We understand nothing, nothing, nothing.
The Dadaists are nothing, nothing, nothing and they will certainly succeed in 
nothing, nothing, nothing.

P is for Francis Picabia and the hereabove.

Q is for Queer as folk - allsorts - straight 
and bent and bi and crooked - Q is for people 
as bedrock for the landscape from which 
grow flowers and trees and ideas - Q is for 
family friends and strangers and the stories 
and histories they inhabit or provoke – Q is 
for people and the world breathing through 
people through what they do and what they 
fail to do and what they reach and what they 
fail to reach – Q is for knackered home-movie 
and Imax spectacle and Q of course is for 
quotes – a trinity of quotes:

Reading is a contact sport – physical, strenuous, a grappling with another of 
superior strength, trickery and speed. Another who may become a close friend. 
Postmodernism attempted to remove authors and make literature only a set of 
‘texts’ – but true readers agree with Proust that reading is friendship. Writers 
are such friends, a secret social network extending throughout time and space.

Michael Foley – THE AGE OF ABSURDITY
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When we die that is the death of the planet, that is the death of our planet, that 
is the death of the world that we constructed inside our heads. So, the personal 
apocalypse and the overall end of the world apocalypse I think that they’re the 
same thing. And that we encode one onto the other perhaps because it’s easier to 
talk about potential ends of the planet than it is to talk about the personal ends 
of our own lives.

Alan Moore – LEK AND THE DOGS

Happy in this, that I with nature walked
Not having a too early intercourse
With the deformities of crowded life….

William Wordsworth

R is for the real and integrity and sincerity 
and authenticity – R is for the rain that 
starts and forgets to end in the second half 
of this filthy earth and R is for John G Rand 
and his revolution in painting - R is for 1841 
and his invention of the paint tube - R is for 
being able to paint in the fresh air - R is for 
Ritual as the psycho-geography of personality 
and community - R is for reflection as an 
attempt to rationalise and locate the work 
within an historical canon - lifting the rock 
to look under and discover zola and beckett 
and kundera and calvino and Curtis and 
atwood and gadamer - R is for Richard Rorty 
and his Final Vocabulary and the pre-emption 
of Zygmunt Bauman’s Liquid Modernity - R is 
for religion and the need for superstition 
- R is for the lovers of prophets and their 
misconstrued belief systems - whereas R 
should be for Shakespeare and his visionary 
humanistic genius or for Roberta Flack and 
her silky voice or even Rita Tushingham and 
her role as Tanya Komarova in Dr Zhivago 
- R is for anything other than MAN MADE 
monotheistic mansystems – R is for the 
significance of the humanist tradition and the 
human sciences and all that sail within her 
existence.

And so to S and SCALE - Scale shifts which 
are central to the earthwork - the spectrum 
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of sensual awareness that acknowledges 
continuous flux from the macro to the micro 
- less an aesthetic choice than an accurate 
response to things on the ground – S is for 
the attention to detail and S is for Society 
and its seamless story and Iain Sinclair and 
his take on everything - The Mobius strip of 
relations - The hall of mirrors And S is for 
Sound and the sound the world makes - Not 
just music not just ambience not just voices 
not just found sound but archive and echoes 
and signal interference and technical 
accidents and hisses and guffaws and wind 
and the radio – ALL OF IT - and SILENCE and 
also the sounds that cannot be heard and the 
sound that the world makes - glaciers moving 
- rock eroding and the planets turning - and 
jem finer’s longplayer - without sound vision 
is stumbling in the dark - and besides Noise 
Drives the Devil Away.

T is for Time Ladies and Gentlemen - it’s body 
time versus geological time - the rock versus 
the public clock - the seasons stirring it 
up with ‘living memory’ and sculpting with 
time and T is for Tarkovsky and T is for 
visionary and T is for slow cinema - T is for 
the timepiece of time - the sky at dusk or the 
numbers of a tree’s banded years ringing 
in the changes - T is for Deep Time and T is 
for Things: Objects Bodies Matter Clutter 
Flotsam Jetsam Landfill Mindfill Traces 
smidgeons and stuff with a little bit of this 
and a little bit of that and T is for Tarzan 
and Tristan Tzara and his:

Have a good look at me!
I’m an idiot, I’m a practical joker, I’m a hoaxer.
Have a good look at me!
I’m ugly, my face has no expression, I’m small.
I’m like the rest of you

T is for attempting to transcend the 
aesthetic dimension even when the proof is 
in the pudding.
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U is for anti-übermensch and useful and 
undermining the unbelievable and the 
ongoing tension between seriousness and 
nonsense - Serious nonsense – U is for uphill 
struggle and the nurturing of Certain 
doubts – U is for helping to humanise lofty 
intentions and inform the project – U as a 
protection from taking everything that little 
bit too seriously and thus the question of 
truth as it emerges in the experience of art.

Therefore V is for Vagabond - Hither and 
dither upstairs downstairs and in the lady’s 
chamber – V is for borrowing the work from 
an historical bloodline - V is for Virus and 
it’s cross-media ambitions - the idea is out 
and spreading no longer just the cinema 
no longer just THE STORY - Hosts are 
numerous the virus survives in the harshest 
environments and it can turn adversity to its 
breeding advantage by infiltrating diverse 
paradigms it has been tested in experimental 
fine art practices – gobbledy gook to some but 
perfect sense to others - V is for Voices - in 
the head throat and chest and on the tongue 
like varieties of honey.

W is for Words that are important and that 
have been gathered here as a means of 
inspiration and confusion - W is for to what 
extent does language perform thought? W 
is for Wittgenstein and these words that I’m 
using in an attempt to explain the earthworks 
bookwork - W is for these words as the Work - 
work that attempted to  challenge the pretty 
Pastoral never the Merchant Ivory Laura 
Ashley or chocolate box painterly never 
the topiary better a streak of debauchery 
butchered banality and the wildness of 
outlaw woodland - road kill in stagnant 
ponds.

X and then Y: You don’t ask to be born, do 
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you? You’re born you live you die - You’re not 
you are and you’re not And that’s the end of 
it - Y is for the river’s not wide but we’re all 
crossing it to get to the other side – Y is for 
play as a clue to ontological explanation.

Z  - is for zinc found deep underground – Z is 
difficult so onwards towards the beginning.

A is for the beginning and the buzzing of the 
bees - Two fat ladies clickerty click - A is for 
a world in which ambiguity reigns supreme - A 
is for EM Cioran and Aphorism as an historical 
context – aphorism as an aristocratic genre 
of creativity - A is for the wisdom of concise 
thinking and of experience compacted into 
an essence - A is for the fragmentary and 
the unfinished the fleeting and the found 
- A is for Academics and Advisors - A is for  
Couldavists and Shouldavists and Historians 
and the fact that They are there not because 
they have special access to truth but because 
they have been around and have taught 
themselves to believe in what they write – 
and A of course is for Art which varies in 
its sources of inspiration and in its modes 
of execution - And A is for Atheism and 
the art of seeing with ones own eyes and 
thinking with one’s own mind and A is for the 
abandonment of Syncretism as the one single 
religion which attempted an amalgamation of 
different religions cultures and schools of 
thought and A is for a merging of different 
inflectional varieties of a word during 
the development of a language and thus 
hermeneutic signifiers.

B is for borrowed importance borrowed 
significance and borrowed ideas - B is for 
believing and B is for caring but not the 
wearing of suicide vests - B is for being - 
Being as the layered reading of territories 
urban and otherwise via signs of all kinds and 
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without prejudice as to the source or status 
of the prompt - Being as the eyes and the 
ears and all the senses of a conscious drift 
through space time architecture experience 
history and the latent future – B is for Baron 
in the Trees and Bob Mortimer Guy Dubord 
and Vic Reeves B is for a Psyche and its’ 
geography.

C is for Collaboration – all of the hereabove 
all of the hereunder and all of the hereon 
- Eden Kötting, Jem Finer, Sean Lock, Mark 
Lythgoe, Leila McMillan, Claudia Barton, 
Lesley Hill, Helen Paris, Sarah Lloyd, Toby 
McMillan, Andrew Mitchell, Russel Stopford, 
Nick Gordon-Smith, Mark Wheatley, hattie 
Naylor, John Roseveare, Ben Woolford, Iain 
Sinclair, Alan Moore, Stewart Lee, Philippe 
Ciompi, Conor Kelly, Vicky Jung, Toby Jones, 
Freddie Jones, Adelaide Leroux, Aurelia 
Petit, Jean Luc Bideau - So many more that 
I should mention and C is for the fact that 
we need soul-aids to make the work without 
others the self that is known will stop - C 
is for collage and Commas semi-colons and 
colons: springboards of suspense breath 
held a beat - never the full stop - Rather 
assimilation collation and then regurgitation 
- contingency a must – C comprises of Cut-
ups as a better reality - No singular grain 
of truth - Just David Shields and his Reality 
Hunger - Collaged bits and pieces gleaned 
from a set of contexts and practices – C 
is for the fact that there are no longer 
prescriptive readings of the terms but instead 
an edgeland existence within the discipline 
– C is for the fact that we are no longer 
grounded within the foundational certainties 
associated with modernist philosophy and C 
is for the fact that there has been too much 
spillage and there is no longer a given or 
self-evident context - C is for the fact that 
fluids travel easily no matter what obstacles 
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you put in their way – C is for the fact that 
facts are wobbly – C is for the fact that far 
better the scientific fact than the Islamic 
Judeo Christian FACT – C is for the fact that 
this isn’t really a conclusion.

Thus D is for Difference and the Earthworks 
as a ‘difference’ engine a vehicle into 
otherness and revelation aesthetically 
bodily and mentally - Everything working 
normally? No. D is for Digression and the 
fact that if you don’t leave the path you won’t 
see the waterfall - D is for discrimination 
between colour and form material and 
context ideas and spontaneity artists and era  
truth and fiction - D is for being drowned at 
birth like the runt of a litter and struggling 
to come to turns with my own inevitable 
demise.

CONCLUSION / KƏNˈKLUːƷ(Ə)N/

noun: conclusion; plural noun: conclusions the end or finish of an event, process,  
or text.

“the conclusion of World War Two”

synonyms:end, ending, finish, close, closure, termination, wind-up, cessation

antonyms: beginning, start the summing-up of an argument or text.

“in the conclusion we highlight these and other important issues”

the formal and final arrangement of an agreement.

“the conclusion of a free-trade accord”

synonyms: negotiation, brokering, settlement, settling, clinching, completion, 
arranging, accomplishment, establishment, resolution

“The conclusion of a free-trade agreement”

A judgement or decision reached by reasoning and thus each research group came 
to a similar conclusion: A healthy tongue in a wise head:

Inspired by “what he does, how he does it and the context in which it has been done: An 
Alphabetarium of  Kötting - written in collaboration with Gareth Evans for 2005
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HERMENEUTIC  /  HƏːMɪˈNJUːTɪK/

adjective: concerning interpretation, especially of the Bible or literary texts.

noun: a method or theory of interpretation.

WHAT IS IT THAT HOLDS THIS TRILOGY 
TOGETHER?

Он держится вместе?
WHAT IS IT THAT HOLDS THIS TRILOGY TOGETHER?

Это история?
Does it hold together?

Является ли это бессмысленным 
пренебрежением к описательной 
Is it the story?

траектории?
Is it imbued with a wanton disregard for narrative trajectory?

Или желание подорвать то самое, что 
удерживает тягу вместе?
Or a desire to undermine the very thing that it sets out to achieve?

Или это Лек?
Or is it Lek?

И мне нужно отозваться о стремления Золы к 
тому, чтобы персонажи медлили и выходили 
из разных миров?
And my need to echo Zola’s aspirations to have characters meander in and out of 
different worlds?

Непрерывность и соблазнение исполнителей?
A continuity and seduction of performance by a performer?

Его взгляд?
His look?

Его взгляд?
His stare?
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Его где-то еще?
His elsewhere?

Его печаль, которую я одолжил у Сталкера 
Тарковского?
His sadness - borrowed from Tarkovsky’s Stalker?

Где он?
Where is he at?

Куда мы будем с ним?
Where are we going with him?

Или это была прогулка?
Or was it the walking?

Любовь к Ландшафту и великим вне дома?
A love of Landscape and the Great Out-Of-Doors?

Я погрузился в раннем возрасте, помня о том, 
что было гнев отца.
Plunging in at an early age, mindful of the thing that was a father’s rage.

Скрытый в пригородном саду, патч из ревеня 
и лагерь из папоротников.
Hidden within a suburban garden, a rhubarb patch and a camp made of ferns.

И лес.
Or the woods.

Там, в конце дороги, были леса.
There at the end of the road were the woods.

Элмстед Вудс.
Elmstead Woods.

Сокровищница мертвых лисиц, влажной 
порнографии, торговые
тележки и барсуков.
A treasure trove of dead foxes, damp pornography, shopping trolleys and 
badgers.

Andrew Kötting 2018
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Today the Enlightenment receives an almost universally bad press. After two 
world wars and other horrors, bruised humanity feels it needs passion and 
commitment, not just reason. Reason we are led to believe, is closely allied 
to positivism, intolerance and fascism. Yet there is no getting away from the 
conclusion that the Enlightenment opened up the possibility of knowing that 
voices came from within the human mind, not from powerful beings external to it.

David Lewis-Williams – THE MIND IN A CAVE

We are all of us in error,  
the humourists excepted. 
They alone have discerned,  
as though in jest, the inanity 
of all that is serious and 
even of all that is frivolous.
E.M Cioran – Drawn and Quartered

He was the most ridiculous 
of travellers, brilliantly 
prepared for all events, so 
long as they never happened.
B. Catling – THE VORRH

I used to drop down behind bush or dyke and 
write down my things upon the crown of my 
hat and when I was more in a hip for thinking 
then usual I used to stop later at nights to 
make up my lost time in the day – thus I went 
on writing my thoughts down and correcting 
them as leisure spending my Sundays in 
the woods or heaths to be alone for that 
purpose….
John Clare – My first attempts at Poetry etc etc
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That does not necessarily imply an author.
it may be that this extraordinary story 
happening in four dimensions has just 
spontaneously emerged into being. But, it’s 
the one that we’re in and I think that the 
narrative aspect of things, the way that 
events unfold and the fact that often what 
seems to be an entirely negative situation 
is what turns out to be necessary for a 
different situation to occur that perhaps all 
of the, the moments that we move through 
are in a sense, yeah the best of times and the 
worst of times.
Alan Moore – LEK AND THE DOGS

PS - Lists are minimalist libraries
PS - Списки - это минималистические библиотеки

PS - A listák minimalista könyvtárak

Earthworks_240418_V1.indd   415 02/05/2018   12:19



FRESH AIR AND EXERCISE – FOUNDATION OF HEALTH
ЗЕМЛЯ - ТЯЖЕЛО ЕЩЕ КРАСИВАЯ ВЕЩЬ
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Earthworks 
Bookwork
HEREON 
HEREOVER 
HEREUNDER
HEREAFTER
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This book was written in good faith, reader. It 
warns you from the outset that in it I have set 
myself no goal but a domestic and private one. 
I have no thought of serving either you or my 
own glory. My powers are inadequate for such 
a purpose. I have dedicated it to the private 
convenience of my relatives and friend, so 
that when they have lost me (as soon they 
must), they may recover here some features of 
my habits and temperament, and by this means 
keep the knowledge they have had of more 
complete and alive…. So farewell. Montaigne, 
this first day of March fifteen hundred and 
eighty.
Michel De Montaigne 1580
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