




ENTHUSIASM
Victoria Donovan and Stefhan Caddick

Stefhan Caddick: Maybe a good place to start is 
with the title of the project? The word “Enthusiasm” 
is taken from Dziga Vertov’s name for his Donbass 
Symphony, but I think there are other references in 
the historical record, aren’t there?
 
Victoria Donovan: Yes, there are. In Soviet 
culture, “enthusiasm” usually refers to revolutionary 
enthusiasm or mass support for the communist 
project. Along with optimism, energy, and rebel-
liousness, it was thought to be one of the qualities 
necessary for forging a revolutionary society. By the 
time Dziga Vertov made his Donbass Symphony, in 
1931, “enthusiasm” had become a state slogan; a 
watchword for the super-human efforts that were 
required of the communist workforce to drive 
the project forward. The ultimate “enthusiastic” 
worker, in Stalinist times, was actually a miner 
from Donbas. Alexey Stakhanov was designated a 
hero-worker for over-fulfilling his quota for mining 
coal by 14 times.

But another meaning of enthusiasm that we 
were interested in exploring in the project was the 
enthusiasm that drives migration. From the archival 
documents it is clear that Welsh people left for 
Russia in the 1880s enthusiastic to improve their 
situations. Welsh workers rightly thought that mi-
gration would allow them to jump several rungs up 
the professional ladder and return home richer and 
more successful. Migration today is often driven by 
similar feelings: hope, enthusiasm, optimism and 
excitement for change and improvement. We were 
interested in highlighting these positive elements 
at a time when migration and migrants are often 
depicted negatively in the national press. 
You’ve been working more closely on the contem-
porary migration aspect of this project. How has 
this experience shaped your thinking about histori-
cal migration from Wales to Ukraine? 
 
SC: One of the things which has stuck with me has 
been talking to contemporary migrants, often at the 
Focal Point project in Merthyr, and seeing the ways 
in which the experiences of the Welsh migrants in 
Hughesovka have parallels today. We’ve included 
a recipe for biscuits from a recent Syrian refugee 

in Merthyr, some of which is prepared on plastic 
sheeting spread out on the floor. It wasn’t clear to 
me whether this was part of a traditional method 
for preparing the biscuits, or a means of making-do 
in the less than perfect conditions of the refugee 
camps. This sense of making the best of a difficult 
situation certainly seems to have parallels in the 
documents and images from Hughesovka: a sense 
of making your world afresh in a new place, and of 
home being something you carry with you in your 
head, rather than being a place you can return to.

 I wanted to ask you about Vertov’s film. It was 
his first to have a soundtrack, right? And I think 
you’ve mentioned before that he was interested in 
the idea of a “mobile soundtrack”. Was his idea that 
the soundtrack would adapt and change according 
to the situation? 
 
VSD: It wasn’t only Vertov’s first film to have a 
soundtrack, it was the first ever Soviet sound film. 
Enthusiasm was a love letter to the First Five Year 
Plan, Stalin’s ambitious and ultimately disastrous 
project to boost the Soviet Union’s economic 
productivity. Vertov wanted to incorporate into the 
soundtrack the noises of the industrial landscape: 
the clanking of mineshafts, the sounds of picks 
against the coalface. He travelled to Donbas with 
his recording equipment to record these sounds 
first hand. His crew had to haul around 900 kilos 
of gear over a distance of over 50 miles in sub-zero 
temperatures. The ultimate product, though, was 
worth the effort. Vertov’s soundtrack rings with the 
chaotic noise of Soviet shock industrialisation; there 
is no other document to the utopian politics of the 
time quite like it. 

 And you’re right that Vertov endorsed the idea of 
a “mobile soundtrack”. He thought that this would 
be a way to keep his films relevant for different 
generations of viewers. The soundtrack for Man 
With A Movie Camera, for example, was originally 
performed in Soviet cinemas with live orchestral 
accompaniment, but has since been screened with 
different soundtracks composed by Michael Ny-
man, The Cinematic Orchestra, and others. Simon 
Gore’s composition is the most recent artistic work 
to pay homage to this avant-garde tradition. 
 
SC: It’s interesting that Vertov was so concerned 
with engaging his audience. Film historian Tom 



Gunning has written about early film working 
much more along the lines of a spectacle. He calls it 
the Cinema of Attraction, so more analogous to the 
circus or the fairground, than the overwhelming 
narrative imperative we associate with mainstream 
film. Do you think Vertov’s films have a carnival-like 
element to them? 
 
VSD: Vertov, along with Sergei Eisenstein and 
another Ukrainian director, Alexander Dovzhenko, 
was an enthusiastic proponent of the “montage of 
attractions” thesis. In layman’s terms, this meant the 
process of cleverly editing together shots that, in 
different ways, subjected the spectator to a series of 
physical or emotional impacts. Eisenstein did this 
in perhaps the most aggressive way, pummelling his 
audience with disturbing close-ups of distorted  
faces, and intercutting shots with such rapidity that 
the viewer feels physically exhausted by the end 
of the performance. Vertov’s films do something 
similar, using unusual angles and techniques to 
disorientate the viewer, but are much more lyrical. 
Eisenstein recognised this difference: he called 
his work the cinema of the fist (kino-kulaka), as 
opposed to Vertov’s cinema of the eye (kino-glaz).   

I feel like the fragmentary approach that Vertov 
took in his films is similar in some way to the ap-
proach we’ve taken to “re-telling” the Hughesovka 
story in this project. Would you agree with that?  
 
SC: I think so, yes. We’ve left contemporary 
interpretations of these historic events for people to 
make up their own minds about. And that feels very 
much like what we’ve been doing in the archives 
too: pulling out threads which link with contempo-
rary issues from what remains of the historical re-
cord. But it’s interesting that even here, in a relatively 
unknown story, other voices are relatively hidden. 
We haven’t for instance heard from the Bolsheviks 
from whom the Welsh migrants in Hughesovka 
were fleeing. Do you think that certain voices are 
privileged in the archives, while others are silenced? 
 
VSD: In the case of the Hughesovka archive, the 
privileged perspective is that of the British mi-
grants, and women in particular. Women were the 
ones who wrote letters home, relating news and 
enquiring about family members. The picture of 
life in the town that emerges from these documents 

is consequently coloured by their experiences: we 
hear about shortages of foodstuffs and clothing, 
conditions in schools and hospitals.

But you’re right that certain other perspectives 
are notable by their absence. Most intriguingly for 
me, we hear nothing from the Russian labourers, the 
working-class Greeks, Tatars, Ukrainians and other 
nationalities who came from across the Russian 
Empire to work in the mines. One of the reasons for 
this is that many of these individuals were illiterate 
and, so, could not leave their written testimonies 
for posterity. In one of the photographs, you can 
see that the street signs in Hughesovka bore images 
rather than words (a picture of a boot, rather than 
the word ‘cobblers’, for example), an indication of 
the mass illiteracy at the time.  
 
SC: Talking about literacy, maybe we should 
explain the reasons why we’ve been inconsistent 
with the spelling of Ukrainian place names across 
the project. In light of the current military conflict 
in Donbas, some commentators have argued that 
the preference for Russian over Ukrainian trans-
literation for Ukrainian place names (Kiev rather 
than Kyiv, Odessa rather than Odesa, for example) 
is politically incorrect. In line with this thinking, 
and as advised by Ana, our local expert on all things 
Ukrainian, we’ve used, with reference to Ukrainian 
place names, the Ukrainian rather than the Russian 
transliteration system (with the exception of the title 
of Vertov’s film, Enthusiasm: The Donbass Symphony, 
which uses Russian transliteration in line with the 
original Russian-language title of the film).

You were interested to include in the exhibition 
images of Donbas from the more recent past by the 
Ukrainian photographer, Alexander Chekmenev. 
These feel to me much less ‘enthusiastic’, despite 
the presence of Linda Lusardi. Do you think that en-
thusiasm is always the privilege of the viewer, rather 
than the object or person being viewed?
 
VSD: I don’t know if I would say Chekmenev’s 
images are unenthusiastic. I think you can see in his 
near ethnographic focus on the mining commu-
nities a kind of political engagement and aesthetic 
concern that approximates Vertov’s approach to 
film-making. 

The story Chekmenev is telling is definitely less 
optimistic, though. His images foreground the  



infrastructural fallout of the Soviet experiment: 
they show landscapes transfigured by the policies 
of Soviet crash industrialization and individuals 
formed by the challenging conditions of post-so-
cialist life. Chekmenev’s images also differ from 
Vertov’s in their treatment of man as an artistic 
subject. While Vertov thought that man’s imperfec-
tions made him inferior to the machine, and, thus, 
less worthy of artistic celebration, Chekmenev’s 
photographs revel in the raucous nature of human 
existence. 

One of the things that we’ve both picked up 
on when working with these images has been the 
similarities between the industrial landscapes of 
Donbas and those of South Wales. Do you think 
that there’s much else that can be compared be-
tween the two regions?       
 
SC: For me Merthyr was the natural home for this 
project. In John Berger’s A Seventh Man he writes 
about the figure of the migrant not being marginal 
to modern experience but instead central to it. This 
question of peripherality and power also seems to 
be relevant to status of the Valleys today. Politics 
seems to be showing us that places that London or 
New York might think of as being on the periph-
ery, places like Merthyr, are actually critical to the 
way culture and society evolves. This was perhaps 
most manifest in the recent Brexit vote. Did these 
ideas figure at all for you when thinking about this 
project?  
 
VSD: Peripheries and peripherality are interest-
ing, it’s true. But it’s important to remember that 
what looks today like a periphery may not always 
have been that way. This is certainly the case for 
Donbas. In Soviet times, the region was depicted 
in propaganda posters as a heart pumping blood 
around the rest of the country in the form of raw 
industrial materials. As the economy transitioned 
in the 1990s, its status as the country’s industrial 
heartland shifted too. In the 1990s and 2000s, it 
began to be thought of as a godforsaken province, 
a place broken by post-Soviet restructuring and 
abandoned by national politicians. Today, Donbas 
finds itself once more at the centre of international 
attention as the site of an ongoing war. This most 
recent transformation into a centre of international 
conflict has resulted in the displacement of over 

one million people and thousands of deaths. 
 
SC: It’s interesting that that cycle of growth and 
decline is a key theme in the story of Merthyr and 
the Valleys too. There was the initial explosion in 
population with the industrial revolution, fueled 
by migration from rural Wales and Ireland. At 
one point in the mid 1800s I think Merthyr was 
the biggest town in Wales. As a result the Valleys 
were central to huge political and social changes 
too - Chartism and universal suffrage, the labour 
movement and the NHS were all in a sense brought 
into being in the Valleys. The end of heavy industry 
and the convulsions this caused took a heavy toll 
too, and I think that the sense of being abandoned 
by politicians that you talk about in Donbas is also 
mirrored in narratives about the Valleys’ support for 
Brexit a year ago. It’s interesting that the Tories inter-
preted this as a shift to the right in terms of politics 
in the area, but were brought up short with the 2017 
election result. 

But who knows what will happen next? Maybe it 
will be a turning point, an upcycle, perhaps the start 
of a new chapter. 







Today the migrant worker experiences, within a few years, what the 
working population of every industrial city once experienced over 
generations. To consider his life - its material circumstances and his in-
ner feelings - is to be brought face to face with the fundamental nature 
of our present societies and their histories. The migrant is not on the 
margin of modern experience - he is absolutely central to it.

. . . . . . . . . . . . . .

To those who have machines, men are given.

From, A Seventh Man, john berger & jean mohr, 1975





So according to the contract he had to find someone to take his place, 
you see, so he wrote to his brother, my father who was working in Paris 
at the time and, um, said could he find him a replacement and my fa-
ther offered himself, you see, to take the place and he was accepted and 
that is how he came, and he went out there in…1906. Now, he was 
already engaged to my mother, had been for about a year, so they were 
immediately married and left…to go to Hugheskova. In those days, it 
took exactly a fortnight to get there.

. . . . . . . . . . . . . .

 Do you want to know how they went? They went to Harwich, then to Os-
tend, from Ostend to Berlin, from Berlin to Warsaw and from Warsaw into 
Russia. That’s how they went and it took them a whole fortnight…And, um, 
they went in November. They were married in November and they arrived 
at a little fort on the steppe, which was miles away from Hughesovka, about 
40 miles. And the coachman, they found a coachman and a sleigh waiting for 
them with fur coats, which was a good idea, and that was her first sleigh ride. 
Most romantic, wasn’t it? And she was horrified when they finally arrived 
to find huge icicles hanging under the horses’ tummies. Her eyebrows were 
frozen, my father’s moustache was frozen, the coachman’s beard was one 
solid block of ice. And that would have been in November 15, something like 
that. And, um, I’m afraid she caused great disappointment when she arrived, 
because they all thought a bachelor was arriving and, apparently, the women 
outnumbered the men and he was, of course, looked upon as a prospective 
husband for somebody, you see. 

          Interview with Mrs. Mavis Campell (née Calderwood),1993. 
Interview by Susan Edwards, Glamorgan Archives.









WE: VARIANT OF A MANIFESTO 
dziga vertov, 1922
 
WE proclaim the old films, based on the romance, 
theatrical films and the like, to be leprous.                     

–Keep away from them!
–Keep your eyes off them!
–They’re mortally dangerous!
–Contagious!
WE affirm the future of cinema art by denying 

its present. “Cinematography” must die so that the 
art of cinema may live.

WE call for its death to be hastened.
We protest against that mixing of the arts which 

many call synthesis. The mixture of bad colors, even 
those ideally selected from the spectrum, produces 
not white, but mud.

Synthesis should come at the summit of each 
art’s achievement and not before.

WE are cleansing kinochesfvo of foreign 
matter-of music, literature, and theater; we seek our 
own rhythm, one lifted from nowhere else, and we 
find it in the movements of things.

WE invite you:
–to flee–
the sweet embraces of the romance,
the poison of the psychological novel,
the clutches of the theater of adultery;
to turn your back on music,
–to flee–
out into the open, into four dimensions  

(three + time), in search of our own material, our 
meter and rhythm.

The “psychological” prevents man from being as 
precise as a stopwatch; it interferes with his desire 
for kinship with the machine. In an art of move-
ment we have no reason to devote our particular 
attention to contemporary man.

The machine makes us ashamed of man’s 
inability to control himself, but what are we to do 
if electricity’s unerring ways are more exciting to 
us than the disorderly haste of active men and the 
corrupting inertia of passive ones?           

Saws dancing at a sawmill convey to us a joy 
more intimate and intelligible than that on human 
dance floors.

For his inability to control his movements, WE 
temporarily exclude man as a subject for film. 



In late 1933, on his way back to the Soviet Union, [Russian revolutionary film maker] Sergei 
Eisenstein visited László Moholy-Nagy [Hungarian artist, photographer and teacher at the 
Bauhaus] in Germany. Eisenstein had been working with Upton Sinclair on a film about Mexi-
can peons. The Soviet government had criticized the film. Moholy-Nagy asked Eisenstein if he 
feared for his life.

Eisenstein: Of course I am afraid.
 
Moholy-Nagy: And you go back?
 
Eisenstein: Yes, I’m going back. A man can’t live without a country.
 
Moholy-Nagy: Come on. For an artist, there is no such thing as his country.
 
Eisenstein: You are a child. You know nothing. You’ll remain in Germany?
 
Moholy-Nagy: I—I don’t think so.
 
Eisenstein: Another country—all right. You work, earn money, eat, sleep. Politically you don’t 
count. No voice. You’re mute. You read papers. Your country suffers, there are great decisions, 
victories, defeats. But you’re an exile. No voice. You’re mute. The very name of your country 
becomes an insult: Russian, German, Hungarian, whatever you are. You hide it, you don’t 
admit it any more. You’re afraid to lose your bread. Secretly you go to the little restaurants of 
your nationality. You wouldn’t set foot in such places at home. You keep company with work-
ers, waiters, bums. You talk politics. They don’t understand you. Doesn’t matter. They’re your 
people. And when you die they say you die speaking your own language.

 
Moholy-Nagy: Who thinks of dying? Death and language – nonsense. 
As an artist you have one adherence and that’s to your art. We liquidated 
countries fifteen years ago. Our nationality is the idea. Nationalism is 
totally obsolete.
 

sibyl moholy-nagy, Moholy-Nagy : Experiment in Totality, 
(Cambridge: MIT Press, 1969), p 98-99.



KLITJA 
(Syrian Biscuits)

Pour some water into a saucepan and bring to a 
simmer. Add half a pack of sugar and a block of but-
ter. Stir gently until the ingredients are combined 
and the mixture forms a syrup. Remove from the 
heat and leave to cool. 

In a separate bowl, mix together some flour, a 
handful each of crushed fennel seeds, nigella seeds 
and sesame seeds, along with some nutmeg and 
cinnamon. 

Make a well in the dry ingredients and pour in the 
syrup. Knead for 10 minutes. It will be quite sticky 
at first. Put into a pot and cover for one hour. 

Take a box of Iranian dates and de-stone. Mash 
them together with your hands to form a rough 
paste. Add a handful of dessicated coconut and 
mix. Form the mixture into a sausage shape. 

Sit and talk whilst the dough rests. 

Spread a plastic sheet or bag on the floor or ground 
and roll out your dough with whatever you have 
to hand. Roll into an oblong shape, slightly longer 
than the length of your date filling. Place the date 
filling on one side of the dough and roughly flatten 
the filling with your fingers so that it fills one half 
of  the oblong of dough. Fold the other half of the 
dough over to form a sandwich, the filling in the 
middle. Gently roll the dough sandwich. 

Cut the klitja into shapes and brush the tops with 
egg. Bake until golden. 





I forged my iron flowers 
beneath a workshop’s smoky dome –
not amid nature’s tender bowers, 
or beauty in full bloom. 
 
They weren’t caressed by Southern sunshine,
or cradled by the moon –
my thunderous bouquet was burnished
in a forge’s fiery storm.
 
Where motors rumble, rude and awful, 
where sirens whistle, metal rings, 
I was entranced, I fell in love with
the chime of copper pines. 
 

This workshop dance was tiring, 
my palms as hard as rocks – 
but never-tiring fire
blazed in my chest, beneath my smock. 
 
Fed by the dream of Communism, 
I stoked the furnace with new power, 
intoxicated by it rhythm, 
I forged my iron flowers. 

mikhail gerasimov (1889-1937) 
1917
(Translated by Boris Dralyuk, published in  
1917: Stories and Poems from the Russian  
Revolution, Pushkin Press, 2017)
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