


“Film Film Film,” course material  
for “Russian Language and Culture,”  
University of St. Petersburg, 1993. 
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In the streets of Moskovsky District. St. Petersburg, 2001.

Cityscape. St. Petersburg, 1995.
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Screenshot of Ekaterina Andreeva—patriot, Putin supporter, and 
Channel One Russia news presenter since 1997. St. Petersburg, 2014. 

Woman and dog. The animal is dressed in a red jacket lined with fur, with a pointed 
collar, ribbon and gold belt. Metro station Nevsky Prospekt, St. Petersburg, 2000.

In the trolley bus. St. Petersburg, 1995. 
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Shooting schedule of the scene Waking Up,  
4th day of shoot, on the banks of Primorskaya, 
St. Petersburg, 2015.
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NARRATOR. Valya described herself as a real 
Petersburger. 

VALYA . A human being needs flowers. 

NARRATOR. She had worked in the theater for 
the past twenty years, but had not been given any roles 
for quite some time. So she decided to quit. Her new 
role was now that of a real life business woman. All 
her fans were waiting for the opening of this business 
in much the same way as they used to wait to see her 
in a new role in the theater. 

NARRATOR. Lena spent her first days in Russia 
in the library, doing research for her projects: a text 
and a performance—her dissertation. 

Location shot, flower shop at metro station Udelnaya  
in the northern suburbs of St. Petersburg, 2015. 

Howard Sochurek, from the series  
Dior in Moscow, LIFE magazine, 1959. 
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Lena’s dialog from the scene Where’s  
the hero? transcribed phonetically for  
Philine Bührer who does not speak Russian. 
Hamburg, 2015. 
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A round stone surface glitters with tiny particles. 
A young woman stands at the corner of a tall building 
reading a novel, the wind whistles around her. She 
looks up, her mind on the text, watching Lena, who 
sits against the stone sphere. It looks as though Lena, 
like Atlas, is carrying the dome of the heavens on her 
shoulders as she holds her head with her hands. 

NARRATOR. After just a few days, Lena realized 
that her writer’s block was the same here as it had 
been for the last months back in Norway. 

The young woman turns her gaze back to the open 
book. She deliberates for a moment, snaps the book 
closed, and moves toward Lena. 

THE LOCAL GIRL. (In English) I have 
a question: Are you from here? No, you are not 
from here. Where are you come from? Can I have 
a cigarette? 

Lena is a little surprised. 

THE LOCAL GIRL. (Immediately continues 
speaking, now in Russian) I had a dream about meeting 
a person just like you. I knew it would happen soon. 
And now you are here, in front of me. In my dream 
we were sitting in a little airplane, flying toward a star. 
When we arrived we started installing signs on the 
hard surface of the soil. 

Lena looks in bewilderment at the girl backlit 
in front of her. Her words gain speed as she continues 
speaking, becoming more immersed in her tale. She 
loses herself entirely to the account of the dream—
and now she is again travelling toward the star. Lena 
finds it unpleasant how the girl imposes herself on the 
situation, forcing the intimacy of her strange story. 

THE LOCAL GIRL. Despite the huge distance 
to Earth we could see everything that was happening 
on it. We saw the scientists’ faces at the station back 
on Earth. We couldn’t hear them, and they couldn’t 
hear us. But despite the vacuum between us we could 
understand each other. The air was rich with fresh 
oxygen; colors were bright and clear against the 
background of dark space. There was a cord stretching 
from the Earth to our star, preventing these two bodies 
from separating. (Steps closer to Lena and looks at her 
directly) I have lost something. You know that there are 
lots of things one can lose: your heart, your joy, your 
belief. But now you are here. And that’s wonderful. 

LENA . (Has been able to understand only snatches 
of words) I didn’t quite get that. 
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Philine Bührer, close-up screen test.  
Bochum, 2015.

Shooting log from the scene Dostoyevsky Museum,  
1st day of shooting. St. Petersburg, 2015. 
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Shooting location permit itemizing certain 
conditions such as place, date, and time of day, 
licensed through the municipal committee  
for culture of the City of St. Petersburg.  
To receive shooting permission, we were 
also required to present the committee with 
the script for each scene. Our Russian team-
members recommended rewriting several 
scenes, such as that of Waking Up, because 
it might be interpreted as ‘homosexual 
propaganda.’ While shooting in public space, 
we were subject to several inspections and 
had to produce both our location permits and 
identification. St. Petersburg, 2015. 

First day of shoot. According to Russian tradition, I’m holding a dinner plate inscribed 
with the film title and autographs of the cast and crew toward the camera, prior to it being 
broken just before the first clap of the slate. The shards are meant to bring good luck  
to the shoot. Every cast and crew member receives a piece as a memento. Adjacent to the 
Dostoyevsky Museum, St. Petersburg, 2015.
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photo captionAudio log from the scenes A Photo and Watermelon. 
St. Petersburg, 2015.64



Florence Nightingale, Denmark/Germany, 2000. 
Video stills, MiniDV, stereo, 14 min. 

Drawing of a Northern-German bathing suit 
from around 1900. The ensemble wanders 
throughout my films, appearing in the video 
Florence Nightingale in 2000 as a Red Cross 
dress, as the habit of the exkursavod—the 
travel guide—in GRAD in 2004, and in Sankt 
in 2015 as the sailor’s costume planned for 
Lena’s reenactment project on the Aurora. 
Altonaer Museum, Hamburg, 2000.
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ANIMATOR LEADER. Welcome! How can 
I help you? Today we would like to offer the following: 
golden threads … (drifts off in thought) Excuse me … 
Cryotherapy, Brazilian waxing, ‘Red Carpet’ look,  
foot reflexology, facelifts, and frown line reductions. 
Will you share your desires with me? 

VALYA . Not like that. (Emphasizing the words 
softly) “Will you share your desires with me?” 

ANIMATOR LEADER. Will you share your 
desires with me? 

VALYA . Any more questions? 

Cosplayer Olga. I met her and a group of cosplayers during a photo 
session in the park and told her about my film project and that I would 
love her to take part. We exchanged contacts, but she did not answer 
any of my emails and I was unable to find her in the cosplay community 
online forums. Tauride Gardens, St. Petersburg, 2014.
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FLARIDA . Valya! Valya, what’s up? Valya … 
What’s the matter? 

VALYA . (Weeping) It will all be … 

FLARIDA . It will. 

VALYA . It will be just beautiful. 

FLARIDA . Sure! 

VALYA . It will be my tropical … paradise. 

FLARIDA . Certainly. 

VALYA . My spa. 

FLARIDA . Sure, Valya. Sure. Calm down.  
It will be just beautiful. 
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Lena’s dialog from the scene The Quarrel.  
Hamburg, 2015. 

NARRATOR. Everything became clear to Lena  
by the time she finished her writing. 

LOCAL GIRL. (In English) I have a question. 

NARRATOR. Friendship and artistic 
collaboration had not really fulfilled Lena’s 
expectations. She had not heard anything from Valya 
or Flarida for the last few weeks. Before Lena left 
Petersburg, Valya had to read the text. And for sure, 
this time she would not misunderstand. 
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Cast and Crew 

Lena: Philine Bührer
Flarida: Anya Raycheva
Valya: Olga Feofanova 
And in order of appearance:
Folkloric Dancers: Viktoria Matveeva, Natalia Vokhminceva, Oksana Volkova
Narrator: Lene Markusen
The Local Girl: Vasilisa Kadina
Florist: Rosa Gurgenyan
Voice of Female Museum Guide: Imogen Burell
Voice of Dostoyevsky in Museum Guide: Liam Mockridge
Poet: Michail Loov
Architect: Sergey Chernov
Boss: Ruslan Kazagadschiev
Cosmetologist: Aljona Kremlenkova
Watermelon Vendor: Marina Solomonova
Lead Animator: Daniiel Dankovskiy
Animators: Tatyana Avramenko, Lyudmila Borimskaya, Gleb Chernov, 
Yuriy Gogin, Sabina Khudayberganova, Nadezhda Kolodeeva, Olga Mervis, 
Dariya Mickeeva, Ekaterina Osipova, Alisa Ozyabkina, Yulia Parikyan, 
Angela Vinogradova, Alexander Yegodurov, Evangelina Yegurova
Mother: Lidia Dorotenko
Young Women at Fountain: Lyudmila Kalentieva, Oksana Samarskaya
Written and Directed by Lene Markusen
Producer: Linda Meier-Matern
Director of Photography: Ute Freund
Focus Puller: Alexander Bogdanov
Original Sound: Alexey Antonov
Set Design: Jörg Güttgemanns
Editing: Lene Markusen
Dramaturgic Editorial Consultant: Franziska Schmidt-Kärner
Music: Martin Fekl
Sound Design: Martin Fekl, Kim Kiesling—Wohlklang
Re-recording Mixer: Ulf Krüger, Krüger & Krüger Studios
Folkloric Dance Choreographer: Viktoria Matveeva
Folkloric Music Composition: Boris Loginov
Research Supervisors: Elena Korowin, Alexandra Köhring
Executive Producer: Anastasia Lobanova
Assistant DoP, Gaffer: Fedor Bakulin, Dariya Ustenko
Costumes: Sergey Chernov, Susann Günther, Sofia Kaminskaya
Make-up: Oksana Loshkaryova, Katerina Sokolovska, Alexandra Tarasova, 
Evangelina Yegurova
Gaffers: Nikolay Bondarev, Yuriy Sergeev
Clapper Loader: Alexandra Antroshenko
Location Managers: Sergey Grigorov, Margarita Podkhalyuzina
Casting: Svetlana Fedina
Language Instruction for Philine Bührer: Alevtina Kakhidze
Copyediting: Alice Detjen
Translators: Alexandra Antroshenko, Maya Connors, Alexander Zinn 
Administrator: Yulia Korostyleva
Drivers: Boris Vedernikov, Saidbek Ziyavdinov
Catering: Olga Smykova
Trainees: Stanislav Petruk, Dariya Zelikova
Dialog Editing: Maya Connors
Foley Artist: Thilo Krüger
Title Design and Credits: Laslo Strong
Colorist: Moritz Peters
Subtitles: Subs
Technical Support: University of Fine Arts Hamburg
Rental Equipment, St. Petersburg: Artem Djarayan 
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NANA IN FRONT OF THE THE ASYLUM SEEKERS’ HOME BIBBY, 
GROSSE ELBSTRASSE, HAMBURG, APRIL 27th, 1998

Germany, 1999 
Two-channel video installation, S-VHS and Super 8, color,  
stereo, 11 min. 

An encounter between a young woman in Crimea transposed to the story 
of a woman waiting in front of the asylum seekers’ home Bibby in Hamburg. 
I returned to this storyline in 2015 for the scene The Local Woman  
in Sankt—Female Identities in the Post-Utopian. 

Film sketch, 1998.
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American student Katya from Florida hosting her goodbye party.  
She serves vodka like a Hollywood cafeteria waitress. She has a Lenin 
pin stuck to her red sweater. In the background, to the right, sits our 
Russian language teacher, Lena. St. Petersburg, 1993. 
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LENIN. Hello, Valya. 

HITLER. Valya! Do you know who I am? 

CHUCK NORRIS. (Taking of his cowboy hat.  
In English) I am Chuck Norris. 

VALYA . (Cool) Right. 

LENIN. I am a simple man. I have lived a simple 
life. I’ve been compared with him since my childhood. 
I would even say I’m part of him. When I see children, 
I too long to hold them in my arms, as I saw him do  
so often. 

HITLER. I always have this longing to hold 
children in my arms too. 

TANYA . (Suddenly, from a corner of the room not 
visible until now, full of rage and accusation) They  
say you had a sister. 

VALYA . Yes. They say you had a sister. 

TANYA . Is that true? 

HITLER. Maybe. I once worked on the railways  
as a locomotive driver. Even then, many people called 
me Adolf. That bothered me a lot. It was years later, 
after I retired, that I realized I could earn money with 
it. Although I’m a simple man—but I understand that 
you want to know about my sister. Although I myself 
haven’t heard anything about her. 

Valya is amused that Tanya has him so cornered. 

CHUCK NORRIS. Chuck Norris is a famous 
Hollywood actor and director. A repeat world 
champion in kickboxing. He has a black belt and is 
a millionaire and successful businessman. 

Even Chuck Norris cannot persuade the women; 
he notes Valya’s disillusioned expression with 
disappointment. 
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EXURSAVOD. (Off camera.) So, tell us. 

The mother and the younger sister fixate 
immediately on the place, out of frame, from which the 
question has come. 

MOTHER. I remember the smell of coltsfoot. 
And the mountains. As if I were somehow returning. 
I went back the same way. I remember the wooden 
watchtower, the yellow floor, and the iron beds. Lots of 
iron beds, one next to the other. Small iron cages. In 
1937, they arrested my father. Afterward, they arrested 
me and my mother. I was four months old. At the start, 
I lived with my mother in the camp, like all children. 
Later they separated us, bringing us to the children’s 
barracks. I had a friend there: Rudik Tsirinsky. He 
took me to the mother’s barracks through a hole in the 
barbed wire. Everyone queued for food. We hid behind 
the door and crawled in. The barracks were empty; 
all the mothers were working. We knew that but still 
crawled in. Like puppies, we sniffed in every corner: 
the iron beds, the tin canister with drinking water, the 
cup on a chain. It all smelled like mothers. We waited 
for spring to pick the flowers and eat them. We ate 
snowdrops. Lilochka died that winter. If only she had 
survived until the snowdrops came out … 

Valya sits with eyes closed, seemingly hypnotized. 

YOUNGER SISTER. (Abruptly stands up, 
interrupting loudly) Eating snowdrops? That can’t be 
true. First of all, (Counting on her fingers) how did 
you get out of the camp? Where do snowdrops grow? 
Snowdrops only grow in the forest. And secondly, 
“crawled into the mothers’ barracks?” How is that even 
possible? You were being watched. The guards would 
have noticed right away. If not right away, then later 
when you had to go to school. 

With a loud scream, Valya throws her face into  
the birthday cake. The younger sister turns angrily away 
from the others. 

MOTHER. (Yelling) We were always taught: 
the homeland—that is your mother. We were always 
taught: the homeland—that is your mom. 

The camera backs away from the kitchen through 
the long hall of the communal apartment. 

Sound. The paws of a young, snuffeling dog on 
wooden floors. 
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7.III.021 Pontedera 

Dearest Lena, 
Your letter took a long time to find me (I currently live in Italy—I leave 
here somewhere around the end of the year). I am glad that you found 
my book interesting and that it could help you understand our country 
and people somewhat. Please use my texts, and I wish you success in your 
creative endeavors. And afterward, I wish you a firm and joyful path into art. 
If something comes of it, send me a cassette. 
It is always interesting to see one’s own world through other eyes. 
All the success. 
Yours, in friendship, 
Svetlana Alexievich
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VISITING UKRAINE

Germany, 2012 
Super 8 transferred to HD Video, b&w, silent, 12 min.

Film stills.
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