
Brian Swaddling film proposal


We are at the lookout, a disused quarry where you can see the town nestled into the Rheidol valley and the sweep of Cardigan bay. Sunrise is about to break from under the cloud and warm light pours over the town and down the valley. The dark upper sky turns warmer with vibrant yellows, pinks and blues bursting from beneath. 
A gull soars past the view inland and the camera tracks its motion past the trees and into the woods. 
Penglais woods. 
This is where for twenty five years I have come to recharge, to recreate, to reset. Through student days. through long depressions,  through illness, lockdowns, drawn out recoveries, through work life. Wherever I have lived in the town, I have found a way to these woods.. 
The camera ponders on a line of Beech trees illuminated in golden light but the sun. 
Close ups of leaves. Fade to Macro close up. 
And floating down the path we go, under the canopy, into the woods.
Voice overs pf people, testimonials such as my own. People who also relate to the space. Volunteers and workers who help shape the space. Councillors who legislate for it. 
The sound of leaves. Footsteps. Birdcall. A recollection.
The camera looks at broken bench.
‘I remember coming here on my graduation day. The first member of my family to graduate. 
It was the longest time my parents had spent together in about twenty years. Eight hours in a hired mini bus all the way from my hometown in Sussex. My Dad driving, me with the map, my Mum and my two sisters in the back. 
It wasn’t straight forward bringing them together but they were trying to be nice. I was finding it tough all the same.
I came to the woods. I sat on a bench. The same bench now sits falling apart.rotting into the background.
Twenty two years later. 
When I need to breath.
I come to the woods. 
The trees here know me by name.

It’s not only me who treasures this woodlands. 
Dogs bring their owners, children bring their parents. Birds and bugs, weasels, rabbits, mice, badgers, volunteers. We all need it. We all create the place. A woodlands isn’t a competitive arena as I was taught when I was young. It’s a cooperation zone. A dance between species. There aren’t individual trees, individual units of clarity..there is one woodlands, connected through the soil. Through mycelium networks, through the air, through tough, through smell. I am a part of the place, my footprints facilitate the breaking down of the leaves, the mulching of the mud, the rearrangement of the place. It’s not a fight. It’s not what I was told it was. It’s a place where everything supports everything else.
We are in the Cathedral. A clearing of giant Beech Trees. Soon the flat silver light of a long evening will descend, but for now the trees are defined by shadows and warm colour tones. The leaves sigh as if relaxing with settling of the day.
A Tawney owl calls. 
The air begins to cool.
The camera pans around 360 taking the space before heading towards the fallen giant beech where mycelium is consuming the elephant like limbs which once stood vertical. Now horizontal, names are carved in the trunk. I am not the only human who resets here.
Humans and trees share a common ancestor. We have more in common than we we told when we were young. Our blood and their chorophyll are almost identical but for the iron in us and the magnesium in them. We both need the sun. We both need the soil. We both need the rain. We are really the same family. 
This tree in slowly becoming the soil. 
Ecologists explain the mycelium networks that consume and bind the place. The roots that hold the soil in place. Dry stone wallers explain the the walls. Path clearers explain their roles…there are many voices to the place. Bird watchers count the eggs in the bird boxes, it’s a site of conservation and research. 


In spring bluebells carpet the ground. When the canopy closes the smell is intoxicating. The blue and green, enchanting. Where I grew up there is the bluebell railway. But there are more bluebells here. So many flowers that some people only know the place as bluebell woods. 
Despite this I still meet people who haven’t been here. Lived here all my life, but never been in there. This is not my story. I spot the first shoots showing green in the winter soils early in the year. They give me hope. Remind me that the light is coming. That the Winter will end. 
The first to come to my aid are the Camellias. The flower in January. Luminous pink, like a highlighter pen. Relief.
Their delicate scent. It’s as if they know we’re all feeling the darkness and they light up the mid winter for us. They bloom and bloom until the middle of spring. 
The snowdrops follow them. Low down like dew they ornament the ground.

The film is a walk around the woods, a vibrant exclamation of a place’s right to exist without need to have more purpose than that. A expression of the life inherent in place. 
The footage a mixture of still and stop motion image as well as moving image. long shot, slow motion, stop motion, wide angle to macro lens. 
The soundtrack the ambient sounds of place and music composed to reflect the mood. Poetry and spoken conversations collaged together in a contrapuntal radio style. Run time could be about 20mins.
Interviews can be gathered by speaking directly to frequenters of the place willing to speak to my microphone. As well, I have contacts in the university and council I can call on, tree surgeons, botanists, ecologists, local historians, park volunteers. 
The voices will overlap with birdsong and the sound of the leaves. 
All voices collaged as a pastiche in a contrapuntal radio style.
The style is art/documenetary, it blurs the lines of genre. 
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