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�
Introduction





As the Happy Endings Theatre in Education Company we thank you for allowing us to present our piece to your pupils. Our performance is called “Permanently Excluded”, and is a dramatic storytelling performance about urban school tales. It explores different ways of creating stories to make an audience laugh and then have goosebumps.  It has four different tales of death and mystery told in contrasting ways.





Our aims and objectives for this piece can be explored further by using this teacher’s pack, which provides links to a number of curriculum subjects as well as an exploration of the process of Theatre in Education.





In this teachers pack you will find the script to the performance, which can be used, for reflection and as stimuli for further dramatic use.  We hope that the contents of this pack will be of some benefit to you and your pupils in structuring post performance activities.  The activities provided in this pack are guidelines to develop understanding and awareness of the issues raised and hopefully inspire pupils to create imaginative work in future English and drama lessons.





�



Theatre in Education – An Introduction





Theatre in Education began in Coventry, with the Belgrade Repertory Theatre Company, in 1965.  This project helped to demonstrate the value of using theatre as an educational tool.





Theatre in Education is a carefully designed performance and activity forum, which is constructed especially for its audience, the children.  It introduces a variety of structured activities through performance and participation.  The contents of Theatre in Education is always of relevance to the school curriculum and the children’s own experiences.





The structure of Theatre in Education revolves around its use of narrative.  Using a story line or plot the programme can start to build up a sense of suspense, dramatic climax and characterisation.  These theatrical elements help to stimulate the children’s curiosity and retain their attention.  Whilst the educational element structures the purpose of children’s involvement.





The participation activities are central to the Theatre in Education experience, as they offer a practical avenue through which the children can be encouraged to get involved with the situation.





Theatre in Education should be a challenging experience for both the children and the performers.  The participatory activities open up the forum to change and progression because each audience will bring new experiences to influence the performance


�
Project Objectives








To entertain


To explore storytelling


To experiment with dramatic form


To demonstrate the potential of the imaginative process


To explore the genre of the Urban Myth


To provide dramatic stimuli for further work in the English and Drama classrooms


To present a piece of live theatre.


�
“A Friend Of This Bloke I Met...” – Introduction To The Urban Myth





The ‘urban myth’ has been in existence for at least a century, its status as a distinct narrative genre recognised by scholars for the last forty years. Many experts believe that the emergence of the contemporary form represented a reaction against the rise of a new, modernist rationality at the start of the twentieth century - a by-product of our collective psyche coming to terms with a world where everything could be ‘explained’.





This is reflected in the subject matter of urban myths. Many arise in those areas of our lives where our understanding is incomplete or disputed - the workings of the human body (commonly digestive or sexual), our increasing reliance on technology, the mind’s extremities, or the supernatural. Others explore those territories (real or psychological) which still evade our ownership or control - the animal kingdom, or the ‘enchanted forest’. Witness the recent phenomenon of ‘The Blair Witch Project’, which married elements of the ‘traditional’ folk tale with contemporary anxieties and beliefs regarding the frailties of the human mind and its transcendental spirit.





All urban myths, of course, arise out of our desire to hear and tell stories - and like folk tales before them, all reveal something regarding the values of the society in which they emerge. Most have a moral dimension - or, if they don't, they teach us a lesson in life through the inevitably grim experience of one our fellows. They serve as (often macabre) warnings against straying from the path, arrogance, sticking your nose where it doesn’t belong, trusting strangers, sexual deviance... Or simply being in the wrong place at the wrong time.





Interestingly, researchers and collectors have established that many of todays’s more colourful urban myths (despite seeming to have a plausible basis in fact) are entirely unsupported by verifiable evidence. Heard the one about the young man who lost his kidneys at a party, after being chloroformed by organ thieves..? Well, it never happened. Nor did the one where the man was found hanged in the woods above his own car, with his girlfriend still waiting inside for him to finish repairing the engine. Clearly, then, somebody is telling tales - although urban myths are arguably as much a manifestation of our desire to associate ourselves (however tenuously) with a good story, as they are the work of a malicious prankster. And regardless of the National Enquirer’s finest efforts, no urban myth can thrive or mutate without the oxygen of popular appeal. After all, gilding the lily - taking ownership of the story’s gorier details (“...and it really happened to a friend of this bloke I met...”) - is more than half the fun.





Institutions, in all their forms, produce stories. Schools are no exception. Of course, it is at school - when rationality and reason vie so closely with fantasy and fiction - that many of us are first exposed to urban myths. Teachers - and, of course, pupils - represent a readymade cast of all the characters an urban myth requires. When devising our show, we began by pooling all of the stories, which we could remember from our own schooldays. Despite being (so we believed) unique to our own individual experience of school, it transpired that we actually had several stories in common. Primary school hauntings of the things that supposedly happened ‘up at the big school’ were familiar to us all. Eventually, our research revealed that many of our stories (some our own, some derived from “friends of friends”) actually had a ‘life’ on both sides of the Atlantic, and some, beyond.





In writing the script, we didn’t actually use our ‘own’ urban myths as source material. Most were too horrific. What you see here, then, are largely composites of the stories we told each other - although in themselves, they exhibit all the essential characteristics of a ‘classic’ urban myth. People transgress rules. They are punished. And, hopefully, there is something to be learned from them... Well. You never know, do you..?


�
“Permanently Excluded” – Plot Summary





“Permanently Excluded” comprises four separate stories, each located within a fictitious school setting and each involving the demise of its protagonist. The stories are all overseen by the mysterious Mr Jones, the caretaker, who seems to know more about the school’s strange happenings than he is letting on...








“The Tale of Johnny McLeek” tells the story of a devoted scholar who loves nothing more than holing up in the school library with a few volumes of Greek or Latin poetry. Johnny’s cerebral preferences irritate his games master, however, who insists that - despite his fervent pleas - he must play rugby with the rest of the boys. When a consequent injury reduces Johnny’s role on the rugby pitch to distributing the half-time oranges, he plots a devious revenge. Using the games master’s own whistle, he disrupts a vital cup match by hiding in the crowd and stopping play at crucial moments - until the referee decides that all whistles should be ignored, since the light is fading and the game must come to an end. Johnny’s whistling appears to be getting quieter and quieter, however, and little more is thought of its sound until Johnny’s body is discovered at the side of the pitch. The whistle is firmly lodged in his throat, and he whistles his last with his dying breath...





“A First Night to Remember” concerns the fate of one Archibald Bloom, an unexceptional lad who is tricked into auditioning for the school play, Romeo and Juliet, and inadvertently lands the male lead. A disaster in rehearsals, he manages to enrage his drama teacher (Miss Nightshade), her admirer, the music master (Mr Noteworthy), and Miranda Sunshine (playing Juliet). Each has a reason to feel aggrieved with his disastrous performances; their collective resentment grows as the first night approaches - an event, which turns out, predictably, to be a theatrical horror of epic proportions. Archibald’s only moment of dramatic credibility comes when he takes poison in his final scene. The audience are astonished at the accuracy of his performance - and even more so when it becomes apparent that the poison had actually been real...





“Geraldine” tells of Geraldine Burns, a girl who can always find a thousand reasons not to get to school on time. Fortunately for Geraldine, friends in her form can usually ‘cover’ for her when she decides to come in late, calling out when her name is read from the register. The only day that they don’t manage to pull off their little deception is the day that a new teacher takes registration, marking Geraldine down as absent when she doesn’t call respond to her name in person. Thus, when Geraldine (who has arrived late) finds herself trapped inside a burning school building, no one thinks to look for her, with predictably tragic consequences...





“A Pig’s Tale” is the story of Simeon Fryer, the school cook, whose three loves are pigs, Mrs Hoggart the school dinner lady, and food (in that order). Everything in Simeon’s life is going swimmingly, until a new girl (Veronica Wolfe) comes to the school, unearths his porcine obsession and complains about the quality of his food. Using her father’s influence over the school governors, Veronica manages to secure the redundancy of Mrs Hoggart (who, overcome with grief - and brandy - drowns in her own gravy). Veronica then sets to work on Simeon, demanding more and more elaborate school dinners, before finally threatening the welfare of his pigs with the prospect of a looming sausage machine. It seems that Simeon will attempt to exact some manner of revenge, but then... Veronica goes missing. A year after she has ‘run away from school’, the search is called off, while at a memorial service, Simeon produces some very special sausage rolls in her honour...





�
“Permanently Excluded” – Character Breakdown 





The Caretaker


Likes; Clean school buildings. The smell of lavender wood polish. His broom.


Dislikes; Mess. Children. Teachers.	





A solitary and melancholy character, the caretaker is something of an enigma; no one quite knows where he comes from or what his background is. Has been around for longer than anyone can remember.





Johnny McLeek


Likes; Latin and Greek poets, along with Blake and Wordsworth. Listens to Mahler.


Dislikes; Rugby, any form of rough physical exertion, Games masters.





Johnny was hit in the head by a rugby ball when he was four years old and was never the same. He has high morals and feels it is his duty to improve the intellectual reasoning of his fellows.





Mr Grey


Likes; Rugby, sending children on cross-country runs.


Dislikes; Reading, people who dislike rugby.





Mr Grey puts physical fitness before everything else and feels that children today need improvement through competitive sport.





Archibald Bloom


Likes; Reading fantasy books and comics, girls, being “one of the lads”.


Dislikes; Being the centre of attention, drama.





Archibald is a nice enough child, but harbours deep insecurities. He likes being with his friends but likes to follow rather than lead. Rather trusting and naïve.





Miss Nightshade


Likes; Shakespeare and Ibsen. Telling people she went to the Royal Academy of Dramatic Art.


Dislikes; Not having gone to the Royal Academy of Dramatic Art, boring people, not being the centre of attention.





Again quite an insecure character who compensates by being rather loud and obnoxious. She did go to RADA; but only for Lunch one day. 





Mr Noteworthy


Likes; Miss Nightshade, Elgar.


Dislikes; Being alone.





Mr. Noteworthy is quite an elusive character, until Miss Nightshade came along he spent all of his time in the music rooms. He is now looking for someone to marry; he is utterly devoted to Miss Nightshade.





Miranda Sunshine


Likes; Acting, being the centre of attention, her hair.


Dislikes; Not being everyone’s favourite girl, “amateur actors”.





Miranda would do anything to get on to the professional stage, she firmly believes that her amazing talent and striking looks will take her far.





Geraldine


Likes; smoking, being clever at escaping from lessons.


Dislikes; Lessons, teachers.





Geraldine believes that she is very cool, unfortunately the opposite turns out to be the case.





Simeon Fryer


Likes; His pigs, good traditional food, treating his pigs.


Dislikes; Pork. “New fangled recipes”. 





Simeon spends rather a lot of time with his pigs. He is fairly happy with his lot and does not like change.





Veronica Wolfe


Likes;  French cuisine, looking in the mirror.


Dislikes; Pigs, anything slightly dirty. English food.





Veronica’s intense dislike of English food stems from Sunday afternoon meals with her grandparents in Yorkshire – lots of lard smeared Yorkshire pudding. 








�
The Mystery Story





Ghost stories come from an age-old popular genre of tales dealing with the unknown and the unexplained. Supernatural tales are ancient in origin and have their roots in the body of verbal stories passed down form generation to generation. This tradition was alive in the west until comparatively recently. In Ireland for example, traditional storytellers called “Shaugnesseys” roamed the countryside and would provide an evening’s entertainment in return for a bite and a sup. Their tales were typically about encounters with ghosts on dark and stormy evenings and often contained a “warning” or moral. They were frequently, however, humorous and entertaining.





The modern relation of this style of story telling is, of course, the urban myth. Typically, urban myths play on modern fears that are not usually given voice to by society, and often tell of man’s fears of aspects of society being outside of his control. The same story may frequently appear in many parts of the Globe. The tale of the mad-axe murderer, who chops off a man’s head and bounces it on the roof of his girlfriend’s car, is set variously in Epping Forrest, Bavaria, Galway, Devon, the Ardennes and Bern. Almost always, interestingly, in a forest.





The eighteenth century saw a rise the first rise in supernatural fiction with the pre-romantic Gothic novel. Horace Walpole’s “The Castle of Otranto” (1765) is thought of as being the first substantial published supernatural novel. The horror genre reached a new level in the Romantic era with the writings of author’s such as Edgar Allen Poe, who painted frightening pictures of man’s insanity and lent the genre an air of veresimilitude, which it has not forgotten.  The ghost story reached its height, however, during the late Victorian, early Edwardian era with writers such as Le Fanu, Collins and of course, M.R.James. His fireside tales of dreadful spectres were so masterfully crafted that they are still popular with authors and filmmakers today. Tellingly, his stories are loved as much for their description of setting and character as they are for their simple, effective plots.





 “Borrowing” from previous authors is not a new phenomenon in the horror genre. Academics trace much of the components of ghost stories, chained spirits and the idea of returning to complete unfinished business, for example back to Ancient Greek and Roman tales, especially those written down by authors such as Pliny.





Many aspects of modern life, (electricity, television) have suppressed the popularity of the genre in the style that M.R. James would be familiar with, but it is still of course very popular with cinema goers, and tends to come in and out with fashion. The run up to the millennium saw not only the amazing success of MacPhearson’s “The Weir”, but also films such as “The Sixth Sense”. All of these owe something to the fine heritage that has gone before them and something to man’s innate fear of death and the unknown.





Oh, yes, and don’t look behind you…


�
Writing Ghost Stories


The first, but maybe not the most obvious place to start is with the ideas of the students themselves. They will have many ghost stories, which may be anecdotal from friends or family, or “urban myth” style stories, possibly from the local area. It could be a good idea to begin with a story of your own to get the ball rolling.





You may notice and comment on the following;





The plots are simple


There is an attempt at “believability” i.e. “My cousin’s friend” or reasons are often given for the characters being at a certain place at a certain time.


Some type of moral or “warning” is often involved


As with “fiction” ghost stories the setting is often a classical haunted scene – even if there is only a description of the time to see the ghost being at night e.g. “and she hunts that room every year on the night of the anniversary of her death”





Brainstorm –


What do ghost stories have in common?





Suspense	Very simple	They are often told as “truth”


Mystery		There is very often a “cliff-hanger”		Any explanation is left until the end








It is probably best to agree with the pupils on the plot that they are going to use before they begin writing. Having a selection of simple plots that the class has brainstormed reduces writer’s block later on when they have complicated story lines to deal with. The emphasis should really be on how the story is written not what it is about.





You will need to discuss;





Pace


Length of sentences (short sentences being more conducive to action scenes etc.)


The effects created in a story (suspense, mystery)


What type of descriptive language should be used?





Setting





The setting is probably the single most important aspect of the story. The pupils may typically choose a dark, stormy or isolated place. Isolation is a very common aspect of horror writing it plays on human fears of being alone. Surprisingly, it can often be the case that places that are normally full of people during the day but are dark and empty at night are the scariest. (The school at night, a dark museum, a cathedral?)


The pupils should go into lots of detail about the setting; lots of adjectives and similes – you could ask them to come up with similes before they write the story.


Start with a scene that people will easily recognise as the setting for a ghost story for impact.





Pick out twenty nouns – things that one would expect to see, hear or smell in the setting


Pick out twenty adjectives to describe the nouns.


Swap ten adjectives for more creative versions from a thesaurus.


Ask the pupils to write three or four paragraphs simply describing the scene, with no action or characters.





Characterisation





Typically the stories involve the convention of good versus evil. It is highly unlikely that the stories the children brainstormed contained large numbers of characters. Two main characters are the norm, with a supporting character and a fourth minor one – this makes writing the story a lot easier.


Here is a good technique for building a character and perhaps also the seeds of a story;





Think of an object


Describe it in detail


Who does it belong to?


What do they do with it?


How do they feel when they are with/holding the object?


Why?


What do they do during the day?


At night?


Describe them in detail.


Where do they live?


What is their biggest desire?


Who do they least want to see in the world?


What is their biggest secret that they could never tell anyone?


The pupils should try to make the two main characters as different as possible.


As with setting, the pupils could list descriptive words and phrases for their character before they begin writing.





Style





Although economy is the watchword, the action scenes should be as dramatic as possible to keep the reader engaged.


Quick conversations and short sentences.


Silence, of course, adds to tension,


The length of the sentences and paragraphs will need to be varied.


Dramatic punctuation adds to tension.





Remember that the reader does not need to know everything straight away. Many of the best ghost stories keep the reader guessing about something right until the end of the story. (eg. What is that smell? Where is the noise coming from?) Economy of explanation is important.








David Almond’s advice :


Keep to a short time scale. Keep the story within a few days, weeks, or one month at the most.


Try not to report or comment on the action, show it happening. If you show things happening outwardly, it makes the story fast moving. A short story needs to move fairly quickly and this helps keep it short.


Also show your characters acting and speaking, then you will not have to continually describe their emotions and pad out the story.


Use dialogue to help bring characters to life and add interest.


Keep the story small.


Establish place and characters in your introduction so as to make the maximum impact on your reader.





�
“Permanently Excluded”





- an obscure entertainment by - and starring..! -





Miss Susannah Walton


Mr Edward Max


Miss Jennifer Smith


Mr Huw Bucknell


Mr Sean Culhane





_________





All :	I heard of a school, a long time ago


That spawned many tales of sorrows and woes


Now nobody goes.





I heard of a girl who loved swinging on chairs


Not any more, now nobody dares


She went to that school, a long time ago


That spawned many tales of sorrows and woes


Now nobody goes.





I know of a boy, always coming in late


He never suspected his terrible fate


A friend of the girl who loved swinging on chairs


Not any more, now nobody dares


She went to that school, a long time ago


That spawned many tales of sorrow and woes


Now nobody goes.





I know of two friends who kept talking in class


They’re together forever - deep under the grass


Just like the boy, always coming in late


He never suspected his terrible fate


A friend of the girl who loved swinging on chairs


Not any more, now nobody dares


She went to that school, a long time ago


That spawned many tales of sorrows and woes


Now nobody goes.





Ed : [As Caretaker : walks on slowly, sweeping and whistling. Then appears to notice the imaginary headmaster and speak to him] Morning… Yes, lovely… Don’t worry, I’ll sort it now... I’ve got it covered… No problem, Headmaster...





Bloody teachers. Bloody kids. I hate them. I don’t know who I hate more, teachers or kids. They both make a bloody mess. Bloody mess. Mess, mess, mess. I see it in my dreams - piles of empty cans, crisp packets, paper, chewing gum, plastic bags and broken pens, rubbers ground into powder, chalk soaked in ink, books torn into pieces, leaves, mud, dirt, mess, mess, mess, mess, mess, dirt, filth sweep it up, clean it up, scrub it, scrape it off. I want a clean school - clean, bright clean, without any bloody kids or bloody teachers messing it up. No more people. Keep them out. Give me a chance to clean up.





Not that you lot care. Oh no. Schools are for running around in and busting up. Oh yes, I know what they say, Schooldays are the happiest days of your lives!!! Well let me tell you, your schooldays are the unhappiest days of my life. Well then, perhaps you might like to hear a few stories about my school, hmmm? Yes, I think that would do you all a power of good. How about this one. 





[Turns and calls out to the four ‘pupils’] You lot.





All : Yes, Mr Jones..?


Ed : You got a story about the happiest days of your life?


All : [variously] Erm... yes, Mr Jones.


Ed : Well then, why not tell us all about them! Off you go!





[The group ‘select’ Sean, and he comes to the front... Jen follows...]








The Tale Of Johnny McLeek





1.


Jen :		This is the tale of Johnny McLeek


Who loved sitting round reading Latin and Greek


Alone in the library, surrounded by books


Young Johnny attracted the queerest of looks


Sean : 		I don’t care for soccer or cricket!


Jen :						    ...he said


Sean :		I love only Latin and poets who are dead.


Jen : 		But the thing that to Johnny was nastiest of all


Came in the shape of the school rugby ball





2.


Huw :		 The lad isn’t normal!


Suze :					...his teachers would say


And never more loudly than ‘big’ Mister Grey


For ‘big’ Mister Grey was the school’s PE master


Who liked to shout :


Huw :				        ...harder!!!


Suze :						...and...


Huw :						 	...meaner!!!


Suze :								      ...and...


Huw :									     ...faster!!!


Suze :		And ‘big’ Mister Grey hated Johnny McLeek


Huw :		I can’t see the point learning Latin and Greek!


And all that I know that’s worth knowing at all


I learned with my hands round a school rugby ball!!!





3.


Jen :		So Johnny had nightmares of Mr Grey’s balls


Scrummages, tackles and perilous falls


And every week, tried to get off doing games


With spurious excuses and ludicrous claims :


Sean :		I’ve twisted my ankle, I’ve bumped my poor head!


My hayfever’s frightful!


Jen :					  ...poor Johnny, he said.


But ‘big’ Mister Grey wasn’t falling for this


He knew that young Johnny was taking the mickey.





4.


Huw :		And he sent Johnny out with the rest of the boys


But still Johnny begged at the top of his voice :


Sean :		Oh, why must we play such a barbaric game


Get splattered in mud and stand out in the rain?


I like to read Latin, and poems in Greek


Please let me do algebra!!!


Huw :					       ...Johnny, he squeaked


But then he said nothing - no, nothing at all


For suddenly, Johnny’d caught hold of the ball





5.


Sean : 		Oh bugger..!


Suze : 			       ...said Johnny (but under his breath)


And ran like the wind from his imminent death


But not fast enough - and was caught by the pack


Of stampeding rhinos who took the ball back


But Johnny was calm as he lay in the ooze


Thinking about the revenge he would choose


When there, in the mud, in the fog and the drizzle


Something small caught his eye - it was Mr Grey’s whistle





6.


Sean :		That might come in handy..!


Suze :						...young Johnny, he thought


And hid the small whistle deep down in his shorts


When along came the stretcher, they piled him on top


And Johnny, the hero, was sent to the doc.


The doctor said :


Jen :				   ...Johnny, you’ve fractured your wrist


No rugby for you ’til you’re properly fixed.


Suze :		But ‘big’ Mister Grey had a quite different plan


Huw :		You can give out the oranges, Johnny, my man!








7.


Jen :		So things became worse for poor Johnny McLeek


He had to serve oranges three times a week


And Johnny now had to turn up for each game


Where his books of Greek poems got splattered with rain


Sean :		I’m frankly resentful -


Jen :				         ...young Johnny, he said�Sean :		But a devious plan has now formed in my head


I’ll get Mr Grey, I swear it, and this’ll


Be sweeter, for I’ll use his very own whistle..!





		[Insane laughter...]





8.


Suze :		Well, the very next day was the inter-school cup


Huw :		And a huge crowd had gathered to wish the team luck


Suze :		Mr Grey wandered round with a hideous grin


Huw :		With training like mine, we are certain to win!!!


Suze :		But Johnny McLeek had been grinning all day


Huw :		And rubbing his hands in a sinister way


Suze :		And cackling loudly...


Huw : 					...and stroking his chin


Sean :		And stoking the vengence that burned, deep within..!








9.


Ed :		The game it was vicious, the play it was tough


They gouged and they spat and they pinched and they cussed


Some boys lost teeth, and then one lost an ear


And the crowd’s gentle clapping turned into a cheer


But both of the teams were so equally matched


They skillfully kicked and they skillfully passed


But surely the game was to end in a draw -


- when a goal kick, from Perkins, seemed certain to score..!








10.


Ed :		When a whistle blew out - and everyone stopped


And stared and the ref, looking angry and shocked


Jen :		Well I didn’t blow it..!


Ed :					...the referee said


Staring into the crowd with his face turning red


Jen : 		And I don’t know who did - but they’d better disist


’Cos that joke wasn’t funny, or sporting!


Ed :							     ...he hissed


And so play resumed, and the crowd roared again


When a whistle blew out - and again, stopped the game








11.


Sean :		Time and again, the whistle blew he


But no-one could see who the blower could be


Ed :		And Johnny ran fast round the back of the crowd


Blowing his whistle so clearly and loud


That everyone stopped - and then shouted as one :


Jen/Huw/Sze : This mad whistle-blower is spoiling our fun!


We’re sick of this prankster - we wish he were dead!


Ed :		Then he whistled again and the referee said :








12.


Jen :		If you hear a whistle - ignore it, play on


We’ve got to get finished - the light’s almost gone


Ed :		And so they continued, and so did the whistling


Through the rain that was raining, and drizz that was drizzling


But somehow the whistle seemed softer each time


And harder to hear as the in the gloom and the grime


And when the game ended, the crowd left the pitch


And found a small boy lying cold, near a ditch








13.


Jen :		His eyes were closed tight as he drew his last breath


And whistled his last as he slipped into death


While carefully opening his mouth, was disclosed


Mr Grey’s whistle, still stuck in his throat


And so ended the life of Johnny McLeek


Who loved sitting round reading Latin and Greek	


But couldn’t stand rugby, and looked for revenge


And whistled his life to a grisly end.








Ed : Books. If you are going to tell a story, got to have a book. Stands to reason. And I’ve got my book. Full of those precious moments in this school that have made my life as a caretaker worthwhile. Now one of my least favourite jobs is the School Play. Late nights for rehearsals and set building. Not to mention the mess. So this story gives me particular pleasure.








A First Night To Remember





Ed : This is the tale of Archibald Bloom [Archibald steps forward to face audience and reacts to the narrator’s description] An average sort of boy. At 14 ¾ he was half the height of the girls in his class, his voice was on the verge of breaking and he had  more than a smattering of teenage spots. He was averagely clever, average at sports and tolerated by his class averagely. [Narrator changes to darker tone] But there was nothing average about the way he died. [Narrator stands behind him talking over his shoulder]





[Change to more light-hearted tone] Now Archibald had no outstanding talents. So when a notice announced that the next school play was to be Romeo and Juliet and that auditions were the following week, Archibald Bloom had no intention of going along.  His friends thought otherwise [cast play his friends signing his name up]. They signed his name up for the auditions and arranged to meet him in the school hall that lunch time. Trusting, naïve Archibald trotted along and instead of his friends found - 





Scene One





Archibald wanders in and Miss Nightshade, Mr Noteworthy (the music teacher who is secretly in love with Deirdre Nightshade) and Miranda Sunshine who is to play Juliet are sitting at a table.  He stands waiting for his friends looking at his watch, the 3 at the table keep staring back at him.  There is a long awkward silence as he shifts uncomfortably from foot to foot. Eventually Miss Nightshade speaks:





Suze : Well, Mr Bloom are you here to audition or are you simply here to tantalise us with your presence - Hmmmm..?





Ed : Miss Nightshade - Poisonous by name and poisonous by nature.





Huw : Audition..? [squeaks...] No I, I, I’m er I’m...





Suze : Come, come, Mr Bloom, no need to be shy. Now what have you prepared to read for us..?





Huw : [getting more and more flustered] Prepared..? Me..? No, I haven’t... audition... friends... Ummm...





Sean : Don’t worry if you haven’t prepared anything, Archibald. You can read us this sonnet.





Huw : [panicked] A what..? But I really haven’t come here to…





Suze : NOW, Mr Bloom!





Huw : [bumbles and squeals through these lines]


            Shall I compare thee to a summer’s day


           Thou art more lovely and more temperate


           Rough winds do shake the darling buds of May...





Suze : I think we’ve heard enough, Mr Bloom. Thank you.





[They talk in loud whispers : These fragments of dialogue are to be spoken above one another]





Jen : I can’t possibly act with him..!


Suze : There’s nobody else, you silly girl, and I refuse to let the Head of Science take the male lead again this year..!


Sean : Whatever you think Miss Nightshade...


Jen : But he’s covered in pussy spots...


Suze : We’ve got no choice...


Sean : With a bit of work on the voice I’m sure he’ll be fine...





[This goes on until he has nearly reached the door to escape and Miss Nightshade stops him...]





Suze : Well, congratulations Mr Bloom. Miranda - meet your Romeo..!





Ed : And so Archibald Bloom landed the plum part in the school play and would get to kiss the most popular girl in the school – Miranda Sunshine.  BUT this is where his luck ran out.  For he couldn’t act, he had the worst memory for lines, and his voice was breaking; the more he tried to speak, the more he croaked; the more he tried to whisper sweet nothings into Juliet’s ear, the more he squeaked. Never before had there been such a Romeo.





Scene Two





[Cut to scene of them rehearsing the balcony scene.  Juliet is standing on a chair and Archibald is at her feet.]





Huw : “But soft what light through yonder window breaks” [His voice breaks on the word “Break”]





Suze : NO, NO, NO, NO, NO. Bloom, are you capable of doing anything right you squeaking imbecile..?! Honestly I did not go to ‘the RADA’ to be…





Sean : RADA? But Deidre I though you went to…





Suze : [She jumps in] Mr Noteworthy, am I or am I not in charge here - mmmm..? [he nods sheepishly] Then kindly SHUT UP  [She simpers] Now, Mr Bloom, try it again and this time please try not to squeak, do you think you can manage that..? [He looks doubtful]





Huw :  Sh, sh, sh she speaks.


            O, speak again, bright angel! For thou art ...


... As is a winged messenger of heaven ...


... When he bestrides the lazy–pacing clouds


And sails upon the bosom of the air. 


[satisfied, he picks his spots when he finishes]





Jen : [Trying hard to put her all in still but beginning to show her frustration]


	O Romeo, Romeo! Wherefore art thou Romeo?


	Deny thy father and refuse thy name:


	And if thou wilt not, be but sworn my love,


	And I’ll no longer be a Capulet.





Huw : [Aside] Shall I hear more, or shall I speak at this? [Biggest squeak yet on speak]





Jen : That’s it. I’ve had enough. How am I expected to discover my character acting with him..? Juliet wouldn’t love somebody as squeaky and horrible as that..! [She gestures to Huw]. I won’t do it, I won’t be Juliet if he’s Romeo. I’ll be the laughing stock of the whole school.





Sean :  Um… Miss Nightshade perhaps we ought to leave this for the day and move on to another bit perhaps where Archibald doesn’t have to speak so much…





Suze : Yes… that’s it – that’s what we’ll do today - we’ll practice your first kiss.  [Looking aggressively at Huw/Archie who is picking his spots and not listening] Even you can’t croak when your lips are pressed against someone else’s. [Simpering] Now you two love-birds into position – and we want to see passion – real passion  - don’t we, Mr Noteworthy..?





Sean : [Sean/Mr Noteworthy looks adoringly at her] We certainly do, Miss Nightshade.





Suze : Right, Act 1, Scene V line 105 - off you go.





[Reluctantly the two get into position with Huw beginning to lick and moisten his lips]





Jen : Saints do not move, though grant for prayers’ sake





Huw : Then move not while my prayer’s effect I take.


           Thus from my lips, by thine my sin is purged. [He reads the stage direction]


           Kisses her. 





Suze : Bloom, you don’t just say it you do it, it’s a stage direction. Now, do it again and I think that this time you should try sweeping her into your arms when you say your last line. What do you think, Mr Noteworthy..?





Sean : [Looking adoringly at her again] Most definitely, Miss Nightshade.





Jen : Saints do not move, though grant for prayers’ sake





Huw : Then move not while my prayer’s effect I take.


           Thus from my lips, by thine my sin is purged.  





[This time Huw/AB grabs her in an energetic swoop and puckers up for a kiss.  Just at this point the narrator should cut in with the next section of the story but he is late in doing so as he is engrossed.  Miranda clears her throat to get the narrator to start again.  He is still absorbed in the scene – she clears her throat a second time in desperation to avoid kissing Archibald.  The narrator starts...]





Ed : Oh… And so, the rehearsals continued in a similar vein. When Archibald wasn’t squeaking he was forgetting his lines and when he wasn’t forgetting his lines he was… picking his spots. [Huw/Archibald begins to pick his spots] All in all, Miss Nightshade was faced with the biggest disaster for a school play since... since… well, since the last one.





[Miss Nightshade steps out of the freeze to speak to the audience.]





Suze : [Indignant] Five people in the audience was NOT a disaster – it was… intimate.





Ed : [A bit more sinister again now] As time passed by, Archibald wasn’t getting any better, he was getting worse. [Cast become friends at the door] His friends had taken to watching rehearsals through the doors; with the sound of their laughter ringing out down the corridors, Archibald became more flustered, squeakier than ever. People stopped talking to Archibald in rehearsals; and Miranda Sunshine had seen to it that every girl in the school knew Archibald Bloom kissed like a soggy flannel [Jen and Suze play girls walking passed AB/Huw and giggling] Finally the first night loomed before them like an ominous cloud about to descend on them all :





[Short monologues talking directly, simultaneously, to audience from:]





Suze : What am I going to do? If this fails it will be the fourth disaster in as many years. The Headmaster’s threatening to replace my school play with an annual music recital.  I didn’t go to “the RADA” for this to happen. No, No, No, No, No.  It’s all that boy’s fault with his croaking and his squeaking. If he ruins this for me I’ll make him pay. He hasn’t seen the worst of Miss Nightshade, not by a long shot…





Jen : It’s just my luck, I get the lead part in the school play and I even beat Caroline Smiley to the role this year and for what..? To have to act and kiss a spotty, short, squeaky oik.  I’ve applied to go to drama school you know. Miss Nightshade thinks I’m good enough.  The problem is someone from the selection panel is coming to see me tomorrow – and he is going to make me look a complete fool. He’s ruining my life… I’ll never forgive him for this... Never..!





Sean : Poor, poor Deirdre. She works so hard, you know. Nobody but I really knows how hard she works. What a woman.  So strong, so passionate. I’ve never felt like this for anyone before. Just to be in her presence is a gift. That’s why I offered to help, you know. And if it wasn’t for that Archibald Bloom this play would be a success, my Deidre would be a success. Oh, a woman like her won’t be interested in a man like me.  How can I prove how I love her..?





Ed : And so, the day of the first performance arrived.  The dress rehearsal the day before had not been a success.  Mr Noteworthy comforted Miss Nightshade by saying :





Sean : If a bad dress rehearsal means a good performance then a very bad dress rehearsal must mean a very good performance. 





Ed : Miss Nightshade was not convinced [She cries in desperation] She comforted herself by the fact that if last year’s audience was anything to go by, then not many people would be there.  Sadly not. Archibald Bloom’s reputation had spread around the school; virtually every child from every year, every member of staff from every department had turned up to see him.  They were not disappointed. Archibald bumbled his way through the first act, croaked his way through the second, picked his spots during the third, and painfully eeked, squeaked and shrieked through the fourth.  Finally the death scene approached and the performance was thankfully drawing to a close :





[Miranda lies on the floor and she lies as if dead] 





Huw :        Come bitter conduct; come, unsavoury guide!


	       Thou desperate pilot, now at once run on


       The dashing rocks thy seasick weary bark!


	       Here’s to my love! (Drinks) O true apothecary!


	       Thy…





[He begins to choke and collapses as the poison courses through his veins. He dies falling on Miranda’s stomach.  Miranda wakes from her slumber and tries to shift Archibald off, she flops him over to discover he is dead.  Her screams are piercing.  All but Archibald and Narrator move back to seats.]





Ed : An investigation into his death revealed nothing. The bottle of poison bore at least 6 sets of the casts finger prints and so proved inconclusive, even I had touched it, but then I did look after the props cupboard. And so, his death was put down to a “tragic accident”. But, the legend of Archibald Bloom lives on.  [Ed walks to the stage area] Actors rehearsing have often reported that late at night you can hear the screams of Juliet on the spot poor Archibald died. Some have even said that on the first night of a performance, you can smell the sweet pungent aroma of the poison around the stage. [Ed breaths in deeply eyes closed as if smelling the poison – then open suddenly for last line]  This is the tale of Archibald Bloom, a nobody in life, infamous in death, died aged 14 ¾.








Geraldine





[Read by Huw, Jen, Suze, Sean - a sentence at a time...]





Geraldine doesn’t like school. In the mornings, Geraldine can find a million things that she’d rather do than go to school. Geraldine can spend 20 minutes putting her school uniform on. She can spend half an hour eating her breakfast. And the walk to school... well, when it’s sunny outside, sometimes that can take all day. So Geraldine often gets to school late. If she gets there at all. Which you might think would get her into a lot of trouble. Well, you would, wouldn’t you..?





But Geraldine doesn’t get into trouble. Not if she’s careful. Not if she’s got someone to cover for her. Thing is, Geraldine’s in a big class. A noisy class. So when her form teacher, Miss Bean, calls out Geraldine’s name in the morning, and someone - anyone - says ‘Yes, Miss Bean...’ - well, that’s good enough for her.  I mean, you’ve just got to trust children, eventually, don’t you..? Well, don’t you..? And heaven knows, she’s told them often enough. “The register is a legal document”, says Miss Bean. “Imagine if there’s an accident in the school - how would we know if you were here, if your name’s not on the register..?” So Miss Bean calls out Geraldine’s name, someone answers, Miss Bean marks the register, and Geraldine gets to school at lunchtime. If she gets there at all. No harm done. No harm done. Well, so you’d think, wouldn’t you..?





Only today, you’d be wrong. Because Miss Bean has called in sick, today, and Mr Bates is taking the register. Thing is about Mr Bates - well, he doesn’t just call your name out. No. Old Batesey likes to look you in the eye when you talk to him. Friendly old boy, Mr Bates. Likes a bit of chat. Knows all the kids. And when he calls out Geraldine’s name, he takes a good, hard look around the class to see if she’s there. “No Geraldine..?”, he says. “Not in today..? Never mind”, he says, and marks her down as absent. Absent. Absent.





The thing is, Geraldine isn’t absent. Admittedly, it’s gone 11 and she’s just arrived, but she isn’t absent. She isn’t in class, either. Not Geraldine. Thing is, if you arrive in the middle of the day and just go to your class, people start asking questions, don’t they..? She’s got wait ’til the bell, then slip into the crowds rushing down the corridor to the next lesson. But at the moment, she’s hiding in the toilets at the top of the Science block. Nice and quiet, up in the science block. Not many classes in here. After all, it’s an old building, they’re going to demolish it next year. Just the place to have quiet fag before you slip into class. Well, so you’d think, wouldn’t you..?





Only it’s not so quiet today. In fact, no sooner has Geraldine arrived in the toilets, than the fire alarm starts to ring. Not that this is a problem. It happens all the time. When it’s summer, kids just set them off for a laugh. Out of the window, she can see the streams of children far below, filing out into the playground. Not to worry. She closes the window, and lights up another cigarette. Best sit tight. It’ll all be over in a minute.





But the ringing goes on, and on, and on. And down in the playground, all the kids are staring at the old Science block, where thick, black smoke is pouring from a downstairs window. Some are pointing, laughing. Teachers are trying to call out the names on the register, struggling to make themselves heard over the noise. Mr Bates clutches his register. He’s talking to one of the children as he watches the fire spread. Somewhere, on the wind, he thinks he hears a scream, but he smiles, knowing that no children are trapped inside the old building. No, they’re all in the register. All present and correct. Children can get so hysterical, can’t they..? So he ignores the screaming. Well, you would, wouldn’t you..? The fire engine takes a long, long time to arrive. But the screaming sound has stopped a long time before then.





Ed : Yes. Poor Geraldine. I always enjoyed pulling her cigarette butts out of the toilet. A pleasant job. You know, it’s the little things like that that make this job what it is. Not that I claim to be the only person who works here that is inconvenienced by the teachers and kids that haunt this place. Oh no. When you lot put your mind to it you can irritate all sorts of people - and animals…








A Pig’s Tale





Scene One





Suze : Simeon Fryer had been the school cook for more years than he cared to remember.


Huw : Good traditional food!


Suze : - he was fond of saying -


Huw : That’s what a growing child needs. Good traditional food. And lots of it.


Suze : Simeon loved food.


Huw : Bread and butter pudding!


Suze : - he would announce -


Huw : Come and get it!


Suze : And they did come, running through the corridors of the school, to be first in line for lunch...


[Slo-mo running scene with Jen and Sean]


Suze : And when they arrived, they ate. And ate. And ate.


[Slo-mo eating scene : Simeon looks over them in a custodial manner]


Suze : But if there was one thing that Simeon Fryer loved more than food, it was his pigs.


Huw : Pigs!


Suze : - he would declare -


Huw : I love my pigs!


[Silently scoffing kids start to transform into pigs]


Suze : Simeon had five beautiful porkers. Not that he’d dream of actually eating them. He called them -


Huw : My beauties!


Suze : He called them -


Huw : My babies!


Suze : And he said -


Huw : Nothing’s too good for my pigs!


Suze : And nothing was. Every day he would go down to the school pigsty with plates piled high with food. Usually it was leftovers, but sometimes - well, sometimes he’d take them something just a little bit special.


Huw : [as waiter] Trotter! Stuffing! Look what Daddy’s got for you!


Suze : Cake.


Huw : [with relish] Cake, Rasher - cake!


Suze : Sweets.


Huw : You love your sweets, don’t you, Crackling?


Suze : - and biscuits.


Huw : Biccie, biccie, biccie! Twotter want a biccie..?


Sean : Sometimes, Mrs Hoggart, the school dinner lady, would tell him off.


Suze : [as Mrs Hoggart] You spoil those pigs!


Huw : I’d like to spoil you, Mrs Hoggart!


Jen : But, sadly, she wouldn’t let him.


Suze : I’m a happily married woman, Mr Fryer!


Sean : - She would say.


Suze : And besides - you’ve got your pigs.


Huw : [whispers conspiratorially to audience] I love Mrs Hoggart!


Sean : He would say. But only very, very quietly.


Suze : Even so, all in all, Mr Fryer, the school cook, was a very, very happy man.


Huw : I am, y’know. Me..? I’m as happy as a pig in... shiitake mushrooms, Headmaster..? They’re fresh in, this morning!


Suze : [getting on knees, becoming pig alongside Sean] And so it continued. Until one day...








Scene Two





Jen : Hello, birds..! Hello, flowers..! [etc... then... squeaky voice] My God, how disgusting!


Huw : Who are you..? What are you doing here..?


[The pigs - Seany and Suze - run behind Huw in terror, and peep out from behind him] 


Jen : [Circling him] More to the point, what are they doing here..? I thought this was supposed to be a school, not a farmyard..!


Huw : [Conciliatory] They’re the school pigs, sweetheart.


Jen : [Concilliatory herself - quietly] Pigs..? [she is transfixed]


Huw : Yes, pigs. [Pause] Pigs... you know..? Little flat noses..? Curly tails..? I love my pigs. They’re sweet aren’t they..?


Jen : Sweet..? They’re... disgusting.


Huw : Disgusting..? No, no, they’re really very clean. And these are school pigs - they’re very intelligent. Rasher, my lovely - count to five.


[Sean looks at him quizzically for a moment, then raps out five beats with his trotter]


Huw : There, you see. Five.


[Sean taps his trotter again]


Huw : Erm... six. [Sean taps his trotter again] Seven. But they’re really well-behaved and... Rasher, no..! Stop that..! It’s not nice...


Jen : Ugh..!


Huw : You can give them a little stroke, if you like. Don’t be shy. Come here. [Huw takes Jen’s hand and tries to lead her over to the pigs - she tries to pull back, but in vain]


Jen : No, I really don’t think that’s such a good idea...


[There is a moment when it looks as though it might be okay... then Suze licks Jen...]


Jen : Argh..! Get them away from me..! Vile brutes..! Stupid beasts..! I’ve never been so disgusted in all my life..!


[Jen runs off] 


Huw : Come back..! Come back..! They’re only being friendly..! [Philosophically, to pigs] You know, there are two types of people in the world. People who love pigs - and stupid people.


Sean : [Resuming human form] And so, when Mr Fryer went to bed that night, he thought no more about it. In fact, by the next day, he’d completely forgotten about the little girl in the pigsty. But she, unfortunately, had not forgotten about him...








Scene Three





Huw : Come and get it..!


[School dinners scene... feeding routine #2... Jen gets to the servery...]


Jen : I demand to see the cook!


Suze : You demand to see who..?


Jen : The cook, please.


Suze : [not taking her eyes off Jen for an instant] Mr Fryer. I think we may have a dissatisfied customer.


Huw : We've got a..? Oh. Oh, I see. It's you. What do you want?


Jen : Would you please be so good as to tell me... what this is..?


Huw : [Casually dips a finger in the pie, licks it and pronounces...] That, sweetheart, is shepherd's pie.


Suze : And that is a table. Where I suggest you go and eat it. Now.


Jen : [With a dangerous edge] I wouldn't give that to his pigs. [She quite deliberately ‘drops’ her plate] Ooops.


Huw : [Angry, now] What’s your name, young lady..?


Jen : My name, Mr Fryer, is Veronica Wolfe. My father is the new chairman of the governors. Daddy says that's it's very expensive to run a school, Mr Fryer. There can always be cutbacks. Imagine if you weren't around, Mr Fryer. Who'd look after your precious pigs then? I wouldn't be surprised if they ended up in next week's sausages. And a good thing, too! [She cackles insanely for half a second, before regaining her fragile composure]


Suze : [With gravity. She is not to be trifled with] I’ll sausage you, madam, if you don’t sit down and eat your shepherd’s pie! [She gives her another ‘plate’, and suddenly she is sunshine again] And that’s the last we’ll hear of it. Alright..? [She propels Jen away]


Jen : [straight to audience] That’s what you think... [a big malicious grin spreads across her face]


Sean : [breaking away from what has now become a freeze] But it wasn’t the last that Mrs Hoggart heard of the matter. Not by a long chalk.








Scene Four





Sean : [As the headmaster, addressing the school] Settle down, there. Settle down. I have called this assembly to give you all some very sad news. As you may know, we’ve had to make a few cutbacks this year. Some of you may have noticed that the PE department have been using turnips instead of cricket balls this term. Rumours that Mr Jones has been washing the toilet paper in the fourth year boys’ lavatory are, however, completely unfounded. Aren’t they, Mr Jones..? Mmmm. Well, quite. Regardless... it is for another reason that I have called this assembly. It is my sad duty to announce that Mrs Hoggart, the school dinner lady, died in tragic circumstances yesterday evening. At lunchtime, I regret that I had to inform her that she had become redundant. Overcome with grief, Mrs Hoggart then spent the afternoon consuming Mr Fryer’s Christmas pudding brandy, after which - I don’t know how to say this - she... she... she passed out in the kitchen, and drowned in a vat of her own gravy. Let us pray.


[Freeze, as Sean prays silently]





[Jen does ‘Hello birds, hello flowers routine again...]





Huw : [Turns to face the audience] It wasn’t the gravy that killed her. She died of a broken heart. Broken - BY HER! [Points at Jen]





Scene Five





[School dinners #2... Huw is doing the serving, weeping uncontrollably as he dollops food on to invisible plates.]


Huw : [distraught] Come and get it..!


Ed : Cheer up, Simeon. It might never happen.


Sean : It’s what she would have wanted, Mr Fryer. She loved that gravy.


Suze : Erm... no gravy on mine, thanks. Oh, go on, then. Just one slice. Ta.


[Huw notices Jen... there is a moment’s uncomfortable silence]


Jen : Mr Fryer. I’m... [Very formal] I was very sorry to hear about what happened to Mrs Hoggart. So was Daddy.


Huw : [Points to food] Would you like gravy with that, Veronica..?


Jen : What..? Would I..? Oh, good grief, what’s this..?


Huw : [through gritted teeth] Shepherd’s pie. Mrs Hoggart’s favourite. Would you like gravy on it, my dear..?


Jen : No, Mr Fryer, I would not. I’d thought that after that awful business with Mrs Hoggart that things might start to improve around here. But clearly that poor woman died in vain..!


Huw : She died of a broken heart. A broken heart..!


Jen : No, Mr Fryer, she died of gravy poisoning. And she won’t be the only one, at this rate..! Things must improve, Mr Fryer, or I shall be forced to tell Daddy what sort of kitchen you run here. And there shall be changes..!


Suze : And sure enough, there were.








Scene Six





Suze : Simeon Fryer had been the school cook for more years than he cared to remember.


Huw : Good traditional food..!


Sean : - he was fond of saying -


Huw : That’s what I used to make round here. Good traditional food. And lots of it.


Jen : Simeon loved food. But gone was his bread and butter pudding.


Huw : Gorn..!


Suze : Gone was his shepherd’s pie.


Huw : Gorn..!


Sean : Gone was his spotted dick..!


Huw : Gorn, gorn..!


Jen : ...and in came rack of lamb, duck à l’orange and lobster thermidor. Every night, he’d be up until the wee small hours, working on the next day’s lunch. Because if Veronica Wolfe didn’t like it...


Huw : - I’d get the sack.


Suze : And if Simeon Fryer got the sack -


Huw : I’d never get a job anywhere else.


Sean : As he said himself -


Huw : I’m not a young man..!


Suze : And as everybody else said -


All : You’re a lousy cook..!


Sean : [as self] But we like you.





[‘Dinner’ scene again - no dialogue, v.fast - Jen gets to the front of the queue]





Jen : Ah, Mr Fryer. And what do we have for luncheon today..?


Huw : Lobster thermidor.


Jen : Oh, how lovely. I thought we might have crème bruleé tomorrow.


Huw : But that’ll take hours of preparation. When am I supposed to sleep..?


Jen : - but do you know what I’d like more than anything..?


Huw : What..?


[pause]


Jen : Sausages.


Huw : Sausages..?


Jen : Yes, sausages. And perhaps a little bacon. Those smelly old pigs of yours have to be good for something.


[Jen turns on her heel and stalks out - Suze and Sean start to transform into pigs again...]


Huw : My pigs..! My beautiful pigs..! I love my pigs..! 








Scene Seven





Jen : Every day Simeon Fryer would still go down to the school pigsty with plates of food. But somehow, it just wasn’t the same.


Huw : [Half-heartedly] Rasher! Crackling! Daddy’s got a treat for you.


Jen : Cake.


Huw : Cake, Rasher - cake. Lovely succulent cake.


Jen : Sweets.


Huw : Sweets, Crackling. Get yer gob round them.


Jen : - and biscuits.


Huw : Biccie, Twotter..? Twotter want a biccie..? [Trotter turns his face away, sadly] Oh, well, suit yourself, then.


Jen : And sometimes, Simeon thought he could still hear the voice of Mrs Hoggart telling him off.


Suze : [as Mrs Hoggart] “You spoil those pigs!”


Huw : I do. But I can’t help myself. I love my pigs. I do love you. You know that, don’t you..? Whatever happens.


[Pause.  Sean and Suze quietly gather around his feet as the pigs]


Sean : You know, Simeon, you really are in a pickle, aren’t you..?


Huw : Not as much of a pickle as you are.


Suze : Why..?


Huw : Well... she wants to turn you all into... sausages..!


[Jen has entered, unobserved...]


Jen : Not talking to those filthy animals again, are you..? Or were you just talking to yourself..? It’s the first sign of madness, so they say.


Huw : [Dangerous] They’re not filthy. They’re my friends. I love my pigs!


Jen : And aren’t they looking scrumptious..?


Huw : Scrumptious..?!


Jen : Scruptious. Juicy. Succ-u-lent. I could just gobble them up.


Huw : Gobble them up..?!


Jen : What’s this one called again..? ‘Sausage’..? [leaves...]


Ed : [stepping out of the shadows] D’y’know what, Simeon - I think it might be about time you taught that young lady some manners.


[Mad exit, as rehearsed... until all are seated again...]








Scene Eight





Sean : [As the headmaster once again, addressing the school] Good morning. Once again, it is with great regret that I find myself being the bearer of bad news. As some of you may know, Veronica Wolfe went missing from school at lunchtime on Friday. She was last seen playing near the school pigsty. We know that Veronica wasn’t very happy at school, and we can only conclude that she has run away from home. We hope she’ll see sense and come back soon.


Suze : [getting up] But the days passed.


Huw : [getting up] And turned into weeks.


Jen : [getting up] And Veronica did not come back. And, eventually, people stopped looking for her.


Suze : Not that she wasn’t missed. And a year after her disappearence, the school decided to award :


Sean : “An annual Veronica Wolfe memorial prize for cookery!”


Huw : It’s what she would have wanted. She loved food. She was a big fan of my shepherd’s pie. “You can really taste the shepherd in this!”, she used to say..!


Ed : Are those sausage rolls, Mr Fryer..?


Huw : Yes, I made them myself. Why don’t you try one..? They’re delicious, even if I do say so myself. Headmaster..?


Sean : Oh, thank you very much.


[they carry on eating for a moment]


Huw : You know... sometimes I think she’s still with us! Ha ha ha ha ha..!


Sean : [going bizarrely sinister and gazing directly at audience] Yes! She’s still with us! Ha ha ha..!


[Both men laugh manically for a moment, until suddenly Sean chokes something up]


Huw : Oh, what’s that..?


Sean : Well, it looks like a bit of... fingernail. [Sean freezes]


Huw : Well... I wonder how that got there..? [Turns to audience]


Suze : Simeon Fryer had been the school cook for more years than he cared to remember.


Huw : Good traditional food!


Suze : - he was fond of saying -


Huw : That’s what a growing child needs. Good traditional food. And lots of it..!





Ed : When I was at school, I hated teachers. They made me do Latin and Greek, which I hated. They taught me Algebra and I hated that as well. But I loved the building. There was polished wood and the smell of beeswax. Smooth stone steps and crystal clear windows - you could see the sun and the sky. Oh, yes, I loved the building. And so, one day, long after I had left school... I came back. Sometimes it feels like I’ve always been here. And I’ll never leave. I’ll never leave. [Introspective pause - then laughs, suddenly very sinister, directly at the audience - finally, false cheer...]. You know, this place’d be fine if it wasn’t for the children. And I’m sorting that out. Cleaning up. And the summer holidays are coming. My favourite time of the year. I get to spend some quality time at school. [He turns to go] Oh, by the way, pick up your rubbish when you leave. You will - if you know what’s good for you.





�
Theatre in Education Strategies





Bringing theatre alive is the essential basis and purpose of Theatre in Education (TIE).  Involving the children through participatory performance or with workshops allows the children to be stimulated and gain the educational benefits.





During “Permanently Excluded”, the children are engaged in watching the performance and then actively take part in a workshop designed to extend themes and ideas from the stories. These workshop creations can then be extended in further drama and English lessons after the visit.


It is envisaged that the children will have participated in some of these different strategies within the workshop and they can be taken further if desired by the school.





Still Images





A still image in a frozen moment in time, which the children can take from the stories, they have seen or create their own within groups.  During the workshop they are asked to chose their favourite story and think of an image which they remember the most from that story.  Each small group then shows their work to the rest of the class.


While they are in their still image then a teacher can go round and tap each one on the shoulder, and ask them what they are thinking, this is another strategy called thought-tracking.


The freeze frames if there is time should come alive for a few seconds.  Before the image moves, a discussion takes place with the other students to discover what they believe is happening with the group’s scene.  Sharing the ideas is essential; it allows the class to interpret what they see.  Deconstructing and analysing what the individual characters in the still image are doing and feeling.  They are able to explore what is intended with the still image and therefore can develop an understanding of what works and is visually expressive.





Still images are a frequently used and effective drama strategy.  From the performance more still images can be drawn, for example:





A still image from the performance, taking any memorable scene from the stories, just allowing the children to think back.


A still image on how the teachers from the stories made the children feel and how the pupils reacted towards the teachers, thus allowing character exploration to occur.


A still image on what happens next on one of the stories.





During still images, the teacher should encourage the children to use different levels of body position, exploring their space. They should be encouraged to use different facial expressions and hand gestures to show how they are feeling inside.  Give the group a time limit to work on their piece.  Make sure there is good communication happening within the groups, so that everyone understands what part they are playing with the still images, therefore the children are planning it out.  Ask them regularly; is the still image portraying what they want it to portray?  Be specific about the aim of the work, the theme or scene the still image is based on needs to be clear.





During thought-tracking the teacher should encourage the children to consider what they would be thinking during the freeze, even if they were not actually in the freeze, just open it out to the class in general.  Brainstorming these thoughts is also a good idea and then from these feelings further still images can be created.





Teacher in Role…





This is a strategy where by the teacher takes on a role of a character to stimulate questioning and participation from the class.





Within “Permanently Excluded” the teacher:


Could be one of the teachers from the stories and treat the pupils in their class like their character and then the children can analysis what the teacher is doing wrong.  


Could be one of the pupils who die during the stories, telling the class more about their character.  How they are feeling and what they should have done in the story to prevent their death.


Could be one of the other teachers or pupils from the school, not in the stories but can tell the class all they know about the other characters and how they feel, thus create a larger picture about the circumstances.  What do they think about the deaths?  Who do they think did it?  Did they do it?


Good teaching point is that it is often beneficial to have an item of clothing to symbolise when you are in role e.g. a school tie.


These exercises offer the discussion about the characters within the stories and looking at the choices and turning points within the scripts.  What would have happened if a character had done something differently?  It discovers more about the stories and creates a larger picture for interpretation.


When planning the role you will take on, think carefully about all the possible responses you will encounter.  Think about where your character is taking you, what dilemmas it will cause and what discussion points will arise.  This strategy can offer an excellent, challenging way of intervening with the class at their level or from a different angle, creating possibilities and understand character analysis.





Hot Seating





This is a strategy where the children are given the opportunity to ask the characters lots of different questions, so they gain a wider character analysis.  It makes the children work as a group but individually too, as they have to think of the different questions in order to discover the responses.  Hot seating can be simply where a character is sat in a chair opposite the group and they fire questions at them, or it can take place during scene re-enactments.  It is effective with lots of different characters placed around the room and the children work in groups asking them questions.  


This would be a good exercise if you were trying to discover who committed the murders.


Hot seating allows the audience to gain further insight into the character thoughts and feelings, which lead to their motivated action.





Forum Theatre





This drama strategy is an excellent way of selecting appropriate situations within the script from the performance to examine and draw negotiated responses by the class.  The idea is to backtrack to an area in the performance, which was a turning point; decisions by the characters were made.  The class may not happy with the decisions that were made and wish to try other methods of approach.  For example, here is a scene where forum could work in “Permanently Excluded”.


Take one of the stories from the performance and re-run the last few scenes and then use forum theatre to create alternative endings.


All of these scenes could use the forum drama strategy.  The situations are enacted by a small group, whilst the other class members observe.  The scene is then ran again during which both the actors and the observers have the right to stop the action at any point.  They may do this whenever they feel the situation or problem is losing direction, when the people need help or if everything loses it’s authenticity.  Observers can make a suggestion of how to handle the situation and then they can stand in as a chosen character and try out their idea.  The whole strategy needs to be conducted and provoked by the teacher.  If the class is not being forthcoming with ideas suggest one yourself and take up the role.  The teacher can say ‘stop’ and ask the class, ‘What is going wrong here? What could happen now?’  This strategy is valid because it allows the audience to be so involved, they are making the decisions of what is going on.





This method is better used with a whole group, rather than with small sectioned off groups within a class.  A larger group allows ideas to be shared and confidence to spring for the children to get up and try their ideas.





�



Drama Activities





Points of View





One of the ideas we use in our piece is that a story can be told from a different point of view. This will affect the language used to tell the story, the emphasis laid upon particular events, even the content of the story and its interpretation by the audience. Here is an idea for a lesson/ group of lessons that will allow students to develop there own version of the story, by using different points of view.





Divide class into four groups and assign each group a story from the show. Allow each group a short period of time to negotiate between themselves the story. Then instruct each group to appoint a representative to go and tell this story to the next group.





After the representative has told the story, allow the groups some time to talk about that story from the point of view of another character within that story. Again, let the groups negotiate an agreed version before sending a different representative back to the first group to tell the story to that group.





Each group is then to improvise the story dramatically from the version they have just heard. Before this process starts do a brainstorm, as a whole class activity, about what differences the students have noticed between the stories they told and the stories they heard. This is so that the differences between the two versions of the story are made clear so that students will not revert to simply retelling the story as they saw it in the original show. The teacher should also set some limits on the groups in terms of time, dialogue or form, so that it is possible to limit the length of pieces (if the work is particularly good, then it could provide the focus for further work leading to fully scripted versions of the stories).





Show each version of the story. Feedback. The skills involved are obvious, but the teacher may wish to draw out ideas on the differences of interpretation in the groups’ work and the way the story is now received by the audience. The learning point here is that point of view is not just a clever narrative trick, but central to personal experience and understanding. Understanding and empathising with someone else means looking at things from their point of view.








Suggested alternative characters:-


“Tale of Johnny McLeek.” - Mr Grey.


“A First Night to Remember.” - Miranda/Mr Noteworthy.


“Geraldine” - Miss.Bean/ Mr. Bates/ Anyone in the class.


“A Pig’s Tale.” - The Pigs!!


�
The Night Before, The Morning After





Whilst this is a fun show, there are issues within it about students’ experience of their  life within school. We all know that many students behave in a completely different way at home to the way they behave in our classrooms - after all, how many times have we encountered a frankly disbelieving parent who claims that their Jane/ Johnny is a little angel at home!! Here is an idea for a lesson that would deal with some of the issues raised by the intrusion of the ‘Real World’ into school life. As this idea deals with students’ reactions to death, teachers should use discretion in deciding whether this lesson is appropriate for their class.





Warm-up - Soundscape Instrument. - This activity can be used as a way of recapping the work done in the workshop. Divide students into the groups they worked in during the workshop and have them stand in a circle and briefly recreate the sounds they made. Then select one student from each group to be the ‘player’. That student points at other students in order to ‘play’ their sound. Students can then deconstruct the soundscape and begin to find other resonances' within the sounds.





Instruct each group to make a frozen picture of the classroom the day before the shocking event in their story. Allow a short time for the group to negotiate roles and situation. Freeze all groups together, then show individually and bring to life briefly. Repeat this process with a 


   picture of the same group the day after the event, but do not bring this picture to life.





Split class into smaller groups and have each group improvise a small scene before the event. This may involve a wider range of characters, either from the play or invented. The focus of the scene should be the central characters and, where appropriate, events of the story. Then show some of these scenes and feedback. Repeat this process with the same characters for the day after the event. Show and evaluate.


Reform original groups and instruct them to improvise the scene the day after the event in registration. The teacher should place strict limits on dialogue in order to prevent excessive length. One important limit is that no one in the scene should be allowed to mention the event at all.


Evaluate. The skills/facets of drama here are to do with the use and role of sub-text and also developing characterisation. The social and psychological point is to do with understanding the role and purpose of school and the students’ place within it; specifically, about the difference between school life and the life of the outside world.





Since this lesson deals with the students’ experience of school, it may be fruitful to encourage students to develop their own urban school myths. Using the style of the show as a buffer between the students and their experience of the drama, it should be possible for the students to express their own understanding of their school experience in an imaginative and liberating framework. It will also allow them to work within several genres of theatre, helping develop their mastery of the forms of drama.





There are many ways of moving the work forward after this, but one idea would be to explore not only how different POV’s affect a story, but how different genres affect the way subject matter is treated by actors and seen by an audience - e.g Comedy, Farce, Sit-com, Opera, Melodrama, etc. etc. 
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Suggested Activities for The English Classroom


Below is a selection of activities for the English classroom leading on from the Theatre in Education presentation.  Some relate directly to the stories whilst others bring out themes and topics that emerge e.g. Urban Myths, Ghost Stories, and could be done with classes who were not there on the day.  The activities have been separated into the three National Curriculum specifications of Speaking and Listening, Reading and Writing however, the sections act as a menu and activities can be chosen from the three sections to make up an integrated scheme of work.   Any ICT opportunities that arise from the tasks have been highlighted.





Speaking and Listening





Story Telling





The presentation centred on stories and different ways in which they can be told.  Storytelling offers huge potential for speaking and listening assessments at Key Stage 3.  A good starting point for work on urban myths is to divide the class into groups and asked to tell each other urban myths they know (when this exercise has been done before the pupils knew a wide range of urban myths, from vanishing hitchhikers to body parts in McDonalds burgers).  Asking other members of the group to retell the story to the rest of the class is a good way to improve concentration and listening skills.





For a more formal speaking and listening assessment pupils can deliver a prepared individual, paired or group dramatised telling of an urban myth or a genre of story of the teachers choice e.g. ghost or mystery.  Preparation for the task might be to brainstorm the different techniques used in our presentation e.g. verse, multi-narrators, sound effects, freeze frame, chorus narration etc. and any others the class can think of.  The stories could be ones already in existence (see Reading) or ones they have written themselves (see Writing).  





Newsroom Special





All of the stories we told would warrant a shocking headline on the 10 O’ Clock news and lead nicely into a media lesson looking at the format of the news broadcast.  Start by brainstorming the different elements that make up a news broadcast (outside broadcasts, roving reporters, headlines announced at the beginning, interviews with witnesses' etc.) and then briefly recap the plot to the 4 different stories we told. The class will have a good idea of the news broadcast genre, but if time permits you might want to show a short clip of a news broadcast as stimulus for the task.  In groups the class prepare a news broadcast for the day after all of the events of the stories have happened incorporating the elements they have identified.  They will also need to write short news reports on the different stories (see Writing).  It can also be used as an exercise in creating headlines requiring them to use techniques such as alliteration and puns.  If possible it is a good idea to film the broadcasts with a video camera so that the class can watch their reports back and the work can be evaluated.  This activity can fit into a double lesson or be used as part of a longer media unit (see Writing).





Courtroom Drama





Many of the stories contain a “whodunit?” element particularly the tale of Archibald Bloom.  The class could form a court to try and discover who killed Archibald Bloom.  One group will work as prosecution and draw up their list of suspects and call them to the stand for questioning, the prosecution is allowed to call the dead boy to testify.  The suspects will all be played by members of the class who will have to enter the witness stand and be questioned.  Each suspect e.g. Miss Nightshade, is entitled to have a defence lawyer to make a short speech in their defence. Both prosecution and defence must use the evidence presented to them in the script in the teacher’s pack.   Another group will play the jury who’s job it is to decide who is guilty based on the evidence presented to them. At the end after a 10 minute discussion (the others can evaluate their prosecution/defence/response to questioning while this goes on) they must briefly discuss the evidence presented for each suspect before stating who is guilty.  One pupil will play the judge who will oversee proceedings and introduce and end the case.  





To prepare for this activity the teacher will need to carefully explain the roles of each group of people and give examples of how they might use the text to prosecute or defend.  A video clip of a court room scene such as in the film A Few Good Men will help remind the class of the courtroom genre.





Reading





Any of the stories can be studied comparing and contrasting how they have been written.  Some possible starting questions might be :





What elements do the stories have in common?


How are elements of plot revealed throughout the story?


Does the writer build up suspense?  If so how?


If we are told the ending of the story at the beginning how does this affect our reading if it?


How are the characters presented?  Is the story told from their point of view or someone else’s?  


Who is telling the story? How does who is telling the story influence our reactions to it?


What effect does telling a story as a poem have on the reader?


Which story has most impact on you? Why?


What is the difference between reading the stories for yourselves and hearing a live dramatic reading of them (Geraldine’s story is an interesting one to look at here)





This kind of close reading of the stories will be a useful starting point for their own writing (see Writing)





Urban Myths





We created the stories ourselves but all of them are the kinds of stories that would become urban myths in a school.  Did these actually happen or have they passed down and been exaggerated over the years?  Did Geraldine actually exist or is it just a cautionary tale told to pupils to make sure they get to registration on time?  Your pupils will know many urban myths of their own and this genre of story provides an interesting unit of work. 





ICT Opportunity:





Research the history of urban myths on the Internet and find and read some stories for discussion (teachers’ notes on urban myths included in this pack).  Questions you might want them to consider could be what recurring themes are there in urban myths?  Which locations were popular?  Why do you think this is?  What types of people are in them?  Why do you think they are so popular? You might want to then set them a task of downloading urban myths around particular themes e.g. school, people travelling in a car, multi-story car parks. Class discussion can be looking at what features they have in common both thematically and stylistically providing good preparation for pupils’ own writing and performance. (See Speaking & Listening and Writing) 





Writing :





The presentation provides stimulus for story writing using many genres.  The following are a selection of ways in which you could encourage creative writing using our stories as a starting point.





Urban Myths





As indicated above the stories we told are all typical of urban myths. If pupils complete the initial tasks outlined above (see Reading) they would be in a position to write an urban myth based on the same principals. This exercise could be differentiated through the use of writing frames for weaker students using different settings in each frame.  Teachers may wish to focus the task for pupils by asking them to write a story about a 5th child who met a mysterious death in the same school as the ones we told. In each story the child dies in a fitting way for their character or the “crimes” they were committing.  A good starting point for writing such a story is to think of the character first.  The following questions are good starting point to getting a class to think about their characters and to use as a basis for their story:





How old are you?


What is your favourite subject?


Which subject do you hate most?


What do you want most of all?


What object are you holding?


How do you feel when you hold this object?


Who do you like most?


Who would you least like to see walk into the room?


What’s you favourite possession?


What is your biggest secret?








Same story, different telling





All of our stories were told in different ways.  Pupils can be given a well known story, perhaps a fairy tale, and asked to rewrite it using any of the methods that have been discussed (see Reading).  Alternatively, they could take any of our stories and retell them in another way e.g. retell Veronica’s Wolfe’s sticky end through a poem. The stories can then be dramatically presented in class (see Speaking & Listening).





Ghost Stories (see above for support material)





Our workshop led the pupils into the realm of the Ghost Story.  This is a difficult genre for a young writer to master but each story provides material around which a short ghost story could be written.  Preparation for writing ghost stories might involve showing a range of short clips of Ghost films and reading extracts from short stories and discussing if and how they manage to scare us.  After identifying the essential elements of the Ghost story, and creating a writing frame for weaker students the class can take one of the four characters who dies in the tales and create a story around their haunting of the school.  Again these can be told in class to evaluate how effective they are as Ghost stories.





Mystery stories (see PX for support material)





Carrying on the “whodunit?” theme pupils can write their own mystery stories that leave questions at the end for the reader.  Like ours they could be based around mysterious deaths which leave the reader guessing at the end. Teachers might want to show clips from detective programmes or films or look at short stories such as those of Sherlock Holmes.  Again these stories could be either dramatically told or shared in class with everyone acting as detectives and looking for clues as to “whodunit?”





ICT Opportunity





If your school has access to a digital camera any of the stories could be turned into a storyboard.  The class can take pictures of freeze-frames that represent the crucial points in the stories they have written and download these onto the computer.  Under each picture they can tell the section of the story the picture is showing.  The activity also links to the media curriculum and the storyboard could be used to produce a short film of the story. (See Reading and Writing)





Read all about it!





In groups of four, pupils could be asked to choose one story each from those we told and then write a newspaper report on the death as if it had happened that day. 





ICT Opportunity





The groups will be asked to put their stories together to form the next day’s newspaper.  They will have to think about the kind of newspaper they are, (tabloid, broadsheet) choose a name, write headlines, decide which story would go on the front page, and design it on the computers before printing their final version.


�PAGE  �33�














