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NATIONAL 3-5  DRAMA

PRODUCTION SKILLS- AN INTRODUCTION
The Roles and Responsibilities of the Theatre Production Team.

Each creative production team member must read the play: THIS IS THE FIRST THING THEY DO. 

They must read very CLOSELY to identify:

· Themes

· Character

· Character Relationships

· Setting

· Plot

· Genre

· Structure

· Language

Once they have done this they can be creative with ideas in terms of character and blocking or design. 

Things that must be considered are:

· Voice and movement 

· Venue

· Staging

· Style

· Materials

· Colours

· Condition

Task:

Read the first scene of a play and consider all of the above - one at a time of course!

Scene One

Sound: Chamberlain’s historic 3 September 1939 broadcast announces beginning of World War Two.
A flash of lightning illuminates the scene, as-

Hughie aged seven and (brother and sister) Billy and Morag (ten and seven respectively) are caught as they enter, nervously, looking up, and around, and at each other, the Fairchild-Mackenzie stately home.

Important note: adult actors play all four children. This is a big part of the theatricality of the play (there have been some fine youth theatre productions of Shanghaied too).

The only set is a “sized-up” table and four chairs. Sized up to the proportions it’d be compared with seven, ten year olds etc. A similarly proportioned bowl with shiny fruit, apples, grapes, a pineapple etc. All other scenery and setting done by them acting (or just by blankets for bed scene later, etc.)
Sound: the classic horror film cliché of the ominous rip of a thunderclap.

Lights fade up.

All the children wear poor clothes of the thirties, but wee Hughie is by far the illest clad. Big brown labels dwarfing them on each lapel. Gas masks in little canvas haversack shoulder bags, cardboard suitcases, pathetic wee bundles.
Hughie:
Jings!
Morag:
Mammydaddy.

Billy:
Shut your face, Morag.

She begins to whimper.
Hughie:
Jings!

Billy:
Ssh!

He looks apprehensive himself though.

Hughie:
Ssh yoursel’! (pause) S’huge, init?

Billy:
Ssh!

Hughie:
‘S a big as the ‘ospital. Ah’d ma

tonsils out and I screamed blue murder ‘cause I couldny get to sleep

in a great great great big thingwy.

Billy: 
Ward.

Hughie:
 (A mutter) Think you know everythin’!

Billy:
What?

Hughie:
Nothin’. (Pause) Like Dracula’s castle init?

Billy:
 (Looking round fearfully) Shut it, you’ll terrify the wean oot o’ her wits.

Hughie:
Think you’re the Big Man!

Billy:
She’s only seven……… Ssh……… (Pause)……… that big wummin put us in here, says we were to wait, keep quiet and touch nothin’.

Hughie:
What, her in the black froack, white peenie and the torn face?

Billy:
Aye!  (Pause) Never hardly spoke tae us…

Morag:
I don’t like her! Dead scary.

Billy:
Ssh!

Morag:
(Pointing at Hughie) He’s smelly!

Billy:
Ssh!

Morag:
He is! (To Hughie) You went and got the diarrhoea!

Hughie:
Ah did not!

Morag:
You did sot!

Billy:
See, he’s only a wee boy, Morag.

Hughie:
Ah am no.

Billy:
Y’are! (To Morag) He’s only wee, and he’s upset, so he got an upset stomach.

Hughie:
Ah never!

Morag:
(Nodding wisely at him) You couldny help it.

Hughie:
Ah could so!

Hughie looks puzzled. That wasn’t right… Billy starts to laugh.

Morag: 
You were upset. You got the diarrhoea through you missed your mammy.

Hughie:
Ah did not! I got the diarrhoea through a hole in my shoe.

Billy laughs out loud. Then Morag gets the joke and points to the hole in her sole, imaginary, guffawing. Hughie at first looks petted then joins in. All three laugh hysterically. Then
 Hughie is rolling on his back with his feet in the air.
Hughie:
Lukk at it! It’s shuge innit? See, Ah’ve had this shuge hole in ma shoe and Ah stood in a puddle and Ah must’ve got a chill and that led to the diarrhoea (Pause) Ah couldny help it.

Billy:
(Loftily) It happens to everybody. It’s happened to everybody at sometime. (Proving his point) Specially when they’re upset.

Hughie: 
Ah wisnae!

Bily:
(Magnanimous) It even happened to me wunst. Honest.

Hughie relaxes.

Hughie:
Brilliant big engine, but! (Begins choo-ing) Whit’s your name? (Continues choo-ing) Mine is Hughie.

Billy:
Billy. I’m ten.

Morag:
He is, Hughie!

Billy:
Double figures! This is Wee Morag. Aye, train was rerr!

Morag:
Ah didny like it.

Billy:
You did sot.

Morag:
Ah did not (Pause) A liked it at first a


wee bit…then Ah wis needin’.

Billy:
You’re always needin’.

Morag:
Ah am not.

Billy:
Y’are!

Morag:
Ah thought it was never gonny get here. (Trembly lip) Where are we?

Hughie does his train routine.  Billy joins in to try and 

distract Morag.

Billy:
Look Morag! Choo, choo, choo, choo.

They ‘choo choo’ around the room. Blackout.
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