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Intrroduction

The initial aim of this course is to discuss ways in which texts of all types
can be presented in the form of dramatic readings. We will therefore
begin by reading a series of very short texts chosen in order to practise
the clear enunciation of sounds, achieve a good projection of the voice
and develop an awareness of ways to hold the attention of an audience.
Some work will be done with phonemic transcription in order to correct
pronunciation and analyse the musicality of a text. In later lessons we
will discuss the possible use of movement, visual images and music to
underline expressivity.

During the first lessons, after reading and discussing a text together as a
class we will split up into groups. Each groups will prepare a group
reading of the same text and present it to the rest of the class, who will
give constructive criticism. Students will then work again on the same
text, trying to act on suggestions made by classmates.

In analysing texts, emphasis is given to the form and subject of the
indidivual text and not to the author, their biographical details or texts of
literary criticism.

Another of the main focuses of this course is teamwork, essential in most
work environments. Students will develop the ability to be flexible in
taking on varying roles within the group and in coordination and
discussion skills.

At the beginning of the course, after each lesson, students will prepare a
short report on what has taken place in class, including what they found
most interesting in the readings presented by their classmates and how
they could develop their own reading projects. This report will be
handed in as a written text (approximately 200 words in formal
language organised in paragraphs). This will be handed in to the teacher
by the following lesson and returned with corrections. On other weeks
students may be asked to hand in the same report in oral form, as an
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audio file or a video. In this way, students can build up an archive of
corrected material to use for the final paper, written at the end of the
first semester.

Students may also be asked to analyse texts or prepare detailed reading
plans at home and present them orally to the class at the following
lesson.

Readings prepared in the first semester will be presented at a recital to
which other students and teachers will be invited. This may take place
outside lesson time and require some extra rehearsal time.

Each student will receive a final mark based on their participation in
class discussion and reading experiments, their written work or
audio/video files handed in during the course, their final paper and their
participation in the final performance.

In this course attendance is obviously absolutely essential, also as a
question of respect towards the other members of the groups formed to
work on readings. Students are required to attend at least 80% of the
lessons. If you cannot attend regularly due to work commitments it
would be advisable to agree on an alternative programme or wait to
follow the course when you are able to attend.
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The trick

In a wasted time, it's only when I sleep
that all my senses come awake. In the wake
of you, let day not break. Let me keep
the scent, the weight, the bright of you, take
the countless hours and count them all night through
till that time comes when you come to the door
of dreams, carrying oranges that cast a glow
up into your face. Greedy for more
than the gift of seeing you, I lean in to taste
the colour, Kiss it off your offered mouth.
For this, for this, I fall asleep in haste,
willing to fall for the trick that tells the truth
that even your shade makes darkest absence bright,

that shadows live wherever there is light
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adapted passage from by Bernard Maclaverty Grace Notes

He invited about ten students on to the platform to do some vocal
improvisation. They sat in a half circle around him and he asked them to
breathe quietly, then increase the noise of the expiration of each breath. He
conducted with his hands, dimuendo and crescendo. It was astonishing the
way the audience were on the edge of their seats listening to the expulsion of

breath by ten people as if it was a new sound.

Then he asked them to interfere with the expelling of the breath, chopping it
up into gasps with his hand. He asked the students if they could draw the
sounds they had heard, put a shape to them. Catherine suggested that if she
were to represent the chopping -breath sound it was, 'Out there. The rhythm of

the cloisters." Huang Xiao Gang nodded.

He then talked about pre-hearing and asked the students to think about the
shape of sounds they were going to improvise. Silence could be any part of
the sound. There were four stages - first they had to, in silence, think about
what sound or sounds they were going to make and find a mental image to
represent the sound. Then they had to perform it. Having performed it they

had to remember it. Lastly they had to do it again.



'Loving You'

by Frances Horovitz

soft as silk
| tread in this room
wary of space
that between us flows
5 you know me
as fish know fish in tide
no more you know
| could mark you through to the bone -
no touch
10 you'd own
so gently | walk
around the space
enclosing you
soft as silk

15 loving you
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Everything is rhythmical

by Lemn Sissay

Rhythm Rhythm
Can you Hear the

Rhythms

If you listen close

Ears to the ground

The basis of noise

Is rhythm sound

From spoken words to ways of walk

From rappin’ to reggae and funk we talk in

Quick rhythm
Slow rhythm
God given
Life giving

Rhythm rhythm
Can you
Hear the

Rhythms rhythms

Rhythm rhythm
Can you
Hear the

Rhythm rhythm

10
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Way back in the heart of Africa
They took our drums away
But rhythm proved its own power

By being here today

All four corners these sweet-sounding rhythms reach
With treble in the speaker even bass in the speech
To the freezing cold and heat in heights

Muhammad Ali did do it in his fights

Rhythm rhythm
Canyou

Rhythms

God given
Life giving
Rhythms

Quick rhythms
Slick rhythms
Bold rhythms
Gold rhythms

Rhythms

Can you

Hear the

11



The Traveler

Byways and bygone
And lone nights long
Sun rays and sea waves

And star and stone

Manless and friendless
No cave my home
This is my torture

My long nights, lone

10

Maya Angelou

15
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https://internetpoem.com/maya-angelou/the-traveller-poem/
https://internetpoem.com/poems/long/
https://internetpoem.com/poems/sun/
https://internetpoem.com/poems/sea/
https://internetpoem.com/poems/star/
https://internetpoem.com/poems/stone/
https://internetpoem.com/poems/home/

NN/ NNE/INNA

Now ( lay(with everywhere around)
me (the great dim deep sound
of rain;and of always and of nowhere)and

what a gently welcoming darkestness—

now L (ay me down (in & most steep
more than music)feeling that sunlight s
(l'fe and day are)only loaned: whereas
night is given(night and deathand therain

are given;andgiven is how beautifully snow)

now ( lay me down to dream of (notiung
L orany somebody or Yo
can begin to begin to imagine)

sometning Which nobod\/ may kceF.
now | [ay me down to dream of Spring

ee cummings

M/ DN/ ]

13
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Sonnet (1928)

| am in need of music that would flow
Over my fretful, feeling finger-tips,

Over my bitter-tainted, trembling lips,
With melody, deep, clear, and liquid-slow.
Oh, for the healing swaying, old and low,
Of some song sung to rest the tired dead,
A song to fall like water on my head,

And over quivering limbs, dream flushed to glow!

There is a magic made by melody:

A spell of rest, and quiet breath, and cool
Heart, that sinks through fading colors deep
To the subaqueous stillness of the sea,

And floats forever in a moon-green pool,

Held in the arms of rhythm and of sleep.

Elizabeth Bishop

14
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Come l'abete con la neve

La testa ha un peso

di neve bagnata.

E dentro c’é inabissato

un vuoto.

Un sonno lento

mi annega. Cedo. Cado

dentro il non fare della neve.

E la miglior

preghiera. A chi — chiedi.

lo mai me lo chiedo.

Pregare & ascolto immoto.

Fa bene al prato. Fa bene al globo
intero. Fa bene a me

e a te. Credo. Genera

una parola senza peso. Sempre
nuova lacuna

gonfia di vuoto

voce che non si consuma.

Mariangela Gualtieri, Quando non morivo

15



extracts from Wintering, by Katherine May

pp 94-98 Night Waking, The Watch

gﬁet Inamddwhem Itshmﬁto fcelalom‘,&,
~ finally, is solitude. Even the cats know it’s tocemiy
to demand to be fed. They raise an ear as I pass, and
retreat back into their curled balls. |
" This is 2 time in which only a few activities seerl
right. Mostly, I read at this hour, roaming through the

16



 The Inky hours are also for wr1t1ng the scratch
and flow of pen on good paper, the stuttering chains
of words that expand to fill pages and pages. Some-
times writing is a race against your own mind, as your
hand labours to keep up with the flood tide of your
thoughts, and I feel that most acutely at night, when

there are no competing demands on my attention.
That slightly sleepy, dazed state erodes the barriers of
my waking brain. My dreams are still present, like an
extra dimension to my perception. But crucially, my
sensible daytime self, bossy and overbearing, still slum-
bers. Without its oversceing eye, I can see different
futures and make imaginative leaps. I can confess all

my sins to a piece of paper, with no one to censor it.

L7



if ca}nt source of solace and self-
' . darkness, families
lovers ’could hold deep r1ch roaming CONver-
S ,that thad no place in the busy daytime.

“ “This was a function of the times in which the night
really was dark, when the poor would go to sleep early

to save the price of candles, and even the rich would

have the choice of struggling on with their occupa”
p- Outside

tions in limited light, or surrendering to slee

96

pfayed and tcﬂected >

18






_ ﬁ'om the pendants and lamps
‘our homes in the evening, but

.

ions of electronic devices that

20



p 188-194 Snow

-

In the winter of 1
that the drifts at the side of my school’s lane towered

above the car. Those of us who made it in were given
soup at break-time to keep us warm — a choice of
oxtail or tomato, served in an orange plastic beaker. |
was allowed to wear a white roll-neck sweater under-
neath my shirt and tie, and my mother let me wear my
moon boots, saying that she would back me up if the

teachers complained. At home, our house grew icicles

987, we had such deep snow

so long and thick that we took to documenting them,
measuring them with the sewing tape (one, I think,
was four feet), and snapping them off to photograph
them in the bath. Our house had no central heating,

so all my snow-wet clothes had to be dried in front of

the gas fire in the back room, and we worried that the
Calor Gas heater would sputter out before the thaw. |

can’t say I minded. I was enthralled by the severity ot

our winter, its astomshmg powers of ch
it never to end.

ange. | wanted

Lstill retain a little of that attitude
Iry as I might, I can’t effect the

a Snowt; rese
wiall, full of resentment at the inconvenience. I

|88

towards the snow.

adult hardness towards

21



onvenience the same way that I can sneak-

o the 1me . R v -
love t bad cold: the irresistible disruption to
a De :

ingly love
andane life, forcing |

of your normal habits. | love the visual trans-
(\

you to stop for a while and step
n

:-::.t,:l:rion that it brings about, that recolouring of the
world into sparkling white, and the way that the rules
change so that everybody says hello as they pass. [ love
wlmtkit does to the light, the purplish clouds that loom
before it descends, and the way that it announces itself
from behind your curtains in the morning, glowing
with a diffuse whiteness that can only mean snow. I
love the feeling of it fresh underfoot, and heading out
m a snowstorm to catch it on my gloves. [ am rarely
childlike and playful, except in snow. It SWINESs me into
reverse gear.

Snow has that quality of awe in the sense of 4 power
greater than we are: it epitomises the aesthetic notion
of the sublime, in which greatness and beauty come

coupled with the POWer to overcome you entirely, as
4 small, frail humap.

22



WINTERING

But The Lion, the Witch and the Wardrobe 1s not
alone in making the link between \nnw‘ M.“.l the onset
of adult knowingness. Susan’s (?(N.‘P"“ I[he Dark [
Rising begins with a heavy fall of snow, enveloping
Will Stanton’s fanuly cottage as he marks his eley-
enth birthday. Soon, he has ime-slipped mnto a place
where there is magic and prophecy and the looming
threat of evil, and he 1s the only one who can save
the world. Will comes of age in that snow. The same
snowy segue takes us into John Masefield’s The Box of
Delights, where, during a Christmas break, the young
hero Kay Harker witnesses a similar seepage in time.
The snow brings not just a magical box that allows
its holder to go swift or go small; it also brings about
a muddling of an ancient pagan world and the bright
certainties of Christianity. In the snow, time has lost
its linearity, and deep history is present. Most of all, a
young lad is forced to step into the role of an adulr.
with his parents absent and his guardian mysteriously
vanished.

In children’s literature, snowfall is the trigger tor
tables to turn. It creates a moment in which the usual
adult protectors are easily incapacitated, and intro-
duces a world in which children are agile and wild
enough to survive, In the monumental battles these
children face, the great are brought low and the weak

FI5¢ up 1n power. This can only happen in the depths

194



of midwinter, when the ordinary features of the world

e erased. Snow vanquishes the mundane. It brings
the everyday to a grinding halt, and delays our ability
- address our dreary responsibilities. Snow opens up
the reign of the children, high on their unexpected
liberty, daredevil and impervious to the cold.

In this glistening white space, they get to feel the

burgeoning of their own power.
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