This is a unit of work cobbled together from one of my, old style, exam units on homelessness. Some new stuff on ‘Stone Cold’ and some material I have reworked and blatantly pinched from Falstaff1485’s SOW.  I hope he doesn’t mind!
Unit 1, Paper 1. EdExcel GCSE Scheme of Work





· Q. What does the word home mean to you? Round the circle. A word that sums it up for you e.g. warmth, love, security?

· Groups of 4/5: Still picture to symbolises the concept of the home as a positive place. (2 mins)

· Imagine now that the home is an unhappy place. Let’s have some words that might sum it up e.g. Fear, loneliness, despair etc. 

· Same groups: Let’s have a still picture to symbolise the unhappy home.  Find a way to slowly melt the first picture into the second. Show. (3 mins)

Portfolio Response Phase (AO1): Draw diagrams of the two still pictures.  Explain why they symbolise the two kinds of home.

· Read the Polonius speech from the pupil stimuli pack.

· Q. What sort of advice is Polonius giving his son?  Is it good advice? Is it still as good advice today as it was 400 years ago?  

· Polonius is sending his son off to University which is a positive parting but some partings are less positive.  Can we brainstorm some positive and negative reasons for someone leaving home. Eg.

	Positive Reason
	Negative Reason

	Parent sending teenage child off on a holiday with his mates.
	Son immigrating to America because of poverty at home, turn of the century.  Leaving family behind, won’t see them or talk to them again for a long time if ever.

	Recently married son leaving home to move into their first new house.
	Son leaving to go to war. Could be in any time period.

	Son going to University moving into student accommodation.
	Son leaving home because of arguments at home.


Groups of 2 or 3 (if 3 mum & dad present): Choose a positive and a negative reason for leaving home and prepare a short roleplay for each.  The parent should try to give some useful advice in each case.  You should aim to capture a contrasting mood and atmosphere in the two scenes. Show. (15 mins to prepare)

Portfolio Response Phase (AO1): How did you create a contrasting atmosphere in the two improvisations.  Was there greater tension or emotional intensity in one of the pieces than the other?  How did the actors create this tension? What techniques were used? How was space employed?



· Read this from Stone Cold.  Do not ask them to refer to the stimuli pack yet:

‘You can call me Link. It’s not my name, but it’s what I say when anybody asks, which isn’t often.  I’m invisible, see?  One of the invisible people.’

· Q. What do you think the narrator means when he talks of himself as one of the invisible people?

· Groups of 4/5: In groups create a scene where a group of people could be friends, workmates, people thrown together for whatever reason are having a discussion. I want one of the people in the group to be excluded.  Don’t completely ignore him, just talk over him, dismiss his ideas, lose interest in what he says quickly, forget his name. Show.

· Q. How did it feel to be ignored?  Who are the invisible people in our society?

· Read Page 1 then Pages 3-7 of Stone Cold from Student Stimuli Pack.  

· Establish the characters in the story Vince, Link, Carole, Mum.  What do we know about them?  Dramatise the text, create a series of short scenes which show the build up of pressure which leads to Link’s decision to leave home. (allow 15 minutes to prepare) Show.
Portfolio Response Phase (AO1):  Using what we know about these characters from the text but also what we can imagine about their pasts or deduce about their personalities create a gingerbread for one of the characters in the scene.

Portfolio Development Phase (AO2):  Write a few entries in Link’s diary which reflect some of the events in your improvisation.
Portfolio Evaluative Phase (AO4):  Write an evaluation of the work you and your group did today and any other work by another group which you thought worked well.


· From Student Stimuli Pack Read p.55-59 of Stone Cold.

· In groups 4/5: Using a prop of a sleeping bag create a scene in which our homeless teenager monologues about what it is like trying to sleep on the streets. Others in the group should create flashbacks of happier times and fantasy sequences of what he imagines life is like back at home without him which crosscut with the monologue
· From Student Stimuli Pack Read p.44-46 of Stone Cold. 
· This passage gives us some people’s views on homelessness.  Discuss different attitudes to homelessness. TIR begins as homeless person in the hotseat – answer questions from pupils in the circle then others take turns.  Move on to hotseat other people about their views about the homeless: A charity worker, someone from the DSS, a businessman who is annoyed at beggars who ask him for money, an elderly person who feels threatened walking past them, a politician, a policeman, a parent.

· Large Groups: The chat show.  Students to play host, audience and variety of guests who express opinions about homelessness ranging from sympathetic to hostile. NOT JERRY SPRINGER!
Portfolio Response Phase (AO1):  Write some of the best questions and answers you heard in the hotseating and the chat show.  Try to show a range of different points and opinions.  Say what how you feel about the issue as a result of some of the work we have done.
Portfolio Development Phase (AO2):  Write a monologue for Link. Annotate for the actor who is playing the role giving details of how they should use space, facial expression, tone of voice, movement etc.

Portfolio Evaluative Phase (AO4):  Write an evaluation of the work you and your group did today and any other work by another group which you thought worked well.


· Link mentions that a lot of homeless people use one drug or another.  What kinds of addictions are there?  Why do you think homeless people are more likely to become addicted?

· Around the class pupils take turns to monologue as a hooked teenager.  Why I do it… (take drugs).  They could talk about how they got started.  Why they would like to stop etc.

· Create a non-naturalistic piece of drama called ‘the bad trip’.  This should be a nightmare sequence.  Use sound collage to help create mood. Use physical representation to show the warping of the physical world around him.  Objects could talk to him.  Voices from the past, family, friends, old teachers who said he’d come to nothing.  His dad, a ghost from the past.

Portfolio Development Phase (AO2):  Draw a storyboard for this scene.  Show how you used space, sound, movement, facial expression to create this nightmarish effect.  Write a clear description of what you did below each illustration.

Portfolio Evaluative Phase (AO4):  Write an evaluation of the work you and your group did today and any other work by another group which you thought worked well.



· Listen to “She’s leaving Home”.  Lyrics in Student Stimuli Pack.

· Discussion of issues; why is she leaving home? What do her parents feel? Who is the man in the motor trade? What do you think will happen to her and her parents? Identify the strands of the story.

· Groups of 3-4: Prepare a piece of Drama showing snippets of the events which lead up to the decision of the girl to leave home.

· Pairs: Improvise the next morning the parent’s discovering the note.

· Hot-seat parents & girl.

Portfolio Response Phase (AO1):  Record of best questions and answers from hotseating characters.
Portfolio Development Phase (AO2):  Write the note that she ‘hoped would say more’.
Portfolio Evaluative Phase (AO4):  Write an evaluation of the work you and your group did today and any other work by another group which you thought worked well.



· In groups of 4 or 5 and using the three texts studied, prepare a piece of Drama on the subject of “Leaving Home”. You may perform any aspect of the subject you like.   We will videotape this work to help us evaluate it.

· Present and evaluate.
Portfolio Evaluative Phase (AO4):  Write an evaluation of the work you and your group did today and any other work by another group which you thought worked well.

GCSE DRAMA – PAPER 1, UNIT 1.

6 HOUR WORKSHOP

DRAMA TEXT (Music) She's Leaving Home

Wednesday morning and five o’clock as the day begins
Silently closing her bedroom door
Leaving the note that she hoped would say more
She goes downstairs to the kitchen
Clutching her handkerchief
Quietly turning the backdoor key
Stepping outside she is free.
She (We gave her most of our lives)
Is leaving (Sacrificed most of our lives)
Home (We gave her everything money could buy)
She’s leaving home after living alone
For so many years. Bye, bye.
Father snores as his wife gets into her dressing gown
Picks up the letter that’s lying there
Standing alone at the top of stairs
She breaks down and cries to her husband
Daddy our baby’s gone.
Why would she treat us so thoughtlessly
How could she do this to me.
She (We never thought of ourselves)
Is leaving (Never a thought for ourselves)
Home (We struggled hard all our lives to get by)
She’s leaving home after living alone
For so many years. Bye, bye.
Friday morning at nine o’clock she is far away
Waiting to keep the appointment she made
Meeting a man from the motor trade.
She (What did we do that was wrong)
Is leaving (We didn’t know it was wrong)
Home (Fun is the one thing that money can’t buy)
Something inside that was always denied
For so many years. Bye, bye.
She’s leaving home bye bye.

GCSE DRAMA – PAPER 1, UNIT 1.

6 HOUR WORKSHOP

DRAMA TEXT (Playscript)  Polonius’ speech to Laertes – “Hamlet”

POLONIUS:

Yet here, Laertes! aboard, aboard, for shame!
The wind sits in the shoulder of your sail,
And you are stay'd for. There; my blessing with thee!
And these few precepts in thy memory
See thou character. Give thy thoughts no tongue,
Nor any unproportioned thought his act.
Be thou familiar, but by no means vulgar.
Those friends thou hast, and their adoption tried,
Grapple them to thy soul with hoops of steel;
But do not dull thy palm with entertainment
Of each new-hatch'd, unfledged comrade. Beware
Of entrance to a quarrel, but being in,
Bear't that the opposed may beware of thee.
Give every man thy ear, but few thy voice;
Take each man's censure, but reserve thy judgment.
Costly thy habit as thy purse can buy,
But not express'd in fancy; rich, not gaudy;
For the apparel oft proclaims the man,
And they in France of the best rank and station
Are of a most select and generous chief in that.
Neither a borrower nor a lender be;
For loan oft loses both itself and friend,
And borrowing dulls the edge of husbandry.
This above all: to thine ownself be true,
And it must follow, as the night the day,
Thou canst not then be false to any man.
Farewell: my blessing season this in thee!

Hamlet Act 1 Scene 3

[image: image1.png]You can call me Link.
It’s not my name, but it’s what I say when
anybody asks, which isn’t often. I'm invisible,
see? One of the invisible people. Right now I'm
sitting in a doorway watching the passers-by.
They  avoid looking at me. They’re afraid I
want something they’ve got, and they’re right.
Also, they don’t want to think about me. They
don’t like reminding I exist. Me, and those like
me. We're living proof that everything’s not all
right and we make the place untidy.
Hang about and I'll tell you the story of my
fascinating life.




Extracts from ‘Stone Cold’ By Robert Swindell (Puffin, 1995)
[image: image2.png]My fascinating life.
Yes.

Born March 20th, 1977, in Bradford, York-
shire to Mr & Mrs X. We were a family, you
know — as happy as most, till Dad ran off with
a receptionist in 1991, when I was fourteen and
at the local comp. This mucked up my school
work for quite a while, but that’s not why I
ended up like this. No. Vincent’s to blame for
that. Good old Vince. Mum’s boyfriend. You
should see him. I mean, Mum’s no Kylie
Minogue — but Vincent. He’s about fifty for a
start, and he’s one of these old dudes that wear
cool gear and try to act young and it doesn’t
work because they’ve got grey hair and fat bellies
and they just make themselves pathetic. And as if
that’s not enough, Vince likes his ale. 1 suppose
Dad must’ve been a bit of a bastard in his way,
but at least he wasn’t a boozer. You should see
the state Vincent’s in when he and Mum come




[image: image3.png]home from the club. He’s got this very loud
laugh — laughing at nothing, if you know what 1
mean - and he stands there with his arm round
Mum, slurring his words as he tells me to call
him Dad. Dad. 1 wouldn't call that fat pillock
Dad if he was the last guy on earth. And the one
thing that really bugs me is the way he leers at
Mum and comes out with this very suggestive
stuff about going to bed and rounding offa decent
night. In all the years Dad was with us, I never
once knew him to mention sex in my hearing, or
even hint at it. This slob leers and winks and
nudges with one eye on me to see how I’m taking
it, and Mum just laughs and shoves him and says
ooh, you are a one. It makes me puke.

He’s changed her. That’s one of the things [
hate him for. She used to be one of those quiet
people who are satisfied with the daily routine
of their lives. She hardly ever went out at night
~ she didn’t seem to want to. She was wrapped
up in her family, I guess. She was always there
when you needed her and I think she loved us.
Me and Carole, I mean.

Oh, I know how it sounds, me going on like
this about Mum as though she wasn’t entitled
to a life of her own. Of course she’s entitled, but
what I’m saying is, why Vince?

Carole’s my sister, by the way. She’s four
years older than me and she always spoiled me,

and when good old Vince moved in and Mum
starting changing it was Carole who made life
bearable for me. It was bad, but I could stand
it with her there to support me. Then one night
when Mum was working late, something hap-
pened between Carole and Vince. I didn’t
understand it then and she never told me any-
thing, but I’ve a fair idea now what it must’ve
been. Anyway, she said something to Mum and
they had this flaming row and it ended with
Carole walking out of the house. She moved in
with her boyfriend and I was on my own. I
stuck it out till I finished school, but that was
it. I'd got five GCSEs, which was a miracle
when you remember what was going on at
home, but I couldn’t get a job and there’s no
government money for school-leavers. You're
supposed to be on a training scheme, but there
aren’t enough places and I didn’t get one. Pm
sure Mum would’ve supported me till I found
something, but it wasn’t long before Vince
started on at me about living on his money. I
wasn’t living on his money — I’d have topped
myself first. It was Mum’s money, but he went
on and on, getting nastier and nastier, and one
night when I'd been with my mates he locked
me out of the house. It wasn’t even his house
but he locked the door and wouldn’t let Mum
open it. I went round to Carole’s and she let me




[image: image4.png]spend the night, and when I got home next
morning Vince started slapping me around the
head for going off and worrying Mum. If you
happen to know anybody who’s looking for a
one hundred per cent out-and-out bastard, 1
can let him have Vince’s address.

Anyway, that’s how he was with me and I
guess Mum’s scared of him because she didn’t
stick up for me, so I left. You’d have left too, in
my place. Anybody would. It’s called making
yourself homeless. And so here I am sitting in
this doorway which is now my bedroom, hoping
some kind punter will give me a bit of small
change so I can eat.

Good, eh?




[image: image5.png]Ginger shook his head. ‘Dunno. About six,
probably.’

‘Why’d they do that? Get us up, I mean.’

‘Why?’ He grimaced. ‘We were in somebody’s
doorway. Wouldn’t do for the owner or tenant
or whatever to find us here when he came to
open up, would it?

I couldn’t think of any answer to that, so I
said, ‘What now?”

He looked at me. ‘You got any money?’

I nodded. ‘Nine quid and some change.’

‘Fancy a coffee — bite to eat?’

‘Not half.” I was starving. ‘You?’

He smiled. ‘You don’t have to feed me,
y’know, just ’cause we shared a doorway. Folks
like us, we’ve got to look after number one.
And don’t tell anybody else you've got nine
quid or you won’t have it long.”

We went to an all-night kebab house he
knew about. It was warm and glaringly bright
inside and smelled so good 1 practically drooled.
The clock on the wall said 06.20. We were the
only customers.

We boited doner and slurped coffee and
talked. Ginger asked me what I planned to do.
I told him I was looking for work while waiting
for the DSS to come to a decision about my
case. When I told him what I’d told them
about my circumstances he shook his head.
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‘Waste of time, mate. Foregone conclusion.
They’ll say you made yourself homeless *cause
you left your mum’s place voluntarily.”

‘You mean I’ll get no benefit — nothing?’

‘Not a sausage, mate, you can take it from
me. I’ve seen it too many times.’

‘But - if I don’t find work — if it takes a while
—how’m I supposed to live?”

He laughed. ‘Any way you can, Link old son.
Nobody cares, see? Nobody gives a toss. That’s
the first thing you've gotta learn.” He smiled.
‘Why d’you think so many kids beg the punters
for change? *Cause they like it?’

1 shook my head. ‘Is that what you do — beg?”

‘Yep. All day, every day. And sometimes I
don’t make the price of a sandwich.”

‘Do - do most people refuse, then?’

‘Oh, aye.’ He smiled again. ‘Do you know
what a solcredulist is?’

‘No.

‘A solcredulist is someone who believes what he
reads in the Sun. And do you know what the Sun
says — the Sun and three or four other tabloids?’

I shook my head.

‘Well, Pl tell you. They say us kids aren’t
homeless at all. They say we trick the punters
out of their change all day and go home to our
mums at night with forty, fifty quid in our
pockets, and it all goes on drink and drugs.’
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[image: image6.png]“They don’t?”

“They bloody do, you know. And the solcredu-
lists believe *em, and all. That’s why they refuse.”

‘But it’s a lie,” I cried. ‘There ought to be a
law against it.”

‘True.” He laughed. ‘There won’t be, though.
It’s what they call the freedom of the press.”

I looked at him. ‘So when my dosh runs out,
I’ll be begging too, huh?’

‘I wouldn’t wait till it runs out, mate. Like I
said, some days you’ll make sod-all. I'd start
today if I was you.’

We lingered in the warmth till breakfast-time
custorers began drifting in and the proprietor
started giving us dirty looks.

‘Come on,’ said Ginger. ‘We don’t want to
outstay our welcome or he’ll bar us.” He got up
and shouldered his pack. “There’s a nice wash-
room through the back here. I’ll show you.”

We used the washroom and left the kebab
house just as it was starting to get light. I
tagged along with Ginger through the early
rush, hoping he'd let me stick with him today.
I’d a feeling he knew a lot of stuff I'd need to
learn if I was to survive in this great, cold
jungle.

It was a raw morning with a sneaky wind
which came out of side streets and went right
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If you think sleeping rough’s just a matter of
finding a dry spot where the fuzz won’t move
you on and getting your head down, you’re
wrong. Not your fault of course — if you’ve
never tried it you’ve no way of knowing what
it’s like, so what I thought I’d do was sort of
talk you through a typical night. That night
in the Vaudeville alcove won’t do, because
there were two of us and it’s worse if you’re by
yourself.

So you pick your spot. Wherever it is (unless
you’re in a squat or a derelict house or some-
thing) it’s going to have a floor of stone, tile,
concrete or brick. In other words it’s going to be
hard and cold. It might be a bit cramped, too —
shop doorways often are. And remember, if it’s
winter you’re going to be half frozen before you
even start. Anyway you’ve got your place, and
if you’re lucky enough to have a sleeping-bag
you unroll it and get in.

Settled for the night? Well maybe, maybe
not. Remember my first night? The Scouser?
>Course you do. He kicked me out of my bed-
room and pinched my watch. Well, that sort of
thing can happen any night, and there are
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[image: image8.png]worse things. You could be peed on by a drunk
or a dog. Happens all the time — one man’s
bedroom is another man’s lavatory. You might
be spotted by a gang of lager louts on the look-
out for someone to maim. That happens all the
time too, and if they get carried away you can
end up dead. There are the guys who like
young boys, who think because you’re a dosser
you’ll do anything for dosh, and there’s the
psycho who’ll knife you for your pack.

So, you lie listening. You bet you do. Foot-
steps. Voices. Breathing, even. Doesn’t help you
sleep. »

Then there’s your bruises. What bruises? Try

_lying on a stone floor for half an hour. Just half

an hour. You can choose any position you fancy,
and you can change position as often as you
like. You won’t find it comfy, I can tell you.
You won’t sleep unless you’re dead drunk or
zonked on downers. And if you are, and do,
you’re going to wake up with bruises on hips,
shoulders, elbows, ankles and knees — especially
if you’re a bit thin from not eating properly.
And if you do that six hours a night for six
nights you’ll feel like you fell out of a train. Try
sleeping on concrete then.

And don’t forget the cold. If you’ve ever
tried dropping off to sleep with cold feet, even
in bed, you’ll know it’s impossible. You’ve got
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to warm up those feet, or lie awake. And in
January, in a doorway, in wet trainers, it can
be quite a struggle. And if you manage it,
chances are you’ll need to get up for a pee, and
then it starts all over again.

And those are only some of the hassles. I
haven’t mentioned stomach cramps from
hunger, headaches from the flu, toothache, fleas
and lice. T haven’t talked about homesickness,
depression or despair. I haven’t gone into how -
it feels to want a girl-friend when your circum-
stances make it virtually impossible for you to
get one — how it feels to know you’re a social
outcast in fact, a non-person to whom every
ordinary everyday activity is closed.

So. You lie on your bruises, listening. Trying to
warm your feet. You curl up on yourside and your
hip hurts, so you stretch out on your back so your
feet stay cold and the concrete hurts your heels.
You force yourself to lie still for a bit, thinking
that’ll help you drop off, but it doesn’t. Your pack
feels like a rock under your head and your nose is

- cold. You wonder what time it is. Can you stop

listening now, or could someone still come?
Distant chimes. You strain your ears, counting.
One o’clock? It can’t be only one o’clock, surely?
I’ve been here hours. Did I miss a chime?
What’s that? Sounds -like breathing. Heavy
breathing, as in maniac. Lie still. Quiet. Maybe
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[image: image9.png]he won’t see you. Listen. Is he still there? Silence
now. Creeping up, perhaps. No. Relax. Jeez,
my feet are cold.

A thought out of nowhere — my old room at
home. My little bed. What I wouldn’t give for —
no, mustn’t. Mustn’t think about that. No sleep
that way. Somebody could be asleep in that
room right now. Warm and dry. Safe. Lucky sod.

Food. God, don’t start on about food! (Re-
member that time in Whitby — fish and chip
caff? Long, sizzling haddock, heap of chips like
a mountain. So many, you had to leave some.)
Wish I had them now.

Mum. Wonder what Mum’s doing? Wonder
if she wonders where I am? How would she feel
if she knew? I miss you, Mum. Do you miss me?
Does anybody?

Chimes again. Quarter past. Quarter past
one? I don’t believe it. '

DSS. Are they considering my claim? (Not
now they’re not — they’re sleeping. Snug as a
bug in a rug.) Do they know what it feels like,
kipping in a doorway? No.

And so it goes on, hour after hour. Now and
then you doze a bit, but only a bit. You’re so
cold, so frightened and it hurts so much that
you end up praying for morning even though
you’re dog-tired — even though tomorrow is
certain to be every bit as grim as yesterday.
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And the worst part is knowing you haven’t
deserved any of it.

I walked all the way back to the DSS next
morning and Ginger was right. I was seen by
this guy who told me they’d decided I’d made
myself homeless so I wasn’t eligible for benefit.
I hadn’t intended spilling my guts but I did then.
I was dirty, cold and hungry and my feet were
killing me. I was so tired I could hardly string a
coherent sentence together. I’d had enough, so 1
told him everything — Vince and Mum, Vince
and Carole, Vince and me. I thought he’d see —
thought he’d understand why I could never go
back into that situation, but I might as well have
been talking to one of the stone lions in Trafalgar
Square. He just sat there looking at me through
his blue-tinted specs, and when I’d finished he
repeated word for word and without facial expres-
sion what he’d said to me before.

I’d arranged to meet Ginger by Cleopatra’s
Needle. The weather was vile and I hadn’t the
heart for another long walk so I got the tube at
Euston and rode down to the Embankment. I
was early and he wasn’t there, so 1 spent a
miserable couple of hours begging along the
river, getting colder and wetter and nothing
else. In the end I gave up and went and sat
under a bridge in an icy draught. Ginger had
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