SCHEME OF WORK

                            GCSE Drama – Edexcel; Paper I – Unit I 

YEAR 11                                              Witchcraft Unit

(from an idea by Kerry Mason)

AIM:

Witchcraft and an examination of the hysterical persecution of witches in

another culture and time… The Crucible, Salem witch trials, modern accounts of child murders and the hysteria surrounding the events.

SKILLS:
Research on witchcraft



Developing character.



Use of genres and styles of drama.



Devising drama

TEXTS:
Image of a witch being tested
(see separate sheet)

The Crucible by Arthur Miller (Extract from opening sequence)

Accounts of Soham murders of Holly and Jessica

EXPLORATIVE STRATEGIES:


Still Image



Role Play



Hot-seating



Forum Theatre



Debate/discussion



Brainstorming



Role on the wall



Hot seating

THE DRAMA MEDIUM:



The use of movement/mime and/or gesture



The use of spoken language (varying registers etc)



The use of lighting



The use of levels

THE ELEMENTS OF DRAMA;


Characterisation



Action/plot/content



Forms (Physical Theatre, Naturalism)



Characterisation



Symbols

Paper I – Assessment Scheme of Work

Mysticism

Pre Assessment Preparation Work:

Research on the witch killings of the Middle Ages and background into mysticism using own research and some given material – students make notes for (RESPONSE PHASE)
Assessment Lessons – 6 hours practical

Session One; 60 mins Practical

Give out pictures of witch testing (related to Salem Witch trials).  Students to recreate this as a still image. Think about how each person would be feeling in this situation.  Bring the picture to life through a thought track. 

Afterwards in groups create a short improvisation to show how the villagers respond to the accusation of a witch in their presence or how and why she was accused.

Portfolio work (in own time) Diary of one of characters or a ‘role on the wall’ of your character. (RESPONSE PHASE)
Lesson Two & Three;  60 mins practical each

Read small section of The Crucible (Act I) pg 15, where Abigail and Betty talk about the pagan ritual they were involved in.

Explain about the inciting action and ask students to think what other inciting action could have occurred to bring the accusation of witchcraft. Take your idea and create a ‘nightmarish’ situation in which facts become exaggerated. Think about how you show that this is not real – although based on an actual incident. How will you show this quality through your work?

Show the work. Feedback and discussion of the work of the groups. 

Portfolio - Writing up what conventions and development strategies they had used in preparation of sequence.

Use photographs taken in session to give commentary on characterization, plot/action or intended effect. (DEVELOPMENT PHASE)
Session Four;  60mins practical (and written)

Look  at news accounts of Soham and the deaths of Hollie and Jessica  - Brainstorm the possible links between the two eras in terms of the people or events.

Portfolio work: Copy up brainstorm diagrams and expand four of the links in written explanation. (RESPONSE PHASE)
Start working on a simple sequence to show the links between the two eras.

Session Five and Six;  60mins practical

Continue to develop the scenarios started last session and work out how you will stage this for the group.

Portfolio

Two developments, in role, of similar characters in each era.

Developments looking at the elements used in performance.

Use photographs taken in session to give commentary on characterization, plot/action or intended effects etc. (DEVELOPMENT PHASE)

EVALUATION PHASE – Consider your own work and that of others and write about it as if you are a theatre critic! What worked, what didn’t?  Use photographs to support your ideas and make sure you write about the photos (gesture, proxemics etc) in detail.

Write about the social/cultural and historical links between the two eras. What was your final work trying to communicate?

The hope is gone. Now anger wells in its place 

Euan Ferguson reports on the reaction in Soham, a town suddenly in mourning 

Sunday August 18, 2002
The Observer 

This, then, is where it ends, and on the loveliest day of the year. Crickets chirrup in the long grass and birds cry in delight, and at the end of a grassy road there lies a little copse, only slightly ruined by the brutality of the RAF Lakenheath fence which runs along it. And it is wholly ruined by what else lies inside. 

It is the end, now, at five o'clock on Saturday evening, for the helicopters have begun to swarm in, from a sky of impossibly English beauty, under which, just half a mile away, children, other children, are walking down a Fen lane, picking brambles. The end of the longest fortnight which this part of England has known. Both sets of parents spoke on Friday, seven miles away to the west in Soham, of the way in which the hours were blurring, the nights merging into day and the clocks losing their usefulness, and they are not alone. Throughout Soham and the surrounding towns they have been getting muddled over these last few days: over time, over friends, over the impossibility over what was obviously, palpably, happening to them, over the muddling of their emotions between hope, despair and anger; and over the strange triumph of despair. 

They had had the dress rehearsal, of course. Wednesday night, and the long long dig at Warren Hill, where two 'freshly-dug graves' had been spotted. They spoke then, as they still spoke early yesterday, of hope; and no one would dare mention the possibility of the girls being dead. Their actions told a different story. The pubs closed early; there was, they said in the Ship Inn, a feeling that 'no one wanted to drink. Or talk. Or anything. It was a night for going home.' Half the town stayed up, while police spent the night in the woods high above Newmarket. Outside these woods the view is fabulous, your eyes sweeping across the gallops and across what seems half the kingdom. Inside, even in daylight, they are grim: hot, eerie, full of mutterings and stings. At 6.30am the police emerged, muddied, to announce they had found badger setts. Despair back to hope. 

Stronger still on Thursday, although Soham knew they were asking an awful lot. They went along with the idea that an abductor might respond, by midnight, to the police appeal to get in touch via Jessica's mobile phone. Officially the hope was still there. 

And then it all started moving, and became a little frightening in its speed. An appeal, that evening, as a vicious hot thunderstorm swept the county turning tracks to mud, to rethink everyone you knew, your neighbours and your friends. And a breakthrough, the next day, with the lugubrious DCI Andy Hebb, showing the tiniest flicker of emotion as he announced the suspects, and the search. There was some incredulity in the town - even though few people professed to knowing the pair, there was shock at the fact a woman might be involved - but mainly a feeling of relief, that something, at last, was happening. And still there was hope. 

And then there was yesterday. The news that there had been an arrest, and that it not just for abduction but for murder. The news that 'something' had been found in the school. It was a different Soham yesterday morning. Outwardly, yes, still hope; inwardly something was changing. 

A bouquet, laid on Friday on Soham's war memorial by passing strangers, speaking of how Holly and Jessica were in their thoughts, had been removed by yesterday morning, by hands unseen. Samantha White, the local florist, told me, at only 3pm, that, although people had been asking for bouquets to be sent to the parents, she was refusing. 'We don't want flowers, or a shrine, because it's not over. Not yet. The girls could still be with us. We're not going to give in until the very end.' All over town the posters stayed up, defiant. The butcher's daughter got married. 

There was also an anger about. 'If the people of Soham ever get their hands on who ever the killer is, I shudder to think what will happen.' The florist's mother, Francesca, said she had been speaking that morning to a friend with a four-year-old. 'He's now refusing to go to school. He says that if he does then someone will kill him.' 

The mood was fraught, twitchy; it said that a community could speak, bravely, or even daftly, of hope, but it was all about to run out. They'd been through the dress rehearsal: they knew, in their hearts, that there probably would be one more awful act. It started with a twitch in the town, the tiniest media rumour, at about three o'clock, picked up swiftly by a people now growing reluctantly to trust their besuited tormentors as information became so intensely valuable. Within minutes convoys were sweeping out of town, racing towards Mildenhall, over the county border, towards the tiny patch of gorse and grass known as The Carr. It was over. Within minutes, Soham too knew, and its shoulders finally slumped. The shops and the pubs began closing, one by one. The church stayed open. 

At Lakenheath, as the world's most cynical press chased each other's tails, a few stopped long enough to realise this was more than just a breaking story; this was a horrible, horrible thing, made no better because everyone sort of knew it would happen. There was quietness, and a little emotion. 

And the helicopters came, and you couldn't hear the birds, which was quite a shame, because it was such a beautiful spot, and such a lovely English day, and in the distant fields the harvest lay in bales and children picked berries. There has been no harvesting in the children's home town for the past two weeks because of fears of what might be found. Now, so sadly, they can take in the harvest in Soham. 


	22 August 2002

	After Soham - mourners and 'the mob'
	
	by Mick Hume



	

	What's the difference between a 'loving community' and a 'hate-filled mob'?

About 40 miles - the distance from Soham to Peterborough - to judge by reports of the different public outbursts of emotionalism we have witnessed in response to the murders of Holly Wells and Jessica Chapman.

Since police confirmed that the missing Cambridgeshire 10-year-olds had been murdered, the media has been full of the outpouring of communal grief in the girls' little hometown of Soham, Cambridgeshire. People have flocked to shed tears and leave flowers at the local church, while others have sent messages of condolence from throughout the UK and around the world. 

These expressions of grief have been reported as candles of light in Soham's darkness. They are widely interpreted as proof that tragedies can 'bring out the best in people', and demonstrate the underlying strength of community spirit in an age when it is usually noticeable by its absence.

But days later, on 22 August 2002, the mood in much of the media changed. Now the headlines were about the 'Rage of the mob', as a crowd of 500 people in Peterborough hurled abuse, eggs and themselves at the police convoy carrying Maxine Carr into court. Carr has been charged with perverting the course of justice in relation to the girls' deaths; her boyfriend, school caretaker Ian Huntley, has been charged with their murder.

Many reports talked fearfully of the 'lynch mob' or 'hate mob' atmosphere outside the court, as the crowd - a good few of them with small children in tow - screamed for Carr to be hanged and left to 'rot in hell'. 

The mood might seem different. But both the public displays of grief in Soham and the crowd rage in Peterborough can be seen as expressions of the same rampant emotionalism, among people setting normal reasoned responses aside and letting their instinctive feelings off the leash. And in both instances, there seems to be something inauthentic about the emotions being laid bare.

Of course, millions of us have been genuinely moved by those terrible murders. But that cannot explain why many people seem so consumed with grief and anger over the deaths of girls whom we had never heard of when they were alive. These outbursts appear to say more about the people involved than about the tragedy of Holly and Jessica.

Several women surveying the floral tributes in Soham have been quoted remarking that 'It's like Princess Diana all over again'. They have a point. The unprecedented response when Diana died in a car crash five years ago set the new standard for displays of public grief, with the mass flower-laying, book-signing and other rituals with which we have since become familiar.

Then too, many noted the 'ugly' face of the new emotionalism, the intolerance towards anybody from the Queen downwards who failed to display the required degree of grief. And then too, it seemed to some of us that this sudden outburst of feeling for a celebrity princess was a kind of ersatz emotionalism, something quite distinct from genuine personal grief. 

What the response to Diana's death brought to the surface of British society was a phenomenon we have described as Mourning Sickness (witnessed in embryo after earlier tragedies, notably the massacre of children in Dunblane). It allowed millions to come together in a kind of community of suffering. At a time when society seems ever-more fragmented, it provided a rare opportunity for people to experience something collectively. For a short time after Diana's death, those searching anxiously for some certainty and sense of belonging could acquire a shared pain and sense of loss. 

We have seen the same pattern repeated in response to subsequent high-profile deaths and disasters, notably the murder of eight-year-old Sarah Payne two summers ago. The Soham murders are the latest to have prompted a Diana-style response. Many have seemed eager to feel part of the tragic events, taking part in the post-Diana rituals and adding the new one of sending condolences via the internet. The result looms like a strange cross between a medieval pilgrimage and a hi-tech virtual community. 

Those who joined 'the mob' outside that Peterborough court might appear to have different motives, yet many seemed moved by the same desire to feel part of something. 'I got up this morning', said one mother of six, 'and decided to come down to be with people who are feeling the same'. 

There is something unhealthy and potentially dangerous about all this. It is a morbid symptom of a society that needs a tragedy in order to create some passing semblance of community. The experience of suffering - especially the second-hand experience of other people's suffering - is no basis for creating real social solidarity. There is a danger that you end up with little more than an atomised community of victims - mistrustful, inward-looking, irrational, angry. Another name for that kind of community might be a lynch mob. 

Many in the media and political elite are uncomfortable when public grief turns to rage. Yet some of them must take a large share of the blame for stoking up the ongoing panic about predatory paedophiles, and for playing on public emotions over the Soham murders. Those who begin articles by writing that 'There are no words to express how we feel…None of us can know the parents' torment', and then spend a thousand words telling us exactly how both we and those tormented parents are feeling, deserve to be pelted with eggs. 

There is a discussion now about turning some of the tributes to Holly and Jessica into a permanent memorial. There have been debates about how best to do the same for Princess Diana since her death. Yet five years on, as the wrangles continue on committees, Diana herself has been largely forgotten by the millions who were supposed to be inconsolable at her loss. The emotional roadshow has moved on, finding other victims to focus on. Eventually it will do so again, leaving Holly and Jessica's haunted families to get on with the real grieving (when they are not being dragged into TV studios to comment on the next missing child case). 

Perhaps it was not so inappropriate that many took small children, not just to the grieving Soham churchyard but also to the angry court protest in Peterborough. There is something decidedly infantile about these unrestrained outbursts of public emotionalism that can now appear in a moment, and then disappear again almost as quickly.
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