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there is a constant changing of character for the company
member, yet each needing to be complete for the brief time
the song is sung, whether the character be simply narrating
a story or actually sharing an emotion with the audience.
Each song must be handled as a whole rather than a piece of
a whole. The same analysis taken with Miss Gilchrist must
be taken with the characters of "Funeral Tango", "Timid
Frieda", "Old Folks", and "Song For 0ld Lovers." Such ana-
lysis would consist of given circumstances from the text,
biographical statements, and musicalities of the song.

With Miss Gilchrist came the realization that her
action intertwined with her song was the backbone of the
character. Through her songs the audience saw her whole
personality. Taking the analysis of Miss Gilchrist from her
songs, the characterization was well-rounded with lyrics

"

ranging from "Only a box of matches..." to "No one loves you

" and "Don't muck about..."

like yourself...
Although JACQUES BREL IS...and THE HOSTAGE are two dif-
ferent theatre forms, even so much that JACQUES BREL
IS...was not originally "for the theatre", although both use
song lyric to make a comment. The lyric is veflective,
perhaps even objective, which becomes subjective when a
character becomes involved. This comparison will deal with
each process of analysis separately, in a subjective way. A

summary of the analysis, including a contrast and com-

parison, will follow.



JACQUES BREL 1IS...




JACQUES BREL IS ALIVE AND WELL AND LIVING IN PARIS
is most clearly described as "cabaret” with the concep-
tion of the piece being to use songs as the total text
of the play.

"In popular usage, the work most generally conjures

up visions of seedy strip joints on dank, dimly 1lit
city streets, or, alternately, nightclubs where the
exorbitant price of drinks is rarely linked with the
meager stage fare. In effect, these versions of
cabaret are only the impoverished distant relatives of
the literary cabaret which emerged in France in the
last century and blossomed into a unique medium for
political and cultural satire in the German Kabarett of
the Twenties and early Thirties. They share with them
the artistic cabaret only the presence of spectacle and
an intimate space in which people can smoke and talk,
eat and drink."

"The cabaret emerged either as a laboratory, a
resting ground for young artists who after deli-
berately advertised themselves as an avant-garde,
or as the satirical stage of contemporanity, a
critically reflective mirror of topical events,
morals, politics and culture. In the best
instances it was both."

"Apart from its satirical and avant-garde emphasis
what vremain more or less consistent in cabaret and
allow it to be defined as a distinct form, are its
structural elements: a small stage and smallish
audience and an ambience of talk and smoke, where
the relationship between performer and spectator

is one at once of intimacy, the nodal points of
pacrticipation and provocation. The cabaret per-
former plays directly to his audience, breaking down
the illusory fourth wall of traditional theatre."®

5Lisa Appignanesi, The Cabaret (London: Studio Vista,
1975) p.9

S1bid., p.12
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1 classify JACQUES BREL IS...as a form of cabaret; a cabaret
which emphasizes song over the standard content of monolo-
gue, sketches, poetry and dance, but nonetheless cabaret.

"Three decades have now almost passed since Europe
woke to the ravages left by total war. Cabarets
have sprung up, shut their doors or had them for-
cibly shut by authority, in Europe both east and
west, and in America. The cabaret form itself has
been dismembered into its component parts to
become a segment of our heritage through televi-
sion and the mass distribution of records. Edith
Piaf, for one, has brought the 'existential' chan-
son into every home, just as Jacques Brel, George
Brassens and Tom Lehrer have done for the satiri-
cal song."

"In the latter half of the nineteenth century, the
song, or chanson, became the principle form of
entertainment provided by the French cafes and
bistros. Not only was the chanson a love lyric or
mood piece which entertained, but it could func-
tion as a reporting vehicle - a performed alternative
to the newspaper, which because of its dependence
on machinery and finance, was largely controlled
by the ruling class. As such, the chanson was one
of the few means by which the people could record
their daily history and publicly voice their reac-
tions to contemporary events."

This is precisely what Brel did, I think, when he wrote
his songs. He was an emotional man, with many firm beliefs
and sorrows. Not to say that all of his works were meant to
be satirical or used as a weapon for criticism and protest,
but they were all his thoughts, his perceptions on life and

lives of others who surrounded him.

7 1bid, p.1F1

81bid, p.9




Who can know if

They will free het

On the street where

She comes to join them

There she goes

Wwith her valises

Held so tightly in her hands.

Timid Frieda

Will life seize her
On the street where
The new dreams gather
Like fearless robins
Joined togethert

In high flying bands
She feels taller
Troubles smaller

On the street where
She's lost in wonder
There she goes

With her valises

Held so tightly in her hands.

Timid Frieda

Won't return nNow

To the home where

They do not need her

But always feed her
Little lessons

And platitudes from cans
She is free now

She will be now

On the street where

The beat's electric
There she goes

With her valises

Held so tightly in her hands.

Timid Frieda

Who will lead her

On the street where

The cops all perish

For they can't break her
And she can take hert
Brave new fuck you stand
Yet she's frightened

Her senses heightened

17
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On the street where
The darkness brightens

There she goes
Wwith her valises
Held so tightly in her hands.

Timid Frieda

I1f you see her

On the street where
The future gathers
Just let her be her

Let her play in
The broken times of sand

There she goes now
Down the sidewalk

On the street where

The world is bursting

There she goes

With her valises

Held so tightly in her hands.

Dr. Peffers chose to use myself, who sang the solo
part, not as Frieda, but as a Salvation Army band leader
who watched the sensual 'Timid Frieda'; therefore, it gave
my character limitless choices. Through discovery in
rehearsal we decided upon, again, a series of actions and
attitudes of the character. In the beginning - which was
"set-off" by the Army band marching onstage singing
"Bringing In the Sheaves" - the song was a sermon; a
judgment on the sinful actions of Frieda. Through a
continual watch of Frieda's movement and sensuality, I am
drawn away from my prim, propef, Salvation Army world, and

catch myself actually enjoying the sexy feel of Frieda's

world - a feeling I have never experienced, know I should not
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experience, and yet it feels so damn good. Although I
am taken aback with some of Frieda's actions (shown
through the choreography) in the end, I make the tre-
mendous and shocking decision to leave the Salvation
Army behind and go with Frieda, giving my last intent
to the band as an "up yours" attitude and join Frieda
in her world of fun.

The main challenge in this piece was to show the
complete opposites of the character - the prim, proper,
virginal side and the wild, wicked, sensual, and
carefree side, which were both inside me and both
needed to be shown. My relationship with Frieda was
the key in the portrayal of the character: the fact
that 1 preached against her actions, yet I found myself
enjoying the very actions of Frieda and finally giving
over completely to the loose, carefree life of hers -
leaving the Salvation Army "with my valises held so
tightly in my hands".

"0ld Folks"

The old folks don't talk much

And they talk so slowly when they do

They are rich, they are poor, their illusions are gone
They share one heart for two.

Their homes all smell of thyme, of old photographs

And an old fashioned song

Tho' you may live in town you live so far away
When you've lived too long.
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And have they laughed too much, do their dry voices crack
Talking of times gone by

And have they cried too much, a tear or two

Still always seems to cloud the eye

They tremble as they watch the old silver clock

When day is through

It tick tocks oh so slow, it says "yes" it says "no"

It says

1'11 wait for you.

The old folks dream no more

The books have gone to sleep, the piano's out of tune
The little cat is dead and no more do they sing

On a Sunday afternoon

The old folks move no more their world's become too small
Their bodies feel like lead

They might look out the window or else sit in a chair
Or else they stay in bed

And if they still go out, arm in arm, arm in arm

In the morning's chill

It's to have a good cry, to say their last goodby

To one who's older still

And then they go home to the old silver clock

When day is through

It tick tocks oh so slow, it says "yes" it says "no"
It says

I'11 wait for you.

The old folks never die

They just put down their heads and go to sleep one day
They hold each other's hand like children in the dark
But one will get lost anyway

And the other will remain just sitting in that room
Which makes no sound

It doesn't matter now, the song has died away

And echoes all around

You'll see them when they walk thru the sun filled park
Where children run and play

It hurts too much to smile, it hurts too much but life goes on
For still another day

As they try to escape the old silver clock

When day is through

It tick tocks oh so slow, it says "yes" it says "no"

It says

I'11 wait for you.
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The old, old silver clock
That's hanging on the wall
That waits for us

All

This piece was worked on with myself as a narra-
tor. Dr. Peffers wanted it to be a bit "removed" - not
caught up in the story in order to allow the slides to
bring out the emotion.

The challenge here was to tell the story - to keep
it clear and clean so that the audience heard the story
while watching the slides. And the slides played an
important part for me in the song too - probably the
most rapport I had with them was in this song - for
they were wonderful pictures of elderly people,
sitting, staring, walking, talking, crying... - all
the things the lyric of the song talk about. It is a
beautiful story on its own, therefore the simplicity of
the performance enhanced it.

Narrative: Youth dies.. Life hurts.. Love warms...
Understanding heals. The wounds and balms of the human
conditions are so commonplace that men eventually
experience them without noticing. And, as we age, we

must fight against the numbness.
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nSong For 01d Lovers"

In spite of all we're still together
So many years of smiles and tears.
How many times we'd part forever

And I would leave for parts unknown.

A day, a week, and 1'd feel terror

And crumble on the telephone

And in bed we'd play confessions,

And tell the truth, what truth we knew,
That's how it's been with me and you,
Then start upon a new digression.

Oh, my love

My sweet, my old, my gentle love.

From year to year is all the seasons for
I love you more, you know

1 love you.

In spite of all we're still together
So many years of smiles and tears.
How many times I found another,

But you loved others too my dear.

A day, a week, and 1'd need pardon
And fumble out the key to home,

And take a wound that went unhealing,
For you'd forgive without forgiving
But of course we went on living

For sorrows loved in Christmas scenes.

Oh, my love

My sweet, my old, my gentle love.

From year to year is all the seasons for
I love you more, you know

I love you.

And sometimes we were almost open,
And sometimes we would almost touch.
I think we wanted very little,
But that always seemed too much.
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And did we say we wanted children,

I really cannot quite recall,

What we wanted was our freedom

To dance through life, I think that's all,
We are just surrealist pilgrims

Melting clocks in marble halls.

Oh, My love

My sweet, mY old, my gentle love,

From year to year is all the seasons for
1 love you more, you know

1 love you still.

This turned out to be my favorite song in the
show, and most complete character as well. Through
conferences with Dr. Peffers, we found her to be a very
"heart-centered" character - mature, gentle, and soft
were some of the adjectives used to describe her.

The song itself was a very intimate moment for me -
1 was sharing a very private conversation with the
audience between myself and my lover, whom I do indeed
love, but there is something very sad about where we
are in our relationship now. I want so much for this
relationship to work, and am not willing to quit trying
for it, yet we are such completely different human
beings, there are so many problems between us, that it
is a bittersweet affair.

This, again, was done with simplicity as far as

blocking and/or staging, which aided in the intimacy of

it. I simply "had my conversation" with my love,
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trying to understand in my own head that the rela-
tionship is not the best of one, that we are "just
surrealist pilgrims, melting clocks in marble halls".
"Your own identity and self-knowledge are the main
sources for any character you may play. Most
human emotions have been experienced by each of us
by the time we are eighteen, just as they have
been by all human beings throughout the ages.

That you gain control and understanding of them as
you get older, that they may ease or intensify is
self evident. We do not have to get psychoanalytical
or delve into Freud, Jung, Reich or Adler to learn
to understand ourselves and others to be healthy

artists. We have t? be truly curious about our-
selves and others." 9

Having been given so little for characterization - only
the lyrics of the particular song - the biographies of
the characters had to be pulled from the information we
knew about why Brel wrote his songs and from our own
human experiences and imagination. The possibilities
were limitless, as with most roles, with the rehearsal
process being a time not only to "pick and choose" what
we wanted, but to also better develop the choices we

did make.

19

Uta Hagen, Respect for Acting, (New York: MacMillan
Publishing Company, Inc., 1973), p.29
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PERFORMANCE NOTES

As we started toward performance, we were given
new problems to solve, such as working with props and

the use of the actual stage instead of the taped area

we had been working on in the rehearsal hall. Most of

the adjustments made were technical and not directly
involved with character, although the time needed to be
taken to familiarize ourselves with the set, which con-
sisted of platform upon platform did take time away from

working on the songs in character rather than purely tech-

nically.
Costumes formed no specific problems, as with
make-up, which was purely as corrective as possible

(see Appendix A). Props were minimal therefore posed no

technical problems other than working out what was

stored and where, and who would bring props on and then

strike them after use.

We opened JACQUES BREL IS... on February 5, with

no educational matinees being given before because of the

extreme weather conditions. Houses were quite slim for

the opening week-end, but did improve the following
week-end when the weather allowed people to get out and

come to the theatre. The lack of audience was a
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disappointment, mainly because the show - at least for
me personally - seemed to grow a great deal by having
people to play off of. If nothing else, the morale of
the company was highest during this last week-end,

which aided a great deal in the performance of all.




THE HOSTAGE
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Brenden Behan was born in Dublin on 9 February,
1923, during the Irish Civil War; at the time his
father, Stephan Behan, was confined as a republi-
can prisoner in Kilmainham Jail. When he was
eight years of age, Brendan joined the junior
ranks of the IRA, beginning an involvement with
Irish republicanism for which he later served two
year's detention in England, 1939-1941, four
years' imprisonment in Ireland, 1942-1946, and
four months in England again in 1947. His
literary career, which began during his early
teens in republican magazines, was strongly
influenced by his political experiences: Borstal
Boy describes his first sentence in England, THE
QUARE FELLOW is an account of an execution which
took place while he was imprisoned in Dublin's
Mountjoy Jail, and THE HOSTAGE deals with an IRA
kidnapping of a British soldier. Though many
within the IRA believed that he brought the move-
ment into disrepute during his latter years of
fame and notoriety, he was nevertheless given a
full military-style funeral by the IRA when he
died in March 1964.

"I respect kindness to human beings first of
all, and kindness to animals. I don't
respect the law; I have a total irreverence
for anything connected with society except
that which makes the roads safer, the beer
stronger, the food cheaper, and old men and
old women waEBer in the winter and happier in
the summer."

Flann O'Brien, writing immediately after Behan's
death, described him as much more a player than a
playwright, and claimed that any attempt to vank him
with other writers would be mistaken. "Behen was

something better - a delightful vrowdy, a wit, a man of

20Rae Jeffs, Brendan Behan, Man and Showman (London:
Hutchinson & Co., LID., 1966) p.92
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action in many dangerous undertakings where he thought
his duty lay, a reckless drinker, a fearsome denouncer
of humbug and pretense, and sole proprietor of the
biggest heartt that has_beaten in Ireland for the last
forty years."2] Many of those who knew Behan personally
would agree that he was more than a writer, that his
life contained more comedy and more tragedy than he
managed to compress into his works, but, increasingly,
his reputation will depend on those works.
The second play that Brenden Behan wrote was AN
GIAL which was commissioned by the Irish language organ-
ization Gael Linn and was produced in Dublin's Damer
Hall in June, 1958. The play had a routine run and
apparently offended none of the Dubliners who viewed
it. Joan Littlewood, who was responsible for the
notable production of THE QUARE FELLOW, wanted Behan to
translate AN GIAL so that she could stage it in London,
and Behan obliged.
"Miss Littlewood was unable to read the original
script, but presumably she had a good idea of the
nature and style of AN GIAL: if so, it would seem
that she had much more than a straight translation
in mind. An avant-garde producer, noted for her
theatrical imagination and her social conscience,

she would hardly have been content to vepeat in
English the traditional naturalism of AN GAIL.

1
Colbert Kearney, The Writings of Brendan Behan

(Ireland: Gill and Macmillan LTD.,
1977) p.xi
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Her theatre was a genuine workship, a community in
which nobody was allowed to dominate. The drama-
tist was simply a member of the team and his
script was by no means sacrosanct. The Theatre
Workshop used the script as a basis, cutting what
they thought weak, amending as they saw fit, and
adding in material which they thought relevant.
The objectives were not new - to please and
instruct - but the method was. In order to gain
the attention and goodwill of the audience, jokes
and references to current events were included; a
rapport established, 'messages' of philanthropy,
tolerance, ligsration and equality were
promulgated."

To explain roughly how THE HOSTAGE, the English version
of AN GIAL, was actually brought about, it is important to
note the following: Within two months before THE HOSTAGE
was due to open, very little of the play existed because

Behan was still trying to complete Borstal Boy. It would

seem that he decided to accommodate Joan Littlewood by pro-
viding the basis of a workshop play rather than a script in
the traditional sense. He later said:

"Joan Littlewood, I found, suited my requirements
exactly. She has the same views on the theatre
that I have, which is that the music hall is the
thing to aim at for to amuse people and any time
they get bored, divert them with a song or a
dance. 1've always thought T. S. Eliot wasn't far
wrong when he said that the main problem of the
dramatist today was to keep his audience amused;
and that while they were laughing their heads off,
you could be up to any bloody thing behind their
backs; and it was what you wevre doing beh%nd their
bloody backs that made your play great."2

221b1d., p-129

23

Ibid., pg.130
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"AN GIAL was, essentially, a naturalistic tragedy;
THE HOSTAGE is a musical extravaganza. Characters
were added - two male homosexuals, two whores, a
Civil Servant, a social worker and a Russian
sailor - and the action studded with songs so that
a pianist was required on-stage. The Theatre
Workshop knew that AN GIAL condemned political
prejudice; it was up to them to communicate this
to their audiences. A London (or a New York)
audience could not be expected to be as intevrested
in the IRA as a Dublin audience; the theme of pre-
judice must thevefore be related to world poli-
tics, to the sufferings of blacks, homosexuals,
and developing nations under the theatre of out-
worn systems and nuclear bombs. Miss Littlewood'z
contribution was a prodigious theatrical skill."?2

THE HOSTAGE opened on October 14, 1958 in Joan
Littlewood's Theatre Workshop at Theatre Royal,
Stratford, London. "The reviewers wevre generally good
to THE HOSTAGE, though most seemed to be so carried
along by the raucous byplay that they neglected to exa-
mine it in much depth.“25

THE HOSTAGE is categorized by at least one writer,
Mr. Ted E. Boyle, as "theatre of the absurd", stating
that:

"The outrageous humor and disconnected music-hall

plot of THE HOSTAGE avre most certainly designed to

shock people out of their trite, mechanical, and
complacent existence. Behan shows - as do

Beckett, Ionesco, Pinter, and Genet - that man is

ridiculous when he allows himself to be controlled
by a system. In addition, Behan is in complete

241p4d., P.131-133

25

Ted E. Boyle, Brendan Behan (New York: Twayne
Publishers, Inc., 1969) p.86
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agreement with the other 'absurdist' dramatists in
realizing that, in spite of man's historical
fascination with the ingenious manacles of inhuma-
nity which he has forged for himself, the human
being contains a vital animal spirit which can be
stilled neither by man's owa stupidity nor by the
absurdity of the universe." 6

Mr. Boyle goes on to qualify his statements by
pointing out the similarity of Ionesco's RHINOCEROS to
Behan's HOSTAGE - both ending with actions that seem to
say "the human spirit is indomitable. Neither the
world nor man can destroy it.n27

Behan satirizes many aspects of Irish stupidity
throughout THE HOSTAGE. To give a pertinent example of

such, I quote:

"Miss Gilchrist, who represents the irrelevance
and shallow piety of religion, explains that her
name is 'an old Irish name. In it's original
form, Giola Christ, Servant or Gilly of Christ’'.
More 'gilly' than servant is Miss Gilchrist. She
spouts hymns at any provocation, accepts insults
'in the name of our insulted savior', constantly
prays for and forgives the residents of the house...
Behan is attacking the ridiculous posturing of the
shallowly pious and the basic irrelevance of any
sort of geligioua ritual when a man's life is at
stake."2

261p14., p.89

211514, , -+ 90

28151d., pp.9%,95
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CHARACTER ANALYSIS

Miss Gilchrist is first introduced in the play not

visually, but rather audibly, crooning her "first

novena"

with Mr. Mulleady, not wanting to quit before

she has finished, despite the fact that she has

disrupted the entire house with her noise.

The next time we see Miss Gilchrist, she realizes

the English boy is in her presence, and perhaps to

please him, asks if she may sing to him....

(To the tune of "Danny Boy")

You read the bible, in its golden pages

You read those words, and speaking much of love.
You read the works of Plato and the sages.

They tell of Joy, and Hope, and Peace, and Love.
But I1'm afraid it's all a lot of nonsense,

About as true as leprechaun or elf.

You realize that when you want somebody,
That there is no one, no one, loves you like yourself.

I really think us lower middle-classes,

Get thrown around just like snuff at a wake,
Employers take us for a set of asses

The scruffs they sneer at all attempts we make,
To have nice manners and to speak correctly,
And in the end we're left upon the shelf,

We have no unions, cost of living bonus.

It's plain to see that no one loves you like yourself.

Although Miss Gilchrist does not sing all the verses

herself, she is right there agreeing with everything

that is sung - that contrary to even the very Gospel

she preaches, no one loves you like yourself. And to
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add even anothetr dicotomy to the subject, by the end of
the song, she is so enthrallea with Mr. Mulleady, who
sings this with her, that she practically drags him up
the stairs to the bedroom.

The next time we see Miss Gilchrist is a time in
which she is alone, with none but the audience to
observe her actions, and she takes full advantage by
singing the "ballsiest" - if you will - song in the
show: "Only a Box of Matches"

Only a box of matches

I send dear mother to thee.

Only a box of matches

Across the Irish sea.

I met with a Gaelic pawnbroker

From Killarney's waterfalls,

With sobs he cried, "I wish I had died,

The Saxons have stolen my balls!"

It does indeed add more humour to the character, but
also shows a truly different side to the social worker
she is portraying, on this earth to save the souls of
sinners, and this is even before she has had one drop
of the "demon drink".

In the final act of THE HOSTAGE Miss Gilchrist
endulges in the demon drink and takes to it like it was
mother's milk. She becomes even more vocal in her
keening, which is her way of moaning for the sorrows or
ill-fate of others around her. In defense of her

"religiousity" she "stands fast by her Lord, and will

sing her hymn now...
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1 love my dear redeemer

My Creator, too, as well,
But, oh, that filthy devil,
Should stay below in Hell.

I cry to all the Russians

Please grant me this great boon,
Don't muck about, don't muck about,
Don't muck about with the moon. '

I am a little Christian,

My feet are white as snow,

And every day, my prayers 1 say,
For Leg of Lamb I go.

I cry to Albert Einstein,

Now's there's the boy for me,

You can eat your cake and have it too
By relativity.

Don't muck about, don't muck about,
Don't muck about with the moon.

1 do indeed feel that Miss Gilchrist "wants her cake,
and wants to eat it too", and that is exactly what she
is having. Under the auspices of a Christian social
worker she is eating her cake and at the same time
making a very strong comment on "the vreligious". While
the soul is in search, the body is in heat.
In creating a character Stanislavski used his
"magic If" to aid the actor. He states:
"From the moment of the appearance of "If" the
actor passes from the plane of actual reality into
the plane of another life, created and imagined by
him. In order to be emotionally involved in the
imaginary world which the actor builds on the
basis of a play, in order to be caught up in the

action on the stage, he must believe in it...He
asks himself 'But if this were real, how would
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1 react? What would I do?...' This 'If' acts as
a lever to lift him into a world of creativity.
Add a whole series of contingencies based on your
own experience in life, and you will see how easy
it will be for you sincerely to believe in the
ossibilityzgf what you are called upon to do on

the stage."

In creating the characterization of Miss Gilchrist
it was very necessary to find or create an auto-
biography for the character, an explanation of what
happened before the play began, using my imagination
and own experiences in life to fill in the details not
given in the given circumstances of the play. An auto-
biography is very important to an actor in that it completes
the life of the character. All background and previous
action is explained, either through the given circumstances
of the play or through the actor's imagination; therefore,

motivation of the character is supported.

29Constantin Stanislavski, An Actor's Handbook
(New York: Theatre Arts Books, 1963) p.9%
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Miss Gilchrist: Autobiography
Miss b12C°

1 was born into this world in the brisk month
of January in the year 1925, on a large country
estate located in the western city port of Galway.
Both my parents were inservice there as caretakers
(so I'm told) but I was not to know this until
much later in my life. At the age of three, just
barely talking, I was wisked away from my estate
environment and placed in a Catholic orphanage,
just after both my parents were killed in a
horrible accident. Being only three years old, I
adapted to the change rather quickly and soon
learned to accept that this was my new home and I
was here to stay.

I loved the orphanage, where I lived,
studied, and grew to love the Lord. The nuns fed
me, bathed me, taught me, and in turn, I followed
their strong example of strict Catholicism.

At the age of sixteen I had completed my
schooling, but was allowed to stay at the orpha-
nage and aid with the younger children who needed
to be taught as I had been. Up until this time I had
indeed loved my home, the orphanage, but 1 was
beginning to feel just a bit restless with my life
here. I had never been exposed to the world out-
side the orphanage, the real world, and I was
quite curious about it. I talked to several of
the nuns about these feelings, but was always "put
off" and told that I should realize how much the
Church had done for me and that I should be grate-
ful and want to work for the Lord. This had been
drilled into my mind for as long as I can
remember. 1 SHOULD stay here, I SHOULD work for
the Lord. I felt guilt for my feelings of wanting
to leave, but also felt rebellion to get out. As
time went on, I became more and more restless, and
finally was allowed to be transferred to a cleri-
cal house in Dublin, where they needed a replace-
ment for one of the housekeepers. 1 was scared to
death, but also ecstatic that I was finally going
out into the world.
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1 was totally overwhelmed by Dublin, and the
house in which I worked was quite a new experience
as well. It was a boarding house for young men in
the seminary there in Dublin, and my duties were
to clean, cook, and take care of other household
duties such as deliver mail and messages. In the
beginning, I rarely saw the boys that lived there.
I liked watching them from a distance whenever 1
had the chance, for I had never been exposed to
men, especially in such close quarters as this
was. I'm sure they knew that I was quite uncom-
fortable around them, and sometimes I was sure
that they laughed at me behind my back.

I was still in contact with the orphanage.

1 was to report to them as to how I was doing, and
if 1 would decide to return there. I missed the
orphanage a great deal, but was beginning to enjoy
my life at the boarding house, and did not want to
leave. The boys there finally seemed to "warm up"
to me, and I was beginning to experience happiness
for the first time in my life. Little did I know
that this "warming up" to me was related to a
totally different feeling than I had in mind.

One late evening I was awakened from my bed
by very loud laughing and yelling. Apparently the
boys had procured a great deal of alcohol, and had
come home completely intoxicated by the demon
drink. 1 left my room to try to calm them,
telling them they had sinned greatly, and should
be very ashamed. I was answered with more
laughter, and even some rude comments regarding my
personal life. The next thing I knew, three
of them had approached me, and were pushing me up
against the wall, mumbling obscenities and
touching me where they had no business touching
me. I had never in my life been exposed to sex of
any kind. It was just something that I took for
granted that I would most likely live without. It
was a sin. It was dirty. Some of the other boys
tried to persuade the three to leave me alone, but
after getting no response, just left, leaving me
alone with the three highly excited young boys.
Without going into detail, what happened after we
were left alone was beyond my control, or
understanding. 1 was raped. 1 was raped emo-
tionally and physically. I was nauseous after the
fact. How could they do this to me? 1 had tried
to set an example for them the entire time I was
there. I had to leave.
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I packed my bags that very night, and left
the house, not knowing where to go, what to do,
but knew that I had to get out. I checked into a
hotel on the other side of Dublin, and stayed
there for the next few days, trying to figure my
1ife out. I felt so dirty. So sinful. And sad,
because I knew there was no going back to the
house, much less back to my position at the orpha-
nage. 1 wanted to contact the nuns, but was fear-
ful of what they would do and say. 1 sat in my
hotel room for three solid days, without leaving
once. After the shock was over, and the realiza-
tion that I had to go on with my life, I began to
feel very lonely. 1 wanted someone to talk to. I
read my bible over and over, but it wasn't enough.
I needed another human being to be with me.

On the fourth day of my "hybernation", 1
walked outside the hotel, got a paper, and began
looking for jobs. There was absolutely nothing I
was qualified to do. I felt totally beaten, and
found myself wandering into a neighborhood pub.
Me, a lady, in a pub, alone, in the middle of the
day. I was desperate. I was approached by a man,
who asked if he could sit with me and if he could
buy me a drink. I was so lonely I jumped at the
chance for some company, so I obliged. This was
the beginning of my life as a "social worker".
With the aid of the alcohol, my tongue began to
loosen, and I told him my life, my thoughts, my
beliefs, and my convictions. We sat, we talked, I
preached, then we went to bed together. While my
soul was in search, my body was in heat.

I continued this lifestyle for some time. In
my head I was a social worker, and found man after
man to preach to, to pray with, and eventually,
after all the praying and keening was done, to
sleep with.

On one particular afternoon I met a man

named Eustace Mulleady who took me to a boarding
house where he was staying. The rest is history.

R73L
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REHEARSAL PROCESS
We began rehearsals of THE HOSTAGE on February 14,

proximately four weeks before performances would
pegin. The first rehearsal was spent simply reading
the script, without using dialects, to become familiar
with the sequence and story of the play. Along with

this reading and throughout following rehearsals Mr. Ilan

guest artist who had actually been born

in Ireland, shared with the company interesting
articles and bits of information on Ireland and the
playwright, Brenden Behan.

All rehearsals took place in the evening, except
on week-ends, while during the day Mr. O0'Connell worked
with each of us on our particular dialect. (I say par-
ticular because even though most of the characters were
Irish and lived in Ireland, we came from different

areas of Ireland; therefore, did not have the same pro-

all words. I must say I found my
was more educated than most, and origi-
western part of Ireland, somewhat

the beginning. But with Mr. O'Connell's

tutoring and the material on dialects he gave to us and

lots and lots of practice, the dialect finally became
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Character conferences also began that first week,
with Mr. Ed Herendeen, the director, who posed
questions about our characters.

Mr. Herendeen began blocking the show the second
night of rehearsal, beginning with Act I. Because of
the size of the cast, some scenes within the act took
some time, but Act I was completely blocked by the end
of the evening. The next night Act 1 was reviewed and
Act II was blocked, and the next night, Act II reviewed
and Act III blocked. For the remainder of that first
week, we worked out problems in the blocking and dif-
ficult patterns of exiting and entering.

On Saturday, February 8, Father Shamis spoke to
the company on Irish History. He stated that the
trouble between the Protestants and Catholics and
England and Ireland really began as far back as 1169.
He accentuated such dates and events as the Battle of
1640, which gave Ireland in charge of its own destiny,
the Battle of the Boin (1699) in which all Irish
defense was crushed, the Penal Laws, the Great Famin
(1845-1849), the Catholic Emancipation Act (1829), the
"Golden Age of Nationalism in Ireland" (1890-1910), the
Easter Rebellion (1916), the Civil War (1923), the
reorganization of the IRA (1950), and the Civil Rights

Movement (1968). His entire talk was quite interesting
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and very relevant to us doing the play, for it is
important that we understand, or at least are
knowledgeable of, the happenings in the lives of the
Irish people which aid in the molding of their actions
and personalities.

That same Saturday afternoon we had our first
complete run-thru of the entire show, with a short
break between each of the three acts.

The next week was concentrated on working the acts
separately, then running them. Mr. Herendeen stressed
that we continue to read the play in its entirety each
night to keep the consistency in our minds while he
worked out the "kinks" in each act by doing them on
separate nights.

The third week was devoted to full run-thrus,
moving onto the stage and working on music each night
before the run began at 8:00. At this time we were
taking only one intermission after the first act, and
compiling the second and third acts into one. At this
time the set was not completed, but we were able to

familiarize ourselves with the floor space and most

importantly, the stairs. Rehearsal props were

completed at this time, so, although it might not have
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been the actual prop used in the performances, the
actors accustomed themselves to at least handling a
semblance of what they would be using. I found that my
prayer book, my bible, was definitely a part of me, and
a part of my strength as a human being; therefore, it
was important that I have a book to carry on, and learn
where and when I put it down and kept it with me.

The final week consisted of dress runs, starting
with an 8:00 curtain. Make-up was not used until the
8th of March, three nights before opening. I discussed
my make-up design with Mr. Herendeen, and it was
decided that my face should appear as round as possible
(which would not be difficult to do) with very thin,
pursed lips. The following dress rehearsals were most
important because of this, using it as a time to
experiment with various techniques. (see Appendix A
for final design).

With each rehearsal, especially once we began
working on the set, the show began to become tighter,
with new relationships appearing that had not become
apparent before. For example, Miss Gilchrist and Pat
began to really enjoy each other, even to become
sexually attracted to one another, which gave both me

and Pat something to work with, as well as Meg, who
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could show her reaction to us as well. New things were
found with each rehearsal which was vital in keeping
the show fresh. It has been said to me that "THE
HOSTAGE is an actors' show - more for the actors doing
the production than for the audience who sees it." I
don't necessarily agree with that totally, but I do
agree that to work on this show is a very good
experience for any actor serious about working in the

theatre.
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PERFORMANCE NOTES
As with JACQUES BREL IS..., the problems which we

approached as we neared performance time were mostly
technical, especially in the area of lighting cues
gynchronizing with exits and entrances.

We opened THE HOSTAGE March 12, with a preview
performance on March 11. As in rehearsal, the show
seemed to grow with each performance, and although the
excitement was great by having an audience to see the
production, I feel the show would be just as fulfilling
without a large audience. It was truly a learning

experience for all, and a very worthwhile project.




JACQUES BREL IS...AND THE HOSTAGE:

A COMPARATIVE ANALYSIS
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A crucial purpose of this study is to compare and
contrast the challenges of two different dramatic forms. To
accomplish this it is necessary to delineate the differences
in form between THE HOSTAGE and JACQUES BREL IS.... JACQUES
BREL IS...would be classified in form as presentational,
while THE HOSTAGE would be classified as representational.
"Realism set out nearly a hundred years ago to create
an 'illusion of reality' on the stage. The theatre was to
show nothing but the unadorned truth; all artifice, all for-
mulas, styles, and interpretations were to be eliminated.
Thus the realists were determined to deal directly with life
itself. A play was to represent a slice of life. In time,
the terms 'representational' and 'representationalism' came
to be applied to realism, and 'presentational' and
'presentationalism' to all techniques, historical or new,
that require the actor to speak directly to the audience or

in any way to remind the audience that it is in a theatre

rather than watching a bit of actual life."30

30George R. Kernodle, Invitation to the Theatre (New York:
Garcourt, Brace and World, Inc., 1967) P.5
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JACQUES BREL IS...is clearly classified under the term
of presentational theatre, being a form of caberet with the
performer playing directly to his audience, breaking down
the illusory fourth wall of traditional theatre. Brenden
Behen wrote into THE HOSTAGE numerous asides to the
audience, which did indeed remind them that they were
sitting in a theatre watching a play, but overall, THE
HOSTAGE would be classified as representational as it does
have a story line and does indeed "represent" life in
Ireland.

Working with these two very different art forms brought
about very different challenges to the two acting assign-
ments. The preparation of each character, the rehearsal
procedures for each show, and the actual performance
experiences all differed within the two productions. Taking
each of these areas separately, the differences and simi-
larities will now be discussed.

PREPARATION OF THE CHARACTER

The basic difference between the two acting assignments
is that BREL involved a collage of characters, not
necessarily related to one another in any way, whereas, in
THE HOSTAGE, Miss Gilchrist was a unified character, singu-
lar in the fact that 1 was that character through the

entirety of the play. With both acting assignments, a great
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deal of initial research was involved, in terms of the fac-
tual history that played a major role in each. It was
important in both that the actors understood what was hap-
pening in France when Brel wrote his songs, and what was and
is going on in Ireland in order for the pieces to become
important to us. Both directors guided the casts through
bits of information relevant to the plays, discussing fac-
tual history, anecdotes, and entertaining ideas of what the
authors might have been trying to say with his particular
piece.

As far as the characterizations of each, less was given
for BREL in the actual script, so a great deal of it had to
come from the interpretations based on research and experi-
mentation. Because so little was "given", the actual
interpretations of the various songs were more pivotal,
allowing the director and cast members to decide for them-
selves within the framework of Brel's material. In THE
HOSTAGE, since it does have a broad story line, one could
draw out of dialogue what the character was about, and where
he/she would go from there. Because of the still prevelant
unrest in Ireland, the show became very personal and rele-
vant to our lives today, therefore we were drawn into the

situation not only from history, but also the present.
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As stated previously, both pieces are directly related
to historical events taking place not only at the time they
were written, but also today. They both deal with life in a
particular environment, and comment on the people within
this life. As an actress working to portray characters in
these pieces, it was very important to understand the
environment the authors were writing about, and to attempt
to analysis the comment that was being made. The point here
is that both dealt with real human ideas and emotions, which
aided in the characterizations by pulling from one's own
ideas and emotions, and intertwining them with the charac-
ters. Through the initial research and preparation, it was
apparent that both dealt with human problems, which were the
basis of the characters.

When Brenden Behen was asked by Eamonn Andrews how he
saw himself in the world, he said: "Whistler, the English
painter, remarked that the world is divided into two
classes: invalids and nurses. I'm a nurse. 1 try to show
the world to a certain extent what's the matter with it."3]
Jacques Brel did much the same thing through his songs.

They all came from his perceptions of life; what was wrong
with it, what was right with it, and how it could be. These
perceptions are the authors' plays, and crucial in the pre-

paration of playing the characters created by these men.

31Sean McCann, The Wit of Brenden Behen (London: Leslie
Frewin Publishers, 1968) p.Z4
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332255551 Process

As stated previously, JACQUES BREL 1S...was treated as
a "collage of characters". We were given our assigned songs
before Christmas vacation and were told to learn the lyrics
and melodies, and to ponder on the characterizations of
each. (Each song was treated as a whole; therefore,
required a complete character and indepth analysis.)
Actually learning the songs themselves posed no great
problems, so the real work did not come until formal rehear-
sal began and we started experimenting with the charac-
terizations. The most difficult of the four songs I sang
was "Timid Frieda". In the beginning I was under the
impression that 1 was Frieda, singing about my life, but
after working with the director, he saw the song as a com-
mentary on Frieda, with me being the Salvation Army worker
who, after preaching against the lifestyle of Frieda, is
drawn into that very lifestyle and leaves Salvation Army
life behind. While the song took place, another company
member took on the role of Frieda, doing a very sensual
dance as the character, off of which I was to play. Because
there was such a major change to take place in my character
and because this change took place in so short a time
period - the song lasted around four minutes - I was almost
overwhelmed with the song, and became very uptight. The

notes I received on the song were for the most part that
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the transitions of my character were unclear and "not big
enough". I felt comfortable with the character of the
galvation Army woman, but quite uncomfortable with the woman
which emerged out of her. I would not allow myself to "let
go" with the sensual movements and attitudes, which was
gimply Dianah Dulany holding back, as opposed to letting the
character take me there. The struggle with this song lasted
throughout the rehearsal period. My tenseness finally
became lessened, and then being able to "have fun" with the
role, the transitions became much more clear and the song
was more focused. Because of the nature of JACQUES BREL IS...
with it being an ensemble piece and having to portray more
than one character, and those characters coming about only
through the lyrics of a song, it was a much greater
challenge to engross myself into those characters, leaving
all my own inhibitions and thoughts behind.

THE HOSTAGE seemed to evolve more steadily through
rehearsals. Discussions were held on every bit of the play,
pondering why it was written, and what Behen was trying to
say. Relationships were formed, and built on gradually.

The only "hold back" I felt in the show was the musical
aspect. Music had to be hand written off of the recording,
then learned by rote. Although the songs in the show may

seem incidental to the plot, they not only added to the
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show, but in Miss Gilchrist's case, were an extension of her
character. The lyrics were the catalyst, as in BREL, to
show the audience different sides of her personality - some
sides that were never really shown outwardly except in song.
Miss Gilchrist experienced a number of transitions
throughout the course of the play, but in the end she was
gtill Miss Gilchrist; changed a bit perhaps of the environ-

ment and the happenings around her, but still the same woman

with the same past. The character was sustained throughout

the play.
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PERFORMANCE NOTES

Because of the pace of BREL, I found the greatest
challenge to be recreating each character as it had been set
in rehearsal, immediately after doing a big, showy number
with the entire company. Sometimes it would take me until
the beginning of the song for the character of the song to
start coming through and overtaking the mood. Although
all the songs had grown through research and experimen-
tation, the length of time required to sustain any given
character was very brief; therefore, it was important that
the actor "become" the character of the song before the song
had even begun.

The actual performing of the show was quite a pleasant
experience. Relating directly to the audience, with them
sitting at dinner tables, sipping wine, you knew when they
were listening, and when they actually heard what you were
trying to say. Because of the cabaret environment that was
created in the theatre, the audience seemed most willing to
accept our actions and emotions. It was a comfortable
surrounding, with the company there to share something with
them - a collage of characters.

The characterization of Miss Gilchrist also brought on
challenges, which mainly centered around the fact that the

character was to be sustained throughout the entire show.
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There had been more "given" for this character, but to take
her through the various transitions that she was to attain,
both emotionally and physically (the demon drink) created
the bigger challenge in performance rather than in preparing
and development of the character.

Miss Gilchrist grew with each performance, forming new
or more complete relationships with characters with whom she
came into contact. I felt she was always learning new
things about herself - why she did the things she did, why
she felt the way she felt. I do believe this is an actor's
show. Having an audience was exciting, but we didn't need
to have an audience in order to delve into the characters,
and for two short hours, be in Dublin, Ireland.

Dealing with two different performance experiences
brought about different challenges. As an actress, you
create a method of handling a role that best suits you, so
basically, the initial introduction to a character will be
simular to that of any other character. Therefore, the
contrasts come in performances, in this case, the sustain-
ment of Miss Gilchrist throughout the entire show in
contrast to the collage of characters played in BREL, having

a very limited "performance time" each.




