Stage Format – Sample Script Crew 140


Playwriting
With the Playwriting format, all text is single spaced.  There are still two paragraph returns (hit enter twice) after each element.  And, because we’ve added the visual element to the medium, we also add the visual to our description.  Part of that visual element includes, naturally, movement, props designed to be seen, and the description of stage setting as well as a description of the lighting. 
In this format – notice how you could work within a format. Just save your own copy of this under your own title, and leave this document as your source (in case something happens to the original)
As you look through it, you’ll see that it has all the formats needed by Stage.  So, using your copy just replace what I wrote, and place your own dialogue in the dialogue section, your own character’s name in the Character Name position, and so on.
You’ll continue to ask the same questions of this format as you did of Radio Drama:  
What are the sounds?  
Who are the characters?  
What do they look like?  
What are a few characteristics of the character you’ve created?  
You’ll continue, of course, your focus on dialogue;  the stage play hinges, in many ways, on what happens in dialogue. 
 Even where there’s no speech, there is the dialogue of movement.  As an example: imagine a person all alone on stage;  another person enters.  The first character sees the new arrival and stalks off the stage.  Elated,  the new character dances.  A story told in dialogue – this time in the dialogue of movement.  
You’ll discover that not only what characters say to each other, but also what they don’t say to each other is vital.  This paragraph has been written in the Action/Stage description format.  Let’s see what happens when we move to dialogue in this format.

Instructor:
Now, that we’re using dialogue and exploring stage movement,  so imagine me pacing around.  Perhaps in a forest grove?  A Coastal BC winter; lots of rain – but tree cover so dense that hardly a drop reaches me.  


Notice what a few simple words will do – suddenly, here you are in this forest grove – on Salt Spring Island.  Listening. 


 If you sample the format; the free software that I mention, you’ll be able to do this.  However, the keystrokes, looking after writing and at the same time remembering to save frequently and back up are only details – the writing comes first.  There’s no easy answer to your questions about format except to explore.  Begin – and once you begin, suddenly, things that were odd now seem familiar.

Student:
Any hints about this initial phase?

Instructor:
This may seem a bit unorthodox – but why not start with pen or pencil and paper?  Jot down your ideas, rapidly as they occur.  What do you see?  What do you hear? Who are your characters?  What’s their situation?

Student:
Okay, I’ve gone away and magically done that.  To you it seems I’ve only been gone a second or two.  However, because I’m a student I can transcend time and space.  So, I went online and read  – but how to begin writing the play on the page?

Instructor:
Look at a Stageplay or two.  I’ve included the opening pages of a version of a co-written play, presented by The Santa Monica Playhouse.
End of Introduction
Now, The Sample Play.
ACT 1 
Scene 1
…answers to unmailed letters…
By
William Gough & Peter Manning Robinson & Evelyn Rudie and Chris DeCarlo
The house lights are up.  As the audience enters, they will notice a Steinway grand piano juxtaposed with a small sandbox connected by a seven-foot jungle gym.  

They may also notice ERIC, under the piano, meditating.  He is in his 'cage' - his hole in the jungle.  

Throughout the production he will return to it  -  as a 

nest, a bunker and a bomb shelter - amongst other 

things.   
MICHAEL enters from House Left.  He greets a few members of the audience with a word or a smile, steps onto the stage and makes a small bow, crosses to the piano and begins to get the 'feel' of the instrument by placing his hands on it.  He strokes the top, sits for a moment, his hands loosely placed upon the keys.  

Sensing that something is wrong, he begins to circle the piano.  
As he completes the circuit, he feels ERIC'S presence.  He looks down as, simultaneously, ERIC looks up.  Their eyes meet.  Bemused, MICHAEL crosses back to the piano, where he quickly sits and begins to play.   

The house-lights fade as a special isolates MICHAEL  and the piano.

As MICHAEL continues to play, ERIC begins to unfold.  In ultra-slow-motion, he spreads his hands, feeling the vibrations of the ground.  He smooths his hands over his face, then  holds his ears against the onslaught of musical notes as the music swells.  He stretches out his arms, pulls his feet towards him and carefully removes his shoes and socks. He then rolls onto his side, curled up, asleep in his jungle.

When the music nears completion, ERIC rolls onto his back, his feet resting against the underside of the piano.  He stretches out, as if preparing to write a letter.
 ERIC (while the music plays)  I've learned to write letters in the dark.  If my pen scratches too loud, they'll mail you a page with my brains all over it.
MICHAEL: I can't write you in daylight, because I see my hands.  I can't write in daylight because I don't know what to do with my hands when they aren't playing the piano.

 ERIC: (chanting with Michael) This is a letter...

MICHAEL:  This is a letter...

ERIC: From me.

MICHAEL: From me.   

When MICHAEL finishes,  ERIC rolls out from under the piano.  

The music brings him into another time and place,
 ERIC:  In the Belly of the Beast, Three-hundred twenty-four infant men are carried full term to the Riverworld, the sweat-bath sauna Riverworld…are birthed into the River, blessed by the Holy Delta…break water into the fish-eye-soup…are stung with mosquito fingers, open their blind mouths to cry "Incoming!"

Unsure of himself, ERIC retreats into the sandbox to safety.
MICHAEL: They made bed sheets from music sheets and wrapped me up in paper like a pub fish. A fish that could only swim down stream. Streams in music float me, lift me & let my buckled arms play Ring around the Rosie.  All fall down in music.
ERIC: A line from a letter whispers, "The baby is fine.  I miss you like hell. Stay well.  For me." 

Games for the brand new infantmen, Hide and seek in the tangles, Glass eyes search the darkness

He crouches to escape the danger, but the music brings his attention to the river, where his first experience with death awaits.  
…… Omitted Text
Eric clicks off the reading light, and leaves stage towards a blinking Red Light..
FINAL CURTAIN

