
STUDY GUIDE

Paragon Theatre

Academic Access

[image: image1.emf]
SYNOPSIS

The sighting of a rare bird attracts attention to a remote part 

of the Fens. The visiting birdwatchers cannot know what dangers 

lie in the freezing darkness of the marshes.  In an isolated cabin 

live Griffin and Wattmore, gardener friends who once worked at Cambridge University’s Corpus Christi College.  Wattmore has claimed a local Cub pack boy of being Satan’s son, is accused of sexually abusing the head gardener’s young boy, and has now subsequently joined a cult.  Griffin, wholeheartedly believing his friend’s innocence loses his job for speaking out in his defense.   Finding themselves sacked from their jobs and living on the dole, Griffin decides to take in a lodger.  Bolla Fogg, just released from Holloway Prison, schemes with Griffin to write a poem for a local poetry contest in the hopes of winning the 2,000 pound prize and possible salvation from the depths of despair in which this trio is mired. 

JEZ BUTTERWORTH

Jez Butterworth was born in London, England in 1969 and is the 

first writer to debut on the Royal Court Theatre’s main stage since John Osborne’s Look Back in Anger.  Butterworth took the London stage  by storm with the premier of his 1995 play, Mojo. After winning five major theatre awards, including the Olivier and the Evening 

Standard Most Promising Playwright Award for Mojo, Butterworth 

has been paying the bills as a Hollywood script doctor while also 

penning and directing the 2002 Miramax film Birthday Girl starring 

Nicole Kidman. 
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NIGHT HERON

Night herons are medium-sized herons in the genera Nycticorax, which derives from the          Greek   for “night raven” and refers to the largely nocturnal feeding  habits of these birds               and their croaking crow-like call.  In Europe, Night Heron is often used to refer to the Black-crowned Night Heron, since it is the only member of the genus in that continent.

Adults are short-necked and stout and typically have a dark crown and back ,white or                gray body, and short legs. Night herons nest in colonies on platforms of sticks in a                   group of trees, or on the ground in protected locations such as islands or reedbeds. 

Night herons stand still at the water's edge, and wait to ambush prey, mainly at night.               They primarily eat small fish, crustaceans, frogs, aquatic insects, and small mammals.           During the day they rest in trees or bushes.
www.wikipedia.org
THE FENS / FEN DITTON

The British Fens, also known as the Fenland, consist of an area of former wetlands in the      eastern part of England, stretching around the coast of The Wash from Lincolnshire to         Norfolk and reaching into the historic counties of Cambridgeshire, Huntingdonshire,   Lincolnshire, Norfolk, Northamptonshire and Suffolk. These former wetlands consisted            both of alkaline peat fen and silt freshwater and salt marshes,which were virtually all            drained by the end of the nineteenth century.  In 2003, a project was initiated to return              parts of the Fens to their original pre-agricultural state.

Fen Ditton is a village (pop. 747. 2001 census) on the northeast edge of Cambridge in Cambridgeshire, England.  The site has been occupied since at least neolithic times, and           stone tools have been found on the meadows between the village and the river.  The church          of St. Mary The Virgin was built in the twelfth century and survives to this day. Fen Ditton          is often associated with The Bumps, the annual rowing races held on the river alongside the village. This association can be seen in the church's weather vane, which takes the form of a rowing eight, and a service for rowers is held there each year.
www.wikipedia.org
CORPUS CHRISTI COLLEGE

Corpus Christi College or The College of Corpus Christi and the Blessed Virgin Mary)                  is a college of the University of Cambridge. It is notable for being the only college               founded by Cambridge townspeople, having been established in 1352 by theGuilds of           Corpus Christi and the Blessed Virgin Mary. It is the second-smallest college (after       Peterhouse).  Christopher Marlowe is perhaps the college's most-celebrated son, having matriculated to Corpus in 1580. Although little is known about his time there, it is often      believed that it was during his study for his MA that he began his work as a spy.  In recent       years, the college has spearheaded the Northern Ireland Initiative which was set up to       encourage students from Northern Ireland to apply to Cambridge.
www.wikipedia.org
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ICONOSTASIS

In Eastern Christianity an iconostasis is a wall of icons and religious paintings, separating           the nave from the sanctuary in a church. The modern iconostasis evolved from the Byzantine templon (temple) in the fifteenth century.  The Iconostasis is the link between heaven                 (the Holy of Holies) and the nave (The Holy Place). The Icons of Christ and various saints         and feasts are there because they lead us and guide us into heaven. The Icons also are         windows and bridges into heaven.  The Iconostasis represents Christ, who is the connection,       the door, between both realms. The perfect explanation for the Iconostasis, and its uniting     purpose, is seen in Hebrews 10:19-20, "Therefore, brethren, since we have confidence to         enter the sanctuary by the blood of Jesus, by the new and living way which he opened for us through the curtain, that is through his flesh." 
www.wikipedia.org
A FAMILIAR

In early modern English superstition, a familiar spirit or imp is an animal-shaped spirit who   serves for witchery, a demon or other magician-related subjects. Familiars were imagined            to serve their owners as domestic servants, farmhands, spies, and companions, in addition to helping bewitch enemies. These spirits were also said to inspire artists and writers.

Familiars are most common in western European mythology, with some scholars arguing          that familiars were only present in the traditions of Great Britain and France where three categories of familiars were believed to exist.

· The first is a human familiar, found throughout Western Europe. 

· Second are divinatory animals, found in Great Britain and France. 

· Third are maleficent animals, found strictly in England. 
www.wikipedia.org
HOLLOWAY PRISON

Originally constructed by the City of London and opened in 1852 as a mixed prison, Holloway           became all female circa 1902. It was completely rebuilt between 1971-1985 on the same site.

Operational capacity: 478 as of 31st January 2006.

Accommodation: Single rooms with some dormitory accommodation.

The prison’s regime includes both full-time and part-time education, skills training workshops, British Industrial Cleaning Science, gardens and painting. There is a fully integrated resettlement / induction strategy, which identifies individual needs and provides a structured approach for   advice and guidance on such issues as housing, benefits, training and community           volunteering programs. 
www.hmprisonservice.gov.uk
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The Garden
by Andrew Marvell
pub. 1681
How vainly men themselves amaze 
To win the palm, the oak, or bays ; 
And their uncessant labors see 
Crowned from some single herb or tree, 
Whose short and narrow-vergèd shade 
Does prudently their toils upbraid ; 
While all the flowers and trees do close 
To weave the garlands of repose. 

Fair Quiet, have I found thee here, 
And Innocence, thy sister dear! 
Mistaken long, I sought you then 
In busy companies of men : 
Your sacred plants, if here below, 
Only among the plants will grow ; 
Society is all but rude, 
To this delicious solitude. 

No white nor red was ever seen 
So amorous as this lovely green ; 
Fond lovers, cruel as their flame, 
Cut in these trees their mistress' name. 
Little, alas, they know or heed, 
How far these beauties hers exceed! 
Fair trees! wheresoe'er your barks I wound 
No name shall but your own be found. 

When we have run our passion's heat, 
Love hither makes his best retreat : 
The gods who mortal beauty chase, 
Still in a tree did end their race. 
Apollo hunted Daphne so, 
Only that she might laurel grow, 
And Pan did after Syrinx speed, 
Not as a nymph, but for a reed. 

What wondrous life is this I lead! 
Ripe apples drop about my head ; 
The luscious clusters of the vine 
Upon my mouth do crush their wine ; 
The nectarine and curious peach 
Into my hands themselves do reach ; 
Stumbling on melons as I pass, 
Insnared with flowers, I fall on grass. 


Meanwhile the mind, from pleasure less, 
Withdraws into its happiness : 
The mind, that ocean where each kind 
Does straight its own resemblance find ; 
Yet it creates, transcending these, 
Far other worlds, and other seas ; 
Annihilating all that's made 
To a green thought in a green shade. 

Here at the fountain's sliding foot, 
Or at some fruit-tree's mossy root, 
Casting the body's vest aside, 
My soul into the boughs does glide : 
There like a bird it sits and sings, 
Then whets and combs its silver wings ; 
And, till prepared for longer flight, 
Waves in its plumes the various light. 

Such was that happy garden-state, 
While man there walked without a mate : 
After a place so pure and sweet, 
What other help could yet be meet! 
But 'twas beyond a mortal's share 
To wander solitary there : 
Two paradises 'twere in one 
To live in Paradise alone. 

How well the skillful gard'ner drew 
Of flowers and herbs this dial new ; 
Where from above the milder sun 
Does through a fragrant zodiac run ; 
And, as it works, th' industrious bee 
Computes its time as well as we. 
How could such sweet and wholesome hours 
Be reckoned but with herbs and flowers!

Ode to Heaven

By Percy Bysshe Shelley
Pub. 1820
CHORUS OF SPIRITS:

FIRST SPIRIT:
Palace-roof of cloudless nights!
Paradise of golden lights!
Deep, immeasurable, vast,
Which art now, and which wert then
Of the Present and the Past,                                         
Of the eternal Where and When,
Presence-chamber, temple, home,
Ever-canopying dome,
Of acts and ages yet to come!

Glorious shapes have life in thee,                                   
Earth, and all earth's company;
Living globes which ever throng
Thy deep chasms and wildernesses;
And green worlds that glide along;
And swift stars with flashing tresses;                               
And icy moons most cold and bright,
And mighty suns beyond the night,
Atoms of intensest light.

Even thy name is as a god,
Heaven! for thou art the abode                                       
Of that Power which is the glass
Wherein man his nature sees.
Generations as they pass
Worship thee with bended knees.
Their unremaining gods and they                                      
Like a river roll away:
Thou remainest such--alway!--

SECOND SPIRIT:
Thou art but the mind's first chamber,
Round which its young fancies clamber,
Like weak insects in a cave,                                         
Lighted up by stalactites;
But the portal of the grave,
Where a world of new delights
Will make thy best glories seem
But a dim and noonday gleam                                          
From the shadow of a dream!

THIRD SPIRIT:
Peace! the abyss is wreathed with scorn
At your presumption, atom-born!
What is Heaven? and what are ye
Who its brief expanse inherit?                                       
What are suns and spheres which flee
With the instinct of that Spirit
Of which ye are but a part?
Drops which Nature's mighty heart
Drives through thinnest veins! Depart!                               

What is Heaven? a globe of dew,
Filling in the morning new
Some eyed flower whose young leaves waken
On an unimagined world:
Constellated suns unshaken,                                          
Orbits measureless, are furled
In that frail and fading sphere,
With ten millions gathered there,
To tremble, gleam, and disappear.
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