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STATEMENT OF INTENTION

The statement of intention is a descriptive commentary on the various decisions made

in relation to the development of the piece: content, form, style, purpose and audience.

Inspired by photos of New York, I have incorporated scenes synonymous with winter into this
piece. Repetition of such scenes throughout the story highlights this inspiration. The purpose
was to create an imaginary character and context which subsequently creates a fictional world
for the character in a non-ficiional city. The piece is aimed at those who would read fictional
stories published in a magazine, or shori-story and anthology readers, where the story’s main
objective is to entertain and delight.




WINTER IN NEW YORK

As 1 stepped out of the taxi, smoke rose, probably from ashes below the pavement, out a grate
in the sidewalk. My hands pulled the belt on my overcoat tighter in a natural, unconscious
movement to escape the cold - December in New York. The sound of my shoe heels on the
ground were muffled against the rain hitting the concrets. I made my way into the apartment
building on the corner of 42nd and Sth.

From a penthouse apartment so much can be observed. Now, fecling warmer than before, 1
stood at a window facing the street; my hands cradling, squeezing a mug of steaming hot
chocolate. Below, hundreds of people were busy, scampering through the streets; the cold not
hindering (hem. In frcf, with Chrisimas fime adding vigour, the cily is cven fnore afive. As [
took my last sip of cocoa, the city’s sireet lamps came on, like a thousand tiny moons, to light
up the world,

White. A blanket of purity covered the sireets the next morning as I perched myself in the
same position at the window. Already there were people shovelling snow and scooting around
as if they had never even been to bed. Clothed in scarves, coats and hats, they seemed
powered by remote control. I tumed away from watching those below and it the fire to warm
my apartment vp. Mid-morning and the city was as dark as if it was midnight. Despite the
radio weather-man telling ine that today’s top temperature would be -5°, I felt cheerful. Soom, |
would feel the warmth of the fire and lights at his place. He had invited other muiual friends
and me over for eggnog - an American Christmas tradition.

As T left my apartment, my hands tightened the belt on my coat and smoke rose from under a
grate in the sidewalk. An unconscious routine. Guiside, a litile of the snow had melied and lefi
dirty stush where feet had recenily trod. 1 hailed a taxi.

“Cold enough for ya, ma’m?”

“Yes.”

“Where t0?”

“Delaware and Third.”




After moving here two years ago, I realised that you shouldn’t be friendly to people you don™t
know, including taxi drivers. I soon discovered that no one else cares about you - you're just

another citizen on the census list; just another hasty person on the sidewalk in Winter.

The cab pulled up at the lights beside Central Park. Tt was just like a big kindergarten - there
were children playing with whatever snow was left and ice-skating on frozen lakes. Everywhere,
creatures in layers of pullovers in necessarily oversized jackets ran in various directions, just
happy to be alive. I was amazed that the -5° temperature didn’t seem to affect them, children
being the most susceptible to the cold. I guess it is because they are so active. As the taxi
drove off, I stared back at the park until it was out of sight.

As 1 stepped out of the taxi on Third Avenue, there was no steam to rise from a grate in the
sidewalk and I didn’t need to tighten my coat - I was warm enough. Yet as I walked down the
sireet towards his apartment, T was struck by the bareness of the city. The leaves on the trees
had gone and there was a chilling stillness. While there was still the bustle on this side of town,
I had never noticed, or made myself aware of, the emptiness of landscape that winier in New

York creates.

His smile as he opened his door was enough to warm my heart and the world. And even with
its marbled floor, the apartment felt warm - possibly with his Christmas tree lights and open
crackling fire. With an eggnog in my hands, I stood at his window, overlooking the harbour.
On the docks, tug boats, trawlers, yachis and ferries came and went. The breeze coming off
the water would have been unbearable, yet it didn’t seem to faze the multitude of dwarf-like
people scurrying about on the docks. As I finished my last sip, the lights along the Brooklyn
Bridge appeared and reflecied off the water’s surface in a stunning array of rainbow lights. It
was Christmas in New York.

Soon the apartment was warmed with the body heat of other couples: we all sat around the fire

facing the window, drinking our eggnog. I realised that, despite a below zero -temperature
reading, a fire inside people, little or big, everywhere will keep us warm.
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The statement of intention is a descriptive commentary on the various decisions made

in relation to the development of the piece: content, form, style, purpose and audience.

T have incorporated memories from my childhood into a personal piece about a gift given to me
by my grandfather as a child, thus creating an original piece of writing, titled ‘The Gift'.
Thronghout the piece, the voice is a personal one. The piece is aimed at readers of memoirs.
The purpose of sach a personal and autobiographical account is to reflect on a personal

experience. I have experimented with time, the past, and its relevance to events related to the

story.

STATEMENT OF INTENTION




THE GIFT

. . . she pictured to herself how this same little sister of hers would, in the gftertime, be herself
a grown woman; and how she would keep, through all her riper years, the simple and loving

heart of her childhood; perhaps with the dream of Wonderland of long ago.

He had been away for two weeks. It was the longest business trip that Poppa had ever been on.
I remember 1 kept thinking, ‘just three more days and he’ll be home.” What could England
possibly have that would keep my Grandfather amused for alf that time? Not that I really cared
much. I was just six years old and I was really only waiting for the presents that T knew he
would retarn with. T didn’t even know what he did that took him overseas so ofien, but I knew
that I Iiked his job because I liked his return from his trips.

The three days went slowly and I thought he would never retum. Then, I remember at exactly
3 PM on a Wednesday afternoon, came the usual three knocks Poppa gives at the front door. I
was sitting in the den watching television and I jumped and ran down stairs to the front door. 1
threw the door open, disobeying my mother’s request to not open the door to anyone unless I
ask them who it is first. But I knew it would be Poppa. I stood shaking, intimidated by his

domineering presence. I siood below; the towering man took up most of the door-way.

“Poppa,” my high-pitched litile voice must have pierced his ear as he bent down and lified me
up onto his hip.

“How's my litfle Princess?”

I often imagined myself as a princess. Poppa so ofien called me his princess that T wondered
what it would be like. We had a tower in our house with stairs leading up from just outside my
room to a small room up high with window seats which looked out over the rver and city. I

used to pretend that I was a princess in this tower.
While my mother sat talking to Poppa in the kitchen about his trip, I was just itching to get a

look at my presents. Poppa, sensing my anxiety, went over to his bags. Selfishly, I grabbed the
parcels in his hands and began to nnwrap quickly. A jumper, a dress, a pen-set, a porcelain
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doll, a China-figurine, a pair of black patent leather shoes. Then, afier thinking that that was
all, I saw the solid square parcel neatly wrapped in the brown paper.

The book, Poppa said, was from an old book store he had found while he was walking through
cobble-stoned streets of Wales on one of his days off. It was the thickest book I'd ever seen
and it was too heavy for me to carry or hold on my own. Tt had a green hard-backed cover
with brownish marks swirled through the green. In the middie of the green was a picture of the
White Rabbit from Alice in Wonderland and just above his ears read “The Complete Dlustrated
Works of Lewis Carroll, with all 276 original drawings.’

“Thank-you scooco much Poppa! Ilove it! Ilove them all!” My high-pitched voice ran out
again as I threw myself at the enormous man. He genily gave my forehead a kiss and told me
that I was more than welcome. I was, after all, his favourite grandchild and a princess.
Struggling to carry the book, I stumbled back up the stairs and up into the tower. She went in
without Imocking, and hurried up the stairs, in great fear lest she should meet the real Mary
Ann, and be turned out of the house before she had found the fan and gloves. Once there, 1
was completely out of breath and my muscles hurt from catrying Mr. Carroll. I placed the
book on the window seat as I climbed up next to it. I can still remember the strength I needed
for that book. Getting it to go from the seat next to me up onto my lap was a struggle in itself!
My little legs could not touch the ground as they dangled from the window seat in the tower. I
really was a princess now - in my tower on my seat overlooking the world with a real big,

grown-up book in my lap given to me by the man who crowned me as a princess.

The book sat in my lap and my eyes read the stories, skipping the big words and concentrating
mainly on the pichures of bizarre furry animals or ugly fat humans. ‘and what is the use of a
book,’ thought Alice, *without pictures or conversations?’ Mr. Carrolll and his stories would
stay in the tower and each day I would retum o my duties as a princess in the tower and read
my book while watching the world. I knew that nothing could harm me while I was here
because I had the security of my book, my tower, my world and the knowledge that my
inspirational grandfather was there with me.

- and yet - it’s rather curious, you know, this sort of life! I do wonder what can have
happened to me! When I used io read fairytales, I fancied that kind of thing never happened,

and now here I am in the middle of one!
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Afier about a year, though, I grew tired of Mr. Carroll after Poppa had retumed with new
things from another business trip to Hong Kong. It's funny how I seemed to block out the
whole year I spent absorbed in the beautiful green book gift which had such sentimental value
to it and which I had fascinated myself with day in and day out. But then,’ thought Alice,
‘shall I never get any older that I am now?’ Tn that time, I had, one way or another, read all of
his stories and poems and eventually the big green book made it’s way down from the tower
- and into a self in the den. 1 remember that I didn’t have too much trouble in getting it down the

second time!

From then on, the big green book with the brownish marks spent most of its lonely days on a
shelf in the den rather than on the seat or in my lap. T was only just yesterday that Poppa
returned home from his last business frip to the States. The presents, this time, were more
along the fines of cosmetics and clothing than the appropriate childish items I used to receive.
But, it made me think of the most precious gift that T had ever received from Poppa over his
fifteen years of business fravelling. Ireached up to the a top shelf in the den to bring down the
green book which wasn’t heavy at all any more. I blew off the dust and saw the face of the
White Rabbit that I was fascinated by ten years ago. I took the book up to the tower to be a

princess again.

Thus grew the tale of Wonderiand:
Thus slowly, one by one,
Its quaint events were hammered out -
And now the tale is done,
And home we steer, a merry crew
Beneath the setting sun.

Alice! a childish story take,
And with a gentle hand
Lay it where Childhood’s dreams are twined
In Memory's mystic band,
Like pilgrim’s wither 'd wreath of flowers
Plucl’d in a far-off land.
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STATEMENT OF INTENTION

The statement of intention is a descriptive commentary on the various decisions made

in relation to the development of the piece: content, form, style, purpose and audience.

Afier seeing the play, I wanted to review Miss Bosnia exactly as I felt it should have been. 1
was disappointed with the performance as I thought that the religious and cultural connotations
displayed were uncalled for and imelevant. The review explains the stage craft and the
director’s motives for the play, and tells the reader, not only the plot of the play, but also gives
my criticisms. The purpose of the review is to inform and convey a critical appraisal to an
audience, possibly, of “theaire-goers” or readers of the Gresn Guide and/or aris and theatre

magazines.




Review: Migg Bognia

The news of 1993 reported that there actually was a beauty contest held hoping to boost the
moi:ale of the women in the shattered city of Sarajevo, Bosnia Hertzegovena. That is one of
the few realities of the play. The dropping of bombs and the sound of constant gun fire
punctuating the scenes, gives the only other real aspect to Louis Nowra’s Miss Bosnia.
Nowra’s rendition of a beauty contest in war-torn Sarajevo is no Iess than far-fetched. “This is

a comedy that emanates from out of the buman condition, from out of human situations.™

The beaufy pageant, consisting of six contestants, takes place back stage of an old theatre.
However, none of the characters are entered purely for morale boosting, as intended. Instead,
first prize in the contest is 2 seat on the last UN convoy out of Sarajevo. Knowing this, there is
plenty of bitching between the women, who all have altruistic motives for being in the contest
and respective reasons for fleeing the country. “In a wider sense, Miss Bosnia is about all wars

and how we continue to wags them instead of learning the lessons of futility and tragedy.™

Nowra's group of contestants include a conspiring dentist (Jane Borghesi), a self-centred fai
woman with blonde, curdy hair (Deborah Robertson), a self-conscious Muslim (Kirsty
Andruszko), a cx-Bospian soldier in drag (Peter O’Brien), an entertaining zoo-keeper's
daughier (Kaarin Fairfax) and a sniper who used to play the ‘cello (Nickd Wendt). All of the

confestants are organised by a conniving Genevieve Picot, who plays the former Miss
Yugosiavia, Mira.

Picot was impressive in her manipulative role, showing her change of emotions through the
three different wigs we ses her wearing during the course of the play. Blonde, dark brown and
auburn hair colours represent the stapes of Mira’s escalating emotions and motives. There is,
however, a sense of reality evident in some of the characters. Picot and Wendt, Borghesi,
Andruszko and even Gallacher where his part as the army general is somewhat believable, unitil
he falls in love with the transvestite (O'Brien). Their love scene in the toilets was (though the

! “Comedy danger zone” (source: undated)
% “Mister Bosnia” (The Herald Sun, April 11th 1996)
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audience didn’t see the whole scene) ridiculous and uncalled for, and it was at this point that the

play really fell apart.

During the preparation for and during the contest, direcior Nadia Tass has added “slapstick”,
vaudeville style comedy, inappropriate for the time and seliing. “Nadia Tass hag cleasly not
decided whether to direct the play as a siraight drama or over-the-top farce.”™ Most of the
langhs the lines of the play cast are in bad faste and many are degrading to women. These
come mainly from the mouth of the conventional army general (Frank Gallacher) who has the
task of judging the competition, neediess to say with a biased opinion.

To a Bosnian audience, they wouldn’f be ready io laugh at a comedy based on the political and
civil corruption of their country. “Wartime destruction breeds raw nerves that last for a long
time. In order to work, a play centring on war, sicge and stressful human emotions needs
careful handling, To laugh inanely at tragedy can alienate an audience.™

The setting of the play was backstage of an old theatre, the focus of the sefs in the black comer
of the stage’s centre. Sels were simple with minimal props, designed by Tony Tripp.
Costumes by Phillip Judd were appropriate for the setting and time -~ unfortunately, the lines
and language of Nowra’s script is not.

When ! saw the play on Wednesday 15th May, 1 noticed a group of profesters at the entrance o
the Arts Cenire. 1 ignored them, thinking “how bad can a play be to protest it?” Avoiding
their petitions and pamphlets, T hurried in to enjoy the play. Three hours later and totally
disgusted, T walked straight out to the demonsirators and signed their petition. After all, would
we laugh if the Bosnians performed a black comedy about a controversial Australian issue?

i “Bosnia misses point of it all” (The Age, May 2nd 1996)
4 “RBasnia misses point of it all” (The Age, May 2nd 1996)
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