Welcome to this audio introduction to the Old Vic’s production of Future Conditional, written by Tamsin Oglesby and directed by Matthew Warchus.
  
The audio described performance will take place on Friday the 25th of September at 7.30 pm with a touch tour at 6.00 pm. The performance lasts approximately 2 hours and 35 minutes, including a 20 minute interval, and your describers are Alison Clarke and Roz Chalmers. 
  
Please meet in the foyer for the touch tour.  Touch Tours are completely free and last about 20 minutes.  They give you an opportunity to explore the set and handle some of the props. There will also be an opportunity to meet some members of the cast and the production team who bring the play to the stage.  It is essential to book, so please call 020 7981 0981 to reserve your place.  If you’re coming to the tour on your own we can arrange for a member of staff to accompany you.  Please also let the box office know if you'd like to bring your guide dog into the auditorium and we will try to offer an aisle seat if one is available. The Front of House staff will be happy to take care of your dog during the performance if you would prefer. 
  	
At 7.15, fifteen minutes before the performance starts we will repeat an edited version of this introduction live, so that you can listen to it through the headsets in the auditorium.  We will be able to give you an update if there have been any last minute changes to the production, and this will also give you an opportunity to familiarise yourself with the headset controls. 
  
This production at the Old Vic Theatre is in the round. The acting area suggests the grey asphalt of a school playground.  

[bookmark: _GoBack]It’s on two levels, a large slightly raised dull grey circle at floor level and standing in the centre of the circle a square grey platform about 4 metres square and 40 cms high. Coloured lines on the asphalt define the markings of a netball court and football pitch and a neatly drawn hopscotch grid.  During the performance the company add and remove items of furniture to change the location. When not required these are neatly stored in alcoves on the left and right of the acting area. The playground theme is continued in the alcoves, their back walls are also asphalt grey with playground sports markings. Above both alcoves, at a height of about 3 metres are small balconies with black metal railings where two guitarists play.    

There’s a company of 22, all in their twenties and early thirties, most of whom play rowdy schoolchildren at the beginning of the play. Their uniform is a black blazer with the school crest – a shield, quartered, displaying heraldic devices; lions rampant, crossed keys and martlets – an heraldic bird - in black, red and white. Their ties are diagonally striped in red, white and blue.  The boys wear grey trousers and the girls, grey or black pleated skirts.  Some girls have taken liberties, hoisting their skirts to just below their bottoms, while others wear them at knee length.  Some wear black tights or lycra leggings beneath them.  To play the adults in the production they discard the blazers and ties, putting on jackets or outdoor coats and scarves to play Oxford dons, members of an education committee or mums at the school gates.

When we enter and take our seats, the stage is set for the first scene, which takes place in a study in an Oxford college where two dons are interviewing prospective candidates.  A chunky rectangular coffee table stands in the centre. Laid out on the table are a man’s neatly folded tweed jacket, a box of tissues, a folded, nondescript fawn cardigan and a woman’s brown check belted jacket.

To the left of the table, two identical upright chairs stand side by side. A coffee mug stands on the floor between them. The chairs are high-backed with turned wooden legs and ornamental carving along the top edges. They are upholstered in brown leather. There is a neat stack of application forms on the right hand chair. Facing them across the table is a lower chair with wooden arms, also upholstered in brown leather. A water bottle stands on the seat and a black laptop bag leans against the side of the chair. 

The interview panel consists of two professors of English.  One of the taller boys puts on the tweed jacket and steel-rimmed glasses to become Richard, a bulky, curmudgeonly man with short dark hair and deepset brown eyes.

One of the girls puts her shoulder length blonde hair up, securing it in place with a pencil and throws on the fawn cardigan over her white shirt.  She becomes the other professor, Kate, a finely featured young woman with a clear complexion and a delicately pointed chin.  She has an earnest gaze. Kate sips tea from a china cup decorated with pink roses.

They are here to interview Alia, an eighteen year old student.  She’s originally a refugee from Bangladesh, now settled in Britain.  Alia’s straight, coal-black hair reaches to her shoulders.  Her eyes are wide, dark and serious.  She discards her black blazer to wear the brown check jacket over her white shirt and black trousers.  She sits in the chair opposite the dons, composed and self-possessed.  We move back in time to find Alia as a schoolgirl, first in the black blazer, later in a bottle green one with a green and white striped tie.

The interview room is cleared and makes way for a school playground where six mothers congregate to drop off their children.  They shout to their unseen youngsters to rebuke or console them.  Kaye trots in on her high-heeled gold studded black ankle boots.  She’s a scrappy little Fag-ash Lil, her face screwed up in a scowl, her black hair scragged into a high bun.  She wears bright scarlet lipstick and matching nails.  Kaye is dressed in a skintight black micro skirt and red crop top under a fake fur leopard skin jacket.  Her black leggings are slashed at the knee.  She swings a red patent bag and wears a twinkling belly stud.

She’s joined by Suzy, a woman with a pale, tense face and a tight mouth.  Her lank, mousy brown hair is cut in a short bob.  Suzy wears a black puffa coat over a black skirt and black and white trainers and pushes a baby buggy which is completely enveloped in a black raincover, hiding the baby from sight.  She is never without a heavy black bag.

Hettie hurries in, slightly harried, lugging a lunch box festooned with cartoon characters from the film Frozen and a matching scooter. Over her shoulder is a brown leather tote bag.  Hettie’s honey blonde hair is artfully tousled into loose waves around her face.  It’s a pretty face with warm hazel eyes and a sweet smile, but her hands flutter restlessly and her Scottish voice sometimes quivers with emotion.  She wears a good quality navy blue wool coat over her black trousers and white shirt.  Her black trainers have turquoise laces.

Samira joins the group.  She’s a well-rounded woman with shoulder length black hair cut in a heavy fringe.  Her face is heart-shaped with dark eyes and dimpled cheeks.  Samira stands with her hands thrust into the pockets of her green jacket, her big black bag slung over her shoulder.

Sarah breezes in, tall and thin, wearing a black and white poncho over her black lycra leggings. She has short golden blonde hair parted on one side and a narrow face with bright blue eyes and a snappish mouth.  Huge round wooden earrings dangle at her ears. She carries a wicker basket stuffed with envelopes. Sarah is brisk, especially with her husband David, who marches through the playground in his green waxed jacket and grey trousers, to spend some Dad-time with their son.  David’s red-brown hair is cut into a tuft at the front.  He’s got a sullen face with a grumpy mouth, but he finds a smile for at least some of the other mums.

The last mum to arrive is Niamh.  She’s Irish, a little woman with a tired, wan face, her curly blonde hair secured in a high ponytail.  A blue nurse’s overall is visible under her red coat and her shoes are practical black lace-ups. Niamh carries a green satchel and munches a banana to boost her energy levels as she listens to the others. 

As the weeks pass and the weather gets colder, the women add woollen scarves and gloves to their outfits.

The addition of a whiteboard on a wheeled metal frame takes us to a secondary school classroom. Later additions to the classroom are a wooden topped table with metal legs which serves as a desk and a couple of scruffy red plastic metal framed chairs.

This classroom is Mr Crane’s domain.  A Welshman in his fifties, he’s stocky with a long craggy face and brown hair that’s just beginning to thin on top.  He’s neatly dressed in blue chinos, a grey shirt and a blue tie with white polka dots. Crane perches on the edge of his chair or leaps up enthusiastically to record an answer on the whiteboard, coaxing responses from unseen students with an encouraging smile. 

An Education and Equality Commission convenes, their meeting room created by a huge circular white coffee table set in the centre. About a metre and a half in diameter, the white table top is decorated with an abstract design of splashes of red, white and blue radiating from the centre.  Six low moulded plastic chairs: two bright red, two shiny royal blue and two gleaming white are drawn up around the table. An A1 size flip chart on a metal frame bearing the words Education and Equality Commission, hand written in large black letters stands to one side. Smart coffee pots and elegant water jugs stand on the table, along with plates of biscuits

The six members of the Commission, two women and four men, take their places around the table to discuss the contents of a pile of documents. They all wear ID cards on red lanyards around their necks.

Rob chairs the meeting. He’s tall and slim, dressed in a grey suit.  His brown hair is neatly cut, flopping in a fringe over one eye, and his features are sharp.  Rob lounges in his chair, relishing the role of the voice of reason, nodding seriously, his brow furrowed.

Oliver is a small man with a mass of curly brown hair, a broad face and large black-framed glasses. He’s dressed in a pale grey woollen jacket, grey trousers, white shirt and orange tie. Oliver frequently bestows a wide white-toothed smile on his colleagues, but it is too brief to be considered sincere and his eyes flick from one to the other, gauging their reactions.

The mathematician of the group is Ed.  He’s over six foot tall and more than a little overweight, overflowing the little plastic chair.  He sits uncomfortably, his hands clasped in his lap, shoulders rounded, his knees collapsed together like a toddler’s.  Ed has an expression of permanent bemusement on his chubby face, his brows downturned anxiously as he offers statistics in an apologetic voice.  He wears a dark blue wool jacket and black trousers. 

The last of the men is a Scot, Bill, a man with the demeanour of a pitbull.  He has dark threatening brows set in a small, pale face with a mouth that is often lifted at one corner in a sneer.  Bill’s whippet-thin, dressed a light grey suit.  He takes the jacket off and rolls up the sleeves of his open-necked white shirt as he confronts the others.

The women are no less combative.  Meg is black, curvaceous, with her shoulder length hair softly waved and tinted in streaks of auburn. Her face is a perfect oval with dark sympathetic eyes.   She wears a scarlet tailored jacket with her black skirt and galvanises the others by writing ideas on the flip chart.  As time passes she changes her jacket for one in mint-green.  Meg has a jolly approach, bringing home-made biscuits to smooth the way.

Anna has a Middle Eastern appearance, with elegantly curved brows, large eyes and a delicately-featured face.  Her black hair is tied in a ponytail.  She is slender and moves with quiet grace. Anna has a white jacket piped with black, worn with a silky black pleated skirt and black pumps. At other times she wears a royal blue twinset or a pink jumper.  She sits, evaluating the others’ comments, her face rarely betraying her feelings.

At times we will also go to a coffee shop, favoured by concerned mothers wanting to chat. Here two high backed wooden bar stools are drawn up to high pedestal table with a small round top, 

Finally there are two musicians who play electric and acoustic guitars on the balconies.  Both wear the black school uniform with its red, white and blue tie.  The boy, on the left, has black hair slicked up into a quiff and a round face with a touch of designer stubble.  The girl has a finely sculpted face and blonde hair chopped into a short fluffy style.  

Cast and production credits

The teacher, Crane, is played by Rob Brydon
The student Alia is played by Nikki Patel
The Oxford dons are Richard, played by Sam Jenkins-Shaw and Kate, played Alex Clatworthy

The mothers are:
Hettie, played by Lucy Briggs-Owen, Suzy played by Natalie Klamar, Kaye, played by Amy Dawson, Sarah played by Peta Cornish, Samira played by Sukh Ojla and Niamh played by Carla Langley.  Sarah’s husband, David, is played by Matthew Aubrey

The members of the Education and Equality Commission are:
Meg, played by Sandra Reid, Rob, played by Ben Lloyd-Hughes, Oliver played by Joshua McGuire, Anna, played by Sofia Stuart, Bill played by Brian Vernel and Ed played by Louis Martin

The ensemble is: Louisa Beadel, Natasha Cottriall, Jennifer English, Howard Perret and Eleanor Sutton

Tamsin Oglesby - Writer
Matthew Warchus =Director
Rob Howell Design
Hugh Vanstone - Lighting
Christopher Nightingale - Music
Simon Baker -Sound




Our next audio described performance will be The Hairy Ape.
A classic expressionist masterpiece by Nobel prize-winner Eugene O’Neill, The Hairy Ape tells the story of Yank, played by Bertie Carvel, a labourer who revels in his status as the strongest stoker on a transatlantic ocean liner. But when Yank is called a ‘filthy beast’ by the overbred daughter of a steel merchant, he experiences an awakening of consciousness that leads him on a journey through the wealthy neighbourhoods and disenfranchised underbelly of New York society. Searching for a way to belong, Yank is forced to confront primal questions about his true place in the world. 
The Hairy Ape will be audio described on Tuesday 10 th November at 7.30pm, with a touch tour at 6pm
















2

