#4 advanced – Dramatic Talk (Program: “Speaking for Entertainment”)  

	Objectives:
- Develop an entertaining dramatic talk about an experience or incident, or give a dramatic reading.
- Include vivid imagery, characters and dialogue.
- Deliver the talk in an interpretative manner.

Guidelines to speaker:
”Dramatic speaking should be clearly distinguished from ACTING. A dramatic speaker is an INTERPRETER of the material. He always keeps a certain distance from the situation being described, while still allowing emotions and movements to be SUGGESTED rather than DEMONSTRATED"
"Your goal is to have the audience respond to the emotional impact of the material, rather than to you as the speaker".


Age Crisis

“The Age Crisis is a former problem in physics which incorrectly posited that certain stars must actually be older than the universe itself” 

 /wikipedia/

Ladies & Gentlemen, 

Do you believe that men, unlike women, practically all of us, are polygamous in their nature? As far as I’ve heard, this thesis is strongly supported by recent research in masculine physiology and psychology.

If it is really so… can women be sure about their spouses’ complete devotion to them?   I hope, you haven’t ever bothered to ask yourselves questions like these. 

Neither did Daddy…until…

Amazingly…the less you care about something the sooner this something is going to come and remind you of itself and, as one has to learn it, with the full of its insistence.  

I think I shall not waste our precious time on extensive introductions while I’m supposed to tell you a story …  

‘Sorry, this number does not exist or you have dialled a wrong number’…

Daddy just couldn’t believe nor even perceive the meaning of that phrase growing the evermore dispiriting the longer he tried, again and again, to dial on

The number used to belong to a lovely woman Daddy got acquainted with through the Internet, and fell completely in love. 

Nearly ideal husband, father and grandfather, in his early sixties, Daddy still couldn’t help falling in love from time to time for, you see, neither your chronological age nor your marital status would count as a cogent argument to deny the call of your cautiously hidden but essentially vital polygamous nature. 

He saw her photos and read her sketchy profile among dozens such profiles by the female Muscovites aged from 35 to 40 who happened to stay online that cheerless, rainy, night which have come practically normal for our latitudes, in early July.

By that moment, Daddy had got behind him about three months full of strong, bright, emotions he had not experienced for an awfully long time, if ever. 

He would have probably kept living his life of practically ideal husband, father and grandfather, if one day, in his e-mail box, he had not clicked the invitation to register on (the “loveplanet.ru”,) a dating site, inhabited by over 6 millions of men and women searching for… 

To put it frankly, not so many of them, just like Daddy himself, could distinctly define what they were searching for on that virtual planet … 

Was it a mere curiosity, a slip-up… or the hand of God gave a hitch at his computer’s mouse? It didn’t matter anymore. Which did really matter was that since then he dedicated much of his time to virtual talks with unknown ladies, and it filled his flesh and blood with so much excitement! 

He got readily used to wasting his every spare hour diving into that second life of his, where emotions were clear and sharp, which the reality, overcharged with all those things you have to cope with in your everyday life, would just not able to offer. 

Isn’t it really a wonder? Millions of strangers find each other, in different parts of the world, and talk nearly all night through without even the need to leave their homes, feeling safe and self-confident, protected by their usual environments against all those phobias they may experience in real communication. 

That was exactly the case that night (1st of July, 2007) with that very lady whose phone number, all of a sudden, came to no longer exist for him. 

She had a simple and lovely nickname – Daisy, and she appeared on the list of rare visitors of his web-page at 11 p.m.       

“Come in, please”, he wrote…

“Where to?”, wondered she

· You’ve already came in, Ms! Please, take that armchair close to the fire. This rainy night… you know..  it makes me regret that global warming is not more than a fancy of (other) geoscientists. Tee, coffee? Which would you prefer?
· Wow! May have some green tee with lemon? Is it possible?
· No problem, Ms… Here you are… 
What has brought you to this corner of the globe tonight? 
What do you do? 
I’m eager to learn as much about you as you find acceptable to trust to a stranger… I hope, you are not hurrying off… 

She said that she worked for a jewellery wholesale company and added suddenly:

· Actually, I don’t like this date…it reminds me one sorrowful event…

· Wouldn’t you want to speak your heart out? 
I dare to suggest, you’ll hardily find more compassion from anyone else, tonight.

· Oh, it’s really kind of you, thank you! … but I do not need a confessor,… I hope…          

Daddy wanted to cheer-up her lovely guest. But he knew that plainly telling her a joke would not help, and chose to change the subject. He made a compliment regarding her photos. Then they discussed their hobbies, music styles, cuisines, trips to foreign countries and plenty of other things that make people forget about their problems and troubles, …at least for a while…

Their second night was especially remarkable for it was then that they felt if not falling in love but, at least, a strong sense of mutual sympathy – both tender and thrilling. 

It was that very night when, saying goodbye, instead of usual smiling face, she left a tiny heart in their dialog window… And he stared at this unnaturally red droplet, pulsing rhythmically, then, absently, moved the pointer onto that quite unexpected emoticon and read: “In love”. 
And it made his own heart stop beating for an instant, and then go boom furiously… and Daddy was absolutely helpless to cope with it till nearly the dawn …  

Several weeks had passed before Daddy could find the heart to dare and invite her for a chat in, so to say, 3D space. It was not really an easy thing to do, for the impressions of his first engagement associated with that website were still too vivid in his memory…

That was a married young lady of whose charming appearance he could judge by just one single photo uploaded to her page. She was supposed to be pretty experienced in extramarital affairs ‘cause (during one of their very fist website sessions) she declared that she had a lover. Daddy took this confession as a clear hint…. and got exaggeratedly impatient. 

It was herself who arranged their first and, actually, their last appointment that took place in a meeting room of the recruitment agency she worked for. 

I do not claim, at all, to disclose a secret you wouldn’t know saying that a man (unless he has completely forgotten he used to be a one) tends to loose self-confidence without acknowledgement of his specifically masculine merits by at least one female creature (apart from his wife) he finds sufficiently young and pretty. You may ask me why. I don’t know… maybe because you don’t value too much what you’ve got to take for granted.  

To say that Daddy was mortally nervous looking forward to that adventure   means to say absolutely nothing. Heading his way towards the point she indicated on the city map, he had a feeling as if he’d got to make his still rather slim and strong, yet chronologically old, body evaluated in a second-hand store.  

As one might easily predict, real life did not stand, at all, comparison with its virtual representation. That young woman was not half the lady he had spent with, in his mind’s eye, most beautiful hours that gave the start to his revival. 

That was a revival, indeed,… and not only emotional one. Even his manner of driving, which Daddy (not without astonishment ) occasionally discovered, had changed drastically.

Wherever he was he couldn’t help sinning to himself (after Kate Melua,): ‘this is the closest thing to crazy I have ever been, feeling 22, acting 17…’ 
And...you won’t believe (neither would I, if had not seen it with my own eyes) but… the bold spot on the crown of his head had grown substantially smaller.  

When they met, Daddy tried honestly, but failed, to associate that office woman sitting in front of him, twiddling nervously her fingers, with her image he created in his mind. Their conversation dragged emptily along for a quarter of an hour and they realised, not without regret (or may be relief), that they had not met each other’s sweetest expectations.

Did reality take revenge on them for their unexpected and, therefore, especially bitter infidelity… for their love affair with that upstart? …that shadow of hers …who had an ugly name “virtuality” and who was rapidly gaining recognition and fame, she had never deserved, among all over the people, all around the world… 

So, bearing in mind that discouraging experience of his it comes absolutely clear why Daddy’s first attempt to invite Daisy to waste an hour or two in a café or some park demanded so much resolution from his part. And her fast and positive response came a happy surprise to him... 

PART II
Leaving apart the details we have no eligibility to discuss publicly, Daisy met completely Daddy’s expectations. What a joy it was – walking, hand in hand, along the narrow back lanes of the National Exhibition Centre and sitting under an old apple-tree (he might have climbed up when he was just a schoolboy)! Holding her in his arms, feeling the fresh smell of her hair, watching the skies reflected in the lakes of her shining eyes and listening to the couple of their hearts, dancing and jumping synchronously, maid him nearly faint of excitement.

And then…all of a sudden…why?!!! 
Why does she never answer his phone calls and short messages? Why does she seem to never notice his presence on the website?

Again and again, he recalled to his mind their small talks trying to spot out the crucial point that he failed to sense and fix in time. Some minor detail he had not paid attention to, some of his phrases that she might, for god knows what reason, find cruel or violent… 

To bring ourselves to the point of justifying, i. e. understanding Daisy’s reasons to treat Daddy that way, we have, whatever heartless it may seem…we have to leave Daddy face to face with his loneliness and despair for a substantially long wile and dive a bit down into the basics of gender related psychoanalysis. It sounds so much scientific but is fairly easy to perceive. 

The matter is that women, in their overwhelming majority, are essentially pragmatic. Woman barely pretends to look romantic, to have a better chance of winning the lottery where the prize is man’s hand and heart with their much more expedient annexes like his purse, his home, position in society. And Daisy, from the very start, did pretty well know what she was searching for on that virtual love-planet, and not only there. 

It is not a secret at all that, unlike Europe where 35 is considered to be the most advantageous age to give birth to your first baby, in Russia women of slightly over 40 normally think that the upper limit of their fertility term has practically exceeded. So, Daisy in her 38 did honestly believe it was her last chance to get pregnant… 
but it would cost Daddy his heart eaten all out before, several weeks passed slowly by, and he made out that he just happened to run behind some of his more persistent and, therefore, luckier competitors. 
You would probably find rather strange and even disgusting the technique Daddy resorted to in order to obtain the information he needed so vitally much. But I found it worth being expounded here since it is pretty effective and can serve a vivid example of advantages you may enjoy using virtual means of communication, like Internet.
Have you, for instance… have you ever felt jealousy for yourselves? You’ll hardly have this opportunity in real life… unless you are not all completely there.

Following Daddy’s method you will be able to experience it with an astonishing ease. The only thing you’ll have to do is to register a new page on the website where you communicate with your sweetheart, upload someone’s photo and start flirting with her on his behalf. Then see what happens…
That was exactly what Daddy did when he gave up, in despair, all tempts to get any response from Daisy. 

Obviously, Daddy’s virtual rival was just bound to seem a bit ugly. Otherwise she could easily recognize Daddy by his perfect style and politeness she got used to.

And…what a bitterness and humiliation he felt when he discovered that she preferred that ugly virtual creature of his to himself – smart, tender and witty…

‘OK! A la guerre comme a la guerre!’ said Daddy to himself and … registered a female webpage under the nickname Clair … 

Amazing is the essence of woman’s nature! She is always ready to share with a person close to her in the queue to her hairdresser all of her top secrets she keeps cautiously back from her closest friends.  Needless to say that it was not at all a big problem for Clair to clear out the situation in all of its intimate particularities, which I’m going to omit …just for brevity reasons. 

Several months passed, and Daisy called him, herself, to prove the information he got in such an extravagant way, saying that she was waiting for a baby, and apologized for making him suffer.

Last summer, Daddy visited her twice or thrice to see her and Mary, her newborn daughter. And they spent happy hours together talking and walking in the old park not so far from Pushkino railway station…         

That’s probably all of the story I wanted to tell you. 

If you are, my dear listener, striving for more intimate details you’ll be definitely disappointed for we’ll never know whether Daddy did manage to prove his specifically masculine virtues during those visits. But if you want to know my point of view, I wouldn’t bet a twopence in Daddy’s favour, 

‘cause having been released from the cage of Daddy’s inherent timidity, his polygamous beast looked rather weak and, as psychologists would say, too underconfident to endanger someone’s virginity…
Now, according to the requirements for successive public speaking stipulated in our manuals, an effective conclusion would gloriously crown my presentation. It might be, for example, some kind of moral…but I’m afraid it’s useless to appeal to morality where primitive instincts prevail. 

Instead of this I would rather read a quotation from one of the web-forums dedicated to this issue:

‘From a woman's point of view, polygamy is just infidelity but you have to live with the 'other woman' and like it. If you have a disagreement with your husband, he can ignore you until you come around to his view. He has someone else to turn to. Women have no power, no leverage, no negotiations.’
And, finally…

You may reasonably ask me what this epigraph has to do with our story... Honestly, I can’t say why I did choose it for this project.

Probably, it’s all about a certain share of absurdity to take place in our real life that remains latent while we are still young and silly but that pops up, from time to time, as we are getting older and wiser :).












