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1. Meet & Greet (10 min) 
●Introductions 

●Introducing ‘Punkt and our methodology/The Origami Method 

○Elements: shadows, projections, live feed, sound design 

○Considerations: live bodies vs remediated bodies,  

○Going over the workshop goals 

○Explore collective, non-hierarchical adaptation 

2. Warmup & game (20 min) 
●Warm-up - sun salutations & basic stretches (Talia) 

●The Penny Game 

●Basic Viewpoints: stop & go together 

3. Exercise #1: Non-performing text (Ollie, 10 min) 
●Each group is given a short extract of text, prose or possibly poetry, maybe a monologue (2 

min to read). 

●Create a fragment that presents that bit of text without acting (3 min). 

●Particularly looking for clarity of idea, and how the essence is adapted and represented. 

4. Exercise #2: Props exercise (Abigail, 10-15 min): 
●Hand out the list of props in Henslowe’s Diary (this is a list of props he recorded in his diary 

from 1592 - 1609, while he was at the Rose and the Globe) 

●Riffing on the exercise we did when we were devising for Daughter of Hell, this exercise asks a 

participant to select a prop from the list and begin telling us a story for 1 minute using that 

prop as a prompt 

●Another participant will select another prop from the list and continue the story for 1 minute 

●Every participant picks 1 prop, speaks for 1 minute, building on the story until we have an 

entire play 

●The last participant will have to conclude the story 

5. Exercise #3: Writing Prompts (Antonia, 10 min) 
●Using yourselves or Hamlet as a character: 

●Write about a moment you felt alone (3 min) 

●Write about a moment you lost faith (3 min) 
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●Write about something no one knows about you (3 min) 

6. Exercise #4: Performing the Self (Talia, 10 min) 
●Freewrite about a dream you remember, with a person in it. (3min) 

●Who is the character in your dream? Describe their appearance as vividly as possible, even if 

you have to make something up. (3min) 

●Greg Wohead style, pick someone and tell the story of your dream, using them as your 

character. Make sure to describe their appearance in as much detail as you can, in the present 

tense. 

OR 

●Dream freewrite with characters, put each one on a piece of paper, everyone gets a random 

one and uses it to devise a scene of that dream. 

7. Exercise #5: Devising (35 min) 
●Set up the space in 3 areas/”stations” 

●the camera & projector 

●the shadow world 

●the live body 

●You will have 10 minutes to work at each station before rotating and then another 5 minures 

to consolidate your ideas (35 min total) 
●Using the text you’ve been given, what you have generated so far and the available tools, 

create tableaux/sequences/images/vignettes/scenes that convey the core of the original text 

you started working with 

●You don’t need to use any of the original text but you can if you want 

●Incorporate one moment of singing and/or dancing using a popular tune 

●Include at least one moment of non-verbal performance (movement or gesture) 

●Perform both the characters and yourselves 

●Incorporate a short monologue/personal confession 

●Consider how all of the elements will come together in the same performance space 

●* then Aida’s dramaturgy exercise (as part of this) 

8. Exercise #6: Dramaturgy (Aida, 10-15 min):  
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●After everybody has created images and (maybe) scenes, write each bit (each distinct 

moment) on a piece of paper. Be as detailed as possible (5-7 minutes) 
●Come up with running orders: one random and another one pre-selected (5 minutes) 
●Perform both & decide on a final running order to present 

9. Presenting & Discussing final pieces (~15 min per group = 30 min) 

10. Debrief/closing discussion (10-15 min) 
●Reflect on the product: 

●What was your adaptation about? 

●What compositional tools did you use to convey that idea? 

●How successful would you say you were in achieving that? 

●Reflect on the process:  

●To what extent were you working non-hierarchically/collectively? 

●What was your approach to adaptation - the starting point, guiding principles, and methods? 

●What worked and what didn’t work for you? What did you find most difficult? 
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— MATERIALS — 

Exercise #3: Non-performing text 

FAUSTUS. Ah, Faustus, 

     Now hast thou but one bare hour to live, 

     And then thou must be damn'd perpetually! 

     Stand still, you ever-moving spheres of heaven, 

     That time may cease, and midnight never come; 

     Fair Nature's eye, rise, rise again, and make 

     Perpetual day; or let this hour be but 

     A year, a month, a week, a natural day, 

     That Faustus may repent and save his soul! 

     O lente,172 lente currite, noctis equi! 

     The stars move still, time runs, the clock will strike, 

     The devil will come, and Faustus must be damn'd. 

     O, I'll leap up to my God!—Who pulls me down?— 

     See, see, where Christ's blood streams in the firmament! 

     One drop would save my soul, half a drop:  ah, my Christ!— 

     Ah, rend not my heart for naming of my Christ! 

     Yet will I call on him:  O, spare me, Lucifer!— 

     Where is it now? 'tis gone:  and see, where God 

     Stretcheth out his arm, and bends his ireful brows! 

     Mountains and hills, come, come, and fall on me, 

     And hide me from the heavy wrath of God! 

     No, no! 

     Then will I headlong run into the earth: 

     Earth, gape!  O, no, it will not harbour me! 

     You stars that reign'd at my nativity, 

     Whose influence hath allotted death and hell, 

     Now draw up Faustus, like a foggy mist. 

     Into the entrails of yon labouring cloud[s], 

     That, when you173 vomit forth into the air, 

     My limbs may issue from your smoky mouths, 
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     So that my soul may but ascend to heaven! 

          [The clock strikes the half-hour.] 

     Ah, half the hour is past! 'twill all be past anon 

     O God, 

     If thou wilt not have mercy on my soul, 

     Yet for Christ's sake, whose blood hath ransom'd me, 

     Impose some end to my incessant pain; 

     Let Faustus live in hell a thousand years, 

     A hundred thousand, and at last be sav'd! 

     O, no end is limited to damned souls! 

     Why wert thou not a creature wanting soul? 

     Or why is this immortal that thou hast? 

     Ah, Pythagoras' metempsychosis, were that true, 

     This soul should fly from me, and I be chang'd 

     Unto some brutish beast!174 all beasts are happy, 

     For, when they die, 

     Their souls are soon dissolv'd in elements; 

     But mine must live still to be plagu'd in hell. 

     Curs'd be the parents that engender'd me! 

     No, Faustus, curse thyself, curse Lucifer 

     That hath depriv'd thee of the joys of heaven. 

          [The clock strikes twelve.] 

     O, it strikes, it strikes!  Now, body, turn to air, 

     Or Lucifer will bear thee quick to hell! 

          [Thunder and lightning.] 

     O soul, be chang'd into little water-drops, 

     And fall into the ocean, ne'er be found! 

          Enter DEVILS. 

     My God, my god, look not so fierce on me! 

     Adders and serpents, let me breathe a while! 

     Ugly hell, gape not! come not, Lucifer! 

     I'll burn my books!—Ah, Mephistophilis! 
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          [Exeunt DEVILS with FAUSTUS.]  175 

Exercise #4: Props 

List of Props 

Henslowe’s Diary 

●One rock, one cage, one tomb, one hell mouth. 

●One tomb of Guido, one tomb of Dido, one bedstead. 

●Eight lances, one pair of stairs for Phaeton. 

●Two steeples and one chime of bells and one beacon. 

●One globe and one golden scepter. 

●Two marchpanes, and the City of Rome. 

●One golden fleece, two rackets, and one bay tree. 

●One wooden hatchet, one leather hatchet. 

●One wooden canopy, old Mahomet’s head. 

●One lion skin, one bear’s skin and Phaeton’s limbs and Phaeton’s chariot and Argosse’ 

head. 

●Neptune fork and garland. 

●One crosier staff, Kent’s wooden leg. 

●Jerosses head and rainbow, one little altar. 

●Eight visors, Tamberlayne bridel, one wooden mattock. 

●Cupid’s bow and quiver, the Cloth of the Sun and Moon. 

●One boar’s head and Cerberus three heads. 

●One caduceus, two moss banks and one snake. 

●Two fanes of feathers, Belendon stables, one tree of golden apples, Tantelus tree, nine 

iron targets. 

●One copper target, seventeen foiles. 

●Four wooden targets, one greave armor. 

●One sign for Mother Redcap, one buckler. 

●Mercury’s wings, Tasso pictures, one helmet with a dragon, one shield with three lions, 

one elm bowl. 

●One chain of dragons, one gilt spear. 

●Two coffins, one bull’s head. 

●Three timbrels, one dragon in fostes. 
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●One lion, two lion heads, one great horse with his legs, one sackbutt. 

●One wheel and frame in the siege of London. 

●One pair of wrought gloves. 

●One Pope’s miter. 

●Three Imperial crowns, one plain crown. 

●One frame for the heading in Black Jone. 

●One ghost’s crown and one crown with a sun. 

●One black dog. 

●One caldron for the Jew. 
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HAMLET. ACT III. SCENE I. A room in the castle. 

HAMLET 

--Soft you now! 

The fair Ophelia! Nymph, in thy orisons 

Be all my sins remember'd. 

OPHELIA 
Good my lord, 

How does your honour for this many a day? 

HAMLET 
I humbly thank you; well, well, well. 

OPHELIA 
My lord, I have remembrances of yours, 

That I have longed long to re-deliver; 

I pray you, now receive them. 

HAMLET 
No, not I; 

I never gave you aught. 

OPHELIA 
My honour'd lord, you know right well you did; 

And, with them, words of so sweet breath composed 

As made the things more rich: their perfume lost, 

Take these again; for to the noble mind 

Rich gifts wax poor when givers prove unkind. 

There, my lord. 

HAMLET 
Ha, ha! are you honest? 

OPHELIA 
My lord? 

HAMLET 
Are you fair? 

OPHELIA 
What means your lordship? 



SHAKESPEARE, GENDER & COLLECTIVE ADAPTATION 
A ‘PUNKT WORKSHOP 
December 10th, 2019 

HAMLET 
That if you be honest and fair, your honesty should 

admit no discourse to your beauty. 

OPHELIA 
Could beauty, my lord, have better commerce than 

with honesty? 

HAMLET 
Ay, truly; for the power of beauty will sooner 

transform honesty from what it is to a bawd than the 

force of honesty can translate beauty into his 

likeness: this was sometime a paradox, but now the 

time gives it proof. I did love you once. 

OPHELIA 
Indeed, my lord, you made me believe so. 

HAMLET 
You should not have believed me; for virtue cannot 

so inoculate our old stock but we shall relish of 

it: I loved you not. 

OPHELIA 
I was the more deceived. 

HAMLET 
Get thee to a nunnery: why wouldst thou be a 

breeder of sinners? I am myself indifferent honest; 

but yet I could accuse me of such things that it 

were better my mother had not borne me: I am very 

proud, revengeful, ambitious, with more offences at 

my beck than I have thoughts to put them in, 

imagination to give them shape, or time to act them 

in. What should such fellows as I do crawling 

between earth and heaven? We are arrant knaves, 

all; believe none of us. Go thy ways to a nunnery. 

Where's your father? 

OPHELIA 
At home, my lord. 
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HAMLET 
Let the doors be shut upon him, that he may play the 

fool no where but in's own house. Farewell. 

OPHELIA 
O, help him, you sweet heavens! 

HAMLET 
If thou dost marry, I'll give thee this plague for 

thy dowry: be thou as chaste as ice, as pure as 

snow, thou shalt not escape calumny. Get thee to a 

nunnery, go: farewell. Or, if thou wilt needs 

marry, marry a fool; for wise men know well enough 

what monsters you make of them. To a nunnery, go, 

and quickly too. Farewell. 

OPHELIA 
O heavenly powers, restore him! 

HAMLET 
I have heard of your paintings too, well enough; God 

has given you one face, and you make yourselves 

another: you jig, you amble, and you lisp, and 

nick-name God's creatures, and make your wantonness 

your ignorance. Go to, I'll no more on't; it hath 

made me mad. I say, we will have no more marriages: 

those that are married already, all but one, shall 

live; the rest shall keep as they are. To a 

nunnery, go. 

Exit 

OPHELIA 
O, what a noble mind is here o'erthrown! 

The courtier's, soldier's, scholar's, eye, tongue, sword; 

The expectancy and rose of the fair state, 

The glass of fashion and the mould of form, 

The observed of all observers, quite, quite down! 

And I, of ladies most deject and wretched, 

That suck'd the honey of his music vows, 
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Now see that noble and most sovereign reason, 

Like sweet bells jangled, out of tune and harsh; 

That unmatch'd form and feature of blown youth 

Blasted with ecstasy: O, woe is me, 

To have seen what I have seen, see what I see! 

HAMLET. ACT IV. SCENE VII. A room in the castle. [Ophelia’s death] 

QUEEN GERTRUDE 
One woe doth tread upon another's heel, 

So fast they follow; your sister's drown'd, Laertes. 

LAERTES 
Drown'd! O, where? 

QUEEN GERTRUDE 
There is a willow grows aslant a brook, 

That shows his hoar leaves in the glassy stream; 

There with fantastic garlands did she come 

Of crow-flowers, nettles, daisies, and long purples 

That liberal shepherds give a grosser name, 

But our cold maids do dead men's fingers call them: 

There, on the pendent boughs her coronet weeds 

Clambering to hang, an envious sliver broke; 

When down her weedy trophies and herself 

Fell in the weeping brook. Her clothes spread wide; 

And, mermaid-like, awhile they bore her up: 

Which time she chanted snatches of old tunes; 

As one incapable of her own distress, 
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Or like a creature native and indued 

Unto that element: but long it could not be 

Till that her garments, heavy with their drink, 

Pull'd the poor wretch from her melodious lay 

To muddy death. 

LAERTES 
Alas, then, she is drown'd? 

QUEEN GERTRUDE 
Drown'd, drown'd. 

LAERTES 
Too much of water hast thou, poor Ophelia, 

And therefore I forbid my tears: but yet 

It is our trick; nature her custom holds, 

Let shame say what it will: when these are gone, 

The woman will be out. Adieu, my lord: 

I have a speech of fire, that fain would blaze, 

But that this folly douts it. 

Exit 

TWELFTH NIGHT. ACT III. SCENE I. Olivia’s garden. 

OLIVIA 
Let the garden door be shut, and leave me to my hearing. 

Exeunt SIR TOBY BELCH, SIR ANDREW, and MARIA 

Give me your hand, sir. 

VIOLA 
My duty, madam, and most humble service. 

OLIVIA 
What is your name? 

VIOLA 
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Cesario is your servant's name, fair princess. 

OLIVIA 
My servant, sir! 'Twas never merry world 

Since lowly feigning was call'd compliment: 

You're servant to the Count Orsino, youth. 

VIOLA 
And he is yours, and his must needs be yours: 

Your servant's servant is your servant, madam. 

OLIVIA 
For him, I think not on him: for his thoughts, 

Would they were blanks, rather than fill'd with me! 

VIOLA 
Madam, I come to whet your gentle thoughts 

On his behalf. 

OLIVIA 
O, by your leave, I pray you, 

I bade you never speak again of him: 

But, would you undertake another suit, 

I had rather hear you to solicit that 

Than music from the spheres. 

VIOLA 
Dear lady,-- 

OLIVIA 
Give me leave, beseech you. I did send, 

After the last enchantment you did here, 

A ring in chase of you: so did I abuse 

Myself, my servant and, I fear me, you: 

Under your hard construction must I sit, 

To force that on you, in a shameful cunning, 

Which you knew none of yours: what might you think? 

Have you not set mine honour at the stake 

And baited it with all the unmuzzled thoughts 

That tyrannous heart can think? To one of your receiving 

Enough is shown: a cypress, not a bosom, 
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Hideth my heart. So, let me hear you speak. 

VIOLA 
I pity you. 

OLIVIA 
That's a degree to love. 

VIOLA 
No, not a grize; for 'tis a vulgar proof, 

That very oft we pity enemies. 

OLIVIA 
Why, then, methinks 'tis time to smile again. 

O, world, how apt the poor are to be proud! 

If one should be a prey, how much the better 

To fall before the lion than the wolf! 

Clock strikes 

The clock upbraids me with the waste of time. 

Be not afraid, good youth, I will not have you: 

And yet, when wit and youth is come to harvest, 

Your were is alike to reap a proper man: 

There lies your way, due west. 

VIOLA 
Then westward-ho! Grace and good disposition 

Attend your ladyship! 

You'll nothing, madam, to my lord by me? 

OLIVIA 
Stay: 

I prithee, tell me what thou thinkest of me. 

VIOLA 
That you do think you are not what you are. 

OLIVIA 
If I think so, I think the same of you. 

VIOLA 
Then think you right: I am not what I am. 

OLIVIA 
I would you were as I would have you be! 
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VIOLA 
Would it be better, madam, than I am? 

I wish it might, for now I am your fool. 

OLIVIA 
O, what a deal of scorn looks beautiful 

In the contempt and anger of his lip! 

A murderous guilt shows not itself more soon 

Than love that would seem hid: love's night is noon. 

Cesario, by the roses of the spring, 

By maidhood, honour, truth and every thing, 

I love thee so, that, maugre all thy pride, 

Nor wit nor reason can my passion hide. 

Do not extort thy reasons from this clause, 

For that I woo, thou therefore hast no cause, 

But rather reason thus with reason fetter, 

Love sought is good, but given unsought better. 

VIOLA 
By innocence I swear, and by my youth 

I have one heart, one bosom and one truth, 

And that no woman has; nor never none 

Shall mistress be of it, save I alone. 

And so adieu, good madam: never more 

Will I my master's tears to you deplore. 

OLIVIA 
Yet come again; for thou perhaps mayst move 

That heart, which now abhors, to like his love. 

Exeunt 
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DUCHESS OF MALFI. ACT III. SCENE II. [The dutchess & her brother] 

DUCH.        Why might not I marry?  

I have not gone about in this to create         128 

Any new world or custom.  

  FERD.        Thou art undone;  

And thou hast ta’en that massy sheet of lead  

That hid thy husband’s bones, and folded it         132 

About my heart.  

  DUCH.        Mine bleeds for ’t.  

  FERD.        Thine! thy heart!  

What should I name ’t unless a hollow bullet         136 

Fill’d with unquenchable wild-fire?  

  DUCH.        You are in this  

Too strict; and were you not my princely brother,  

I would say, too wilful: my reputation         140 

Is safe.  

  FERD.  Dost thou know what reputation is?  

I ’ll tell thee,—to small purpose, since the instruction  

Comes now too late.         144 

Upon a time Reputation, Love, and Death,  

Would travel o’er the world; and it was concluded  

That they should part, and take three several ways.  

Death told them, they should find him in great battles,         148 

Or cities plagu’d with plagues: Love gives them counsel  

To inquire for him ’mongst unambitious shepherds,  

Where dowries were not talk’d of, and sometimes  

’Mongst quiet kindred that had nothing left         152 

By their dead parents: “Stay,’ quoth Reputation,  

‘Do not forsake me; for it is my nature,  

If once I part from any man I meet,  

I am never found again.’ And so for you:         156 

You have shook hands with Reputation,  

And made him invisible. So, fare you well:  
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I will never see you more.  

  DUCH.        Why should only I,         160 

Of all the other princes of the world,  

Be cas’d up, like a holy relic? I have youth  

And a little beauty.  

  FERD.        So you have some virgins         164 

That are witches. I will never see thee more.  Exit. 


