Shadow theatre

Trace fig 1, it’s the little theatre, groundplan. You can glue it on  “bristol paper”  or use thin cardboard

Draw carefully the dotted lines and with a pen and Indian ink (or pencil) 

Draw the decorations: the façade, the curtains, the carpet and the lodges; Just draw the outlines, later you can add colour. The façade and the pillars are gold (or yellow .) The curtains bleue or velvet red.. the balcons and  lodges velvet (..?…)

The persons: three men dressed in black, and one lady who wears pink

Cut out the black part of the scene , using a penknife

At the backside you glue a square of white muslin or white paper with white flowers

Now you can fold your theatre in the right form.

To keep everything at place you can glue some muslin (or tape) at the corners (backside)

Now you can paint the back of the walls (wood colour)

The frontside: walls are painted in gold  wich looks very nice with the red velvet lodges

Animals:

Glue the animals on cardboard and cut out fig 2

Now the show is ready to begin

Put the theatre on the table, in front of the public; put a candle at the back of the theater (call the firebrigade héhé) or a small lightbulb

Stand aside your theatre and put the animals between the light and the screen, using a small pincet (or glue your animals on saté sticks) 

Give the spectators a nice show, starting with presenting your caracters:

(normally it’s in  rhyme. It’s a play about worldwar 1 

each animal tells about their function and meaning in the war …)

The calf: she’s very angry because they use her mothers milk to give it to the little children

The pigeon: when people are at war .. I mostly  was the only aviator

The dog: to you all 6  I say:  I’m the postofficer and I have the task to report  secret orders

The elephant: when can I dream of glory again? Me, who served Phyrrhus and won great victories…

The elephant makes trouble because of his volume. I would like to go to the battlefields, but in the tranches I will get a cold …

The butterfly: And me , I am the living flower. Born in the garden of the house. I go flying  and talk to everybody on the western front

The bunny? (I think he’s out, playing in Flanders fields)

Here’s a poem I added, 

Thanks to the soldiers who made possible, living in a free country (1914/1918)

In Flanders fields the poppies blow

Between the crosses, row on row

That mark our place, and in the sky

The larks, still bravely siging, fly

Scarce heard amid the guns below

We are the death. Short days ago

We lived, felt down, saw sunset glow,

Loved and were loved, and now we lie

In Flanders Fields

Take up our quarrel with the foe:

To you with failing hands we throw

The torch; be yours to hold it high

If you break faith with those who die

We shall not sleep, though poppies grow

In Flanders Fields

8/12/1915  John Mc Crae

(museum Flanders Fields/ Ypres Belgium)

