
As an actor, my knowledge 
of the ins and outs of produc-
ing theatre are embarrassingly 
slim, and recently I’ve been very 
eager to learn more about the 
other facets of the industry that I 
love. It began innocently enough, 
sitting in the green room at Chapel 
Theatre durin g rehearsals for 
their 2019 production of Bonnie 
Ratner’s Blind. Illya Detorres-
Garner, Co-Artistic Director of 
Chapel Theatre mentioned to me 
that the company had planned 
to produce a theatrical retell-
ing of the 1939 movie The Wizard 
of Oz. If the first sentence of 
this article didn’t make it clear, 
I am an Oz mega-fan; co-host of 
an upcoming comedy podcast 
about the book series, expertin all 
things L. Frank Baum, and proud 
owner of a piece of the original 
yellow brick road. I knew I had 
to get my hands on this project.

L. Frank Baum, 
author of the ever 
famous Wizard of Oz  
book series said:

“ No thief, however 
skillful, can rob one 
of knowledge, and 
that is why knowledge 
is the best and safest 
treasure to acquire.”
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If there was one thing I had 
absolute knowledge in, it was the 
world of Oz and for this reason I 
began daydreaming about direct-
ing this piece. Had I directed 
before? No. Would I even know 
where to begin? Don’t make me 
laugh. Nevertheless, I continued 
conversations with Illya about 
Chapel Theatre Collective’s 
upcoming season. The more we 
discussed, the more excited I was 
getting about this “other side” 
of theatre - I had been inadvert-
ently planning an entire season 
of theatre through conversations 
with a friend. During this time, 
one idea I helped to come up with 
was a festival of about a dozen 
plays for the theatre’s winter 
season. This was only about a 
month before the virus hit the 
USA, and the state of live perfor-
mance was yet to change drasti-
cally. All the same, I was asked 
to co-produce the virtual festival 
and was thrilled to jump on board.

My responsibilities as co-pro-
ducer began slowly, and simply 
enough. The first step was to 
create some applications for our 
potential actors, directors, and 
playwrights. It was a cake walk, 
especially since as an actor I’ve 
filled out hundreds of audition 
forms in the past which gave me a 
decent enough jumping off point. 
Then it was time to spread the 
word about the festival, and gain 
the interest of artists in town to 
come and take part. It seemed 
slow going at first, but every 
morning more and more appli-
cations came pouring in, and 
more and more plays — it looked 
like this thing we’d talked about 
ad nauseum in the downstairs 

green room was finally coming 
to life. We selected the plays, 
and the actors, and directors — 
a process I’m not ashamed to say 
made me feel pretty damn impor-
tant. I even picked a play for 
myself, and penciled my name 
in as one of the directors for the 
festival. Toto, I have a feeling 
we’re not in Kansas anymore.

Directing started out as a genu-
inely terrifying experience. The 
whole day leading up to my first 
night of rehearsals, I was practi-
cally shaking, and wishing for a 
way to get out of it. I was liter-
ally googling “how to direct a 
play” for Christ’s sake. The play 
I chose is a three actor comedy, 
the three actors being myself and 
two very talented local perform-
ers - both of whom are older than 
me, know what they’re doing, and 
have no idea that I do not. The 
scariest part was giving notes, 
as I didn’t realize how uncom-
fortable I would be telling these 
people how to do their jobs. What 
do I know? I’m only an actor. An 
actor in way over his head. But 
at the end of the day, this was 
my treasure, the knowledge I set 
out to find. So I sucked it up and 
gave a note (as nicely as I could, 
because I still wasn’t comforta-
ble telling someone else how 
to do their job). “When you say 
this line, what if it’s a realization 
about this other thing?” The note 
was well received with an excited 
“thank you for that, I was actually 
struggling with this line”. Cue the 
heavenly chorus. After that first 
leap of faith, everything got more 
cozy and the real work began. 
My vision started to become 
more and more clear through 

my actors’ performances. “I can 
actually do this thing”, I thought.

As I write, the festival is still in 
progress and I will be honing my 
directorial and producing skills 
for the next month until the festi-
val is released. The future of live 
theater itself is uncertain, but art 
has always found a way to carry 
on; a renaissance, I’m sure will 
be on the horizon, and I hope 
that one day soon the Land of 

Oz will find its way to the Chapel 
Theatre stage soon enough. My 
trip over the rainbow and far, far 
away hasn’t quite ended but I’ve 
certainly gained some wisdom, 
heart, and courage throughout 
this process. The knowledge of 
what the process of directing, and 
producing looks like, the heart 
to pursue more work like this 
wherever I can find it, and the 
courage to try something new. L. 
Frank Baum — an actor himself 
— didn’t even write the first of 
fourteen Oz books until he was 
44 years old. Who says you can’t 
teach an old actor new tricks?

The future of live  
theater itself is  

uncertain, but art 
has always found  
a way to carry on; 

a renaissance,  
I’m sure will be 

on the horizon…
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