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…where I finally figured it all out 

 

It’s been a long, hard month here at Grinder. 
 

I should be imploring you all to come to our opening night, to 
pick up your season’s tickets, to get your kids signed up for 
our summer camps. But as I said, it’s been a long hard month. 
 

Things haven’t worked out the way we had planned this year. 
That isn’t new – we’ve faced challenges for years. What has 
changed though is that I’m sick of things being like this. 
 

I’m sick of failure. Sick of struggling to find actors, playing 
to insultingly small houses, and being forced to cancel shows.  
 

The status quo clearly isn’t working, nor have the minor 
cosmetic changes I keep trying to make. I’ve seriously 
considered giving it all up to go pour double-doubles. But I 
can’t do that. I still believe in this too much. 
 

From now on we are no longer a community theatre, we are a 
semi-professional one. If you have been cast in one of our 
shows this summer (or you would like to be) you will get a 
cut of any profits we generate, after expenses have been paid.  
 

I hope this new formula will interest more of you in getting 
involved in our shows, and that it will make our shows more 
fun and interesting for us all. Contact me today – good roles 
are still available for this summer’s season. �
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The first casualty of our nightmares this 
season was Chaucer Uncensored. Due to an 
inability to find one cast member this show 
has been pushed to our first time slot at the 
Belwood Hall, from its place as the first 
show in the Ennotville Summer Theatre 
season.  
 
And while you might expect that to leave a 
space in Ennotville that is not in fact the case. 
Instead, in the new spirit of professionalism 
that we’re imbuing Grinder Productions with 
we have chosen to bring back a show called 
Home Farm, an original play about life on 
the family farm (before and after Mad Cow 
Disease). It was this show that was Grinder’s 
first-ever full-fledged production, way, way 
back in October 2004, at the Fergus Grand 
Theatre. It follows a “typical” day in the life 
of a “typical” modern farm family, and 
shows us just how wonderful, comical, tragic 
and majestic country life can be. 
 
Home Farm will open on Thursday, June 24th 
and run Thursdays, Fridays and Saturdays to 
July 3rd at the library. 
 
As for Chaucer, don’t worry – the show still 
promises to be a laugh-out-loud romp 
through Mediaeval England, with a few 
modern references thrown in. If you’re a fan 
of British Farce then this play is definitely 
one for you. 
 
Chaucer Uncensored runs July 8th, 9th and 
10th at the Belwood Hall. 
 
For tickets to both shows (and all the shows 
this summer at Grinder) please call 519-780-
7593 or visit www.grinderproductions.org!  
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This show is the first in our "Mostly 
Music" lunchtime series at the Ennotville 
Library. You may remember it from a 
couple of stage readings we gave last 
summer - this is the first full-blown 
production (and I hope it won't be the 
last). 
 
It's a feel-good romantic comedy about 
two young strangers who meet by 
accident in the park one sunny day. It's 
also a musical, filled with funny, feel-
good tunes. 
 
The Heart of Eden stars Andrew 
Simmons as Mike, a more hapless than 
hopeless romantic and Danielle Cranston 
as Eden, a girl who's irrepressible spirit is 
the sole driving force in her life. 
 
The show runs for one performance only, 
Saturday, June 24th at noon at the 
Library. Bring your lunch and stick 
around for our 2pm matinee of the 
hilarious farce, Chaucer Uncensored. 
 
Call 519-780-7593 or visit 
www.grinderproductions.org to book 
your seats or for more information!�
�
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Standby, Mackenzie – Chapter 6 
Day four of rehearsals dawned bright and sunny, as had been the norm all week long. By 
9am the Main Street in Sheridan’s Falls was already filling up with tourists and 
teenagers, all of the scantily dressed for the hot day to come. Dressed in her “show 
blacks” because Trudy was taking her picture today for the front-of-house photos, 
Mackenzie attracted more than a few quizzical stares as she walked down the main street 
towards the theatre, coffee in one hand, her stage management toolkit in the other. 
 

“You’re a smoke short of finally looking like a real techie,” joked Steven, who was 
sitting on the front steps of the theatre having a smoke.  He was wearing shorts and a t-
shirt, both covered with dirt and paint from the shop. 
“So how’s the stage managing workin’ out for you?” 
“It’s okay, I guess. I never know what the next thing will be that I’m supposed to already 
know, but I think I’m staying ahead of things. 
“That’s good.  That’s very good.  And you’re sure you’ll be needed today?” 
“According to this CTA thing I’m technically not allowed to not be here.” 
“Damn.” 
 

And with that Steven tossed the rest of his smoke onto the street and went inside.  
Mackenzie followed, but went straight into the auditorium to get ready for the day.  She 
double-checked her preset from the night before, set the running props and food props 
that couldn’t be put out beforehand, made the coffee, changed the jug on the water cooler 
and had just finished tidying up the production desk when the actors walked in.  They 
made some small talk, and then some more. 
 

Mackenzie looked down at her watch. Ten after. Where was Frank? 
The actors began to look concerned. 
 

“I’ll go and see if I can find him. Marlene probably needs something signed.” 
 

Mackenzie went out to the box office, and found Marlene busily working alone, 
processing the online ticket orders while marking off a section of the auditorium for a 
large bus tour audience.  
 

“Trudy will be in to do pictures at 2pm, just like you scheduled,” she said without 
looking up. “I don’t want another fiasco with the union like last time. 
“Actually I’m looking for Frank.  It’s ten after and I haven’t seen him since I got here this 
morning. The actors are starting to wonder where he is.” 
“He’s in a meeting with Steven. Probably forgot the time. Just go and knock on his –  
 

At that moment Frank’s voice rumbled through the entire theatre. It was muffled, but 
unmistakably his. Just then the door to Frank’s office upstairs opened, and Steven came 
out, almost running. Frank came after him. 
 

“And I don’t want any more *#!$ing excuses! This is un-professional!  You and Juan had 
better get your )*&^%^ together and get this $#@*ing thing built before Sunday or I’m 
going to cut you a new *&^%*^%%&!!!!” 
 

By now Steven was at the door, and almost ran over Trudy as she walked in.  Frank came 



down the stairs. 
 

“What!” he screamed at Mackenzie as she came over to him. 
“Uh, we’re ready. Everyone’s here.” 
“Tell the kids I’ll be right in.” 
 

Mackenzie was shaking as she made her way back to the auditorium. She’d never seen 
Frank that mad before. It was a different kind of angry, not the usual surly growling but a 
more dangerous, explosive sort of rage. Yet, it sounded to her as if it were a controlled 
rage, as if he was calculating just how mad to get.  Luckily the actors had heard his 
outburst too, so Mackenzie didn’t have to explain anything. 
 

It wasn’t until after lunch when Trudy was taking pictures that Frank told the cast what 
had happened. 
 

“Steven and Juan are having some trouble finishing the set.” 
 

The actors wanted to know what kind of trouble – Frank replied the kind of trouble that 
gets fixed by a good swift kick in the butt, which is exactly what Steven had gotten this 
morning. The actors thought this was funny, and nothing more was said about it.   
 

After an afternoon that Mackenzie thought would never end there wound up being a ton 
of prop and costume notes for her to do, and it wasn’t until around 8 o’clock that she 
finally finished cleaning up and getting set for the next day.  True to form, Bret strolled in 
just as she was finishing sweeping the stage, and Mackenzie half-wondered, half-hoped, 
that he had been waiting for her and watching her in the darkness of the auditorium. 
 

“So was I right about the set, Macky?” 
“Yeah, you were right, but I don’t know the details. Frank screamed out Steven this 
morning, and then told us at lunch that they were “having trouble” with the set, but that 
Frank’s yelling had fixed it.” 
“Well, it might,” Bret conceded. “But I don’t think Steven and Juan will be out of the 
woods just yet. If I know those two, the ‘trouble’ they were having with the set was 
probably called a pint of draught, or perhaps Mary Jane.” 
“Mary who?” 
“Never mind, kiddo. I’d say we should go over there and help them, but maybe it would 
be better if you got some rest, ‘cause I think tomorrow Steven is going to want you to do 
some of the painting.” 
“Why me?” 
“Because he and Juan don’t like painting, and they’re likely going to pull an all-nighter 
tonight to get this done.  Bring a change of clothes with you tomorrow and after rehearsal 
you and I will go, finish the set, and get it painted.” 
“But I don’t know the first thing about set painting!  Or set building for that matter.” 
“It’s easy, as long as you’re not hung over and you actually stick at it. Tell your folks that 
you probably won’t be home tomorrow night, or the next, or for the next week for that 
matter. Once they load-in you’ll probably be here straight through.” 
 


