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Finding OZ was originally produced by The Acting Company in Yuba 
City, CA, featuring the following cast: 
 
Frank………………….Blair Leatherwood 
Actor 1………………..Melvina Bradford 
Actor 2………………..Karina Davis 
Actor 3………………..Sydney Fitch 
Actor 4………………..Aaron Baikie-Rick 
Actor 5………………..Dr. Foster Campbell McManus 
Actor 6………………..Hans Knightley 
Actor 7………………..Joshua Brown 
Actor 8………………..Patricia Herrera 
 

Cast of Characters 
 

Frank: Male, 50s-70s; the older L. Frank Baum, the play’s 
narrator 

Actor 1:  Female, 20s-30s; plays Dorothy, Sheila, Susan B. 
Anthony, Kenneth Baum, etc. 

Actor 2:  Any Gender, 20s-50s; plays Tin Woodman, Uncle Adam, 
Robert Baum, Mr. Williams, etc. 

Actor 3: Any Gender; 20s-50s; plays Scarecrow, Aunt Josephine, 
Mr. Burnham, Harry Baum, Mr. Hill, etc. 

Actor 4: Male, 30s-60s; Benjamin, Wizard, Uncle Henry, Mr. 
Clover, Mr. Comstock, etc. 

Actor 5:  Female; 30s-60s; plays Cynthia Baum, Matilda Gage, 
Aunt Em, Mrs. Bilkins, Guardian, etc. 

Actor 6:  Male, 20s-50s; plays Frankie, the younger L. Frank Baum 
from a young boy to early 40s, etc.  

Actor 7:  Any Gender, 20s-50s; plays Cowardly Lion, Frank Baum 
Jr., Mr. Denslow, etc. 

Actor 8: Female, 20s-50s; plays Glinda, Schoolmaster, Maud 
Baum, etc. 
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FINDING OZ 
 

ACT I 
 

A unit set, possibly with some pieces of simple Victorian-era 
chairs/furniture that will serve for the varied locations in which the play 
takes place. The actors are dressed in late 19th/early 20th century garb that 
might suggest some aspect(s) of the character(s) they portray. They may 
add/remove costume pieces throughout the play. As the play begins, there 
are nine ACTORS on stage: FRANK and eight others who will play a 
variety of characters, imagined and real, who are part of Frank’s life story. 
The actors begin to tell several well-known stories, their voices 
overlapping at the “/” marks.  
 
ACTOR 2. Next to a great forest, there lived a poor woodcutter with his 
wife and children. The boy’s name was Hansel and / the girl’s name was 
Gretel. 
ACTOR 3. (Overlapping Actor 2.) Many years ago, there was an Emperor 
so exceedingly fond of new clothes that / he spent all his money on being 
well dressed. 
ACTOR 4. (Overlapping Actor 3.) The author of these Travels, Mr. 
Lemuel Gulliver, is / my ancient and intimate friend. 
ACTOR 5. (Overlapping Actor 4.) Alice was beginning to get very tired of 
sitting by her sister on the bank and / of having nothing to do.  
ACTOR 7. (Overlapping Actor 6.) You don’t know about me without you 
have read a book by the name of The Adventures of Tom Sawyer; but / that 
ain’t no matter. 
ACTOR 6 (Overlapping Actor 5.) My father’s family name being Pirrip, 
and my Christian name Philip, my infant tongue could make of both names 
nothing longer or more explicit than Pip. So, / I called myself Pip, and 
came to be called Pip. 
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ACTOR 8. (Overlapping Actor 7.) All children, except one, grow up. 
They soon know that they will grow up, and the way Wendy knew was 
this. 
FRANK. Oh, I know lots of stories.  
DOROTHY (ACTOR 1). Dorothy lived in the midst of the great Kansas 
prairies with Uncle Henry, who was a farmer, and Aunt Em, who was the 
farmer’s wife. 
FRANK. And the best stories—the very best ones—are those that burrow 
deep down inside us and take root. They become a part of us, and 
somehow—and I don’t know quite how this happens—we become a part 
of them, too. It’s as if we’ve always known them—and no matter how 
improbable or fantastical these stories are, they’re still absolutely true— 
TIN WOODMAN (ACTOR 2). (Interjecting.) Once I had brains— 
FRANK. (Indicating his head.) —well, maybe not up here—  
TIN WOODMAN. (Continuing.) — and a heart also— 
FRANK. (Indicating his heart.) —but down here.   
TIN WOODMAN. (Continuing.) —and, having tried them both, I should 
much rather have a heart. 
SCARECROW (ACTOR 3). And why is that? 
TIN WOODMAN. I will tell you my story, and then you will know. 
FRANK. This story—that is, my story—doesn’t start out on the vast 
prairies of the Midwest—that part will come later. No, my story starts in a 
bustling little village in upstate New York called Chittenango, when, in 
1842, my father— 
BENJAMIN (ACTOR 4). (Interjecting.) Benjamin Ward Baum, Sr.— 
FRANK. (Continuing.) —and my mother— 
CYNTHIA (ACTOR 5). (Interjecting.) Cynthia Stanton— 
FRANK. (Continuing.) —got married. 
CYNTHIA. Actually, we eloped. Father didn’t approve. 
BENJAMIN. Thought I had no ambition, the fool.  
SCARECROW. It is such an uncomfortable feeling to know one is a fool.  
FRANK. By the time I came along in the spring of 1856, I should have 
been the youngest of six. I say, “should have been,” because, in fact, I 
wasn’t. Two of my older siblings had already been lost, taken by 
diphtheria. 
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CYNTHIA. Taken by God.  
FRANK. And not a month after I was born, my three-year-old brother 
Edwin had died as well.  
BENJAMIN. Goddamn diphtheria.  
FRANK. That left four of us: my two older sisters and brother and, of 
course, me, Frank Baum. (Frank refers to Actor 6 who becomes his 
younger self, “FRANKIE.”) 
BENJAMIN. Lyman Frank Baum.  
FRANKIE (ACTOR 6). “Lyman”? Nuh-uh. No, thanks.  
CYNTHIA. But it’s your name, son.  
FRANKIE. “Lie-Man”? Like I’m a liar?  
FRANK. I needed a name that was more sensible,— 
SCARECROW. (Interjecting.) I want him to give me some brains. 
FRANK. (Continuing.) —congenial, — 
TIN WOODMAN. (Interjecting.) And I want him to give me a heart. 
FRANK. (Continuing.) —indomitable,— 
COWARDLY LION (ACTOR 7). (Interjecting.) And I want him to give 
me courage. 
FRANKIE. (Continuing.) —like my middle name— 
FRANK. Frank.   
FRANKIE. —Frankie! 
CYNTHIA. All right—Frankie. 
BENJAMIN. If that’s what you want, son—just so long as you keep the 
“Baum.” 
FRANK. You see, “Baum” means “tree” in German—and trees are made 
of wood—and my German-American father made his living from wood. 
He was in the barrel-making business—and we lived in a small wooden 
house on the edge of the woods.  
FRANKIE. Just like Hansel and Gretel.  
FRANK. Which was a story I loved—along with the rest of the stories of 
the Brothers Grimm and Hans Christian Andersen.  
ACTOR 2. “Tom Thumb” and “Thumbelina.” 
ACTOR 3. “The Brave Little Tailor” and “The Steadfast Tin Soldier.” 
ACTOR 1. “Little Red Riding Hood” and “The Little Mermaid.” 
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FRANK. I couldn’t get enough of those magical stories. To me, they were 
nothing short of wonderful— 
GLINDA (ACTOR 8). (Interjecting.) The silver shoes have wonderful 
powers.  
FRANK. (Continuing.) —and those wonderful stories could take me far 
from Chittenango to ... well, to anywhere I could imagine. 
GLINDA. All you have to do is to knock the heels together three times 
and command the shoes to carry you wherever you wish to go. 
FRANK. What I didn’t imagine is that we’d soon be leaving our little 
wooden home with a brand-new baby brother in tow.  
CYNTHIA. Henry Clay Baum. 
FRANKIE. I think I’ll call him Harry.   
FRANK. We moved to the city of Syracuse, first to a modest little house 
on Rust Street—  
TIN WOODMAN. (Interjecting.) I have been holding that axe in the air 
ever since I rusted.  
FRANK. (Continuing.) —and then to a much bigger one just outside of  
the city.  
BENJAMIN. An expansive three-story mansion surrounded by fruit 
orchards— 
CYNTHIA. (Continuing.) —and magnificent rosebushes that covered the 
entirety of the property.  
DOROTHY. Aren’t they beautiful? 
COWARDLY LION. I always did like flowers. But there are none in the 
forest so bright as these. 
SCARECROW. When I have brains, I shall probably like them better. 
TIN WOODMAN. If I only had a heart, I should love them. 
CYNTHIA. I think we’ll call it Rose Lawn.  
FRANK. There was another feature of Rose Lawn that made it quite 
remarkable. Right in front of our property was a thoroughfare that ran from 
the farmlands of the north directly to the Central Square in the heart of 
Syracuse. It was called Plank Road, and there was nothing like it in the 
whole country—a sixteen-mile wooden carriage-way made of eight-foot 
beams of golden hemlock.  
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GLINDA. The road to the City of Emeralds is paved with yellow brick, so 
you cannot miss it.  
FRANK. By that time, my father was no longer in the barrel business. 
He’d become an entrepreneur of sorts— 
BENJAMIN. (Interjecting.) —and a very successful one at that.  
FRANK. He had an oil company in western Pennsylvania— 
TIN WOODMAN. Oil my joints. They’re rusted so badly I can’t move 
them at all. 
FRANK. (Continuing.) —a silver mining operation in Nevada— 
GLINDA. The silver shoes are yours, and you shall have them to wear.  
FRANK. (Continuing.) —and now he was president of the Syracuse 
Second National Bank.  
BENJAMIN. Frankie? 
FRANKIE. (Reading a book.) Yes, Pa? 
BENJAMIN. Put your book down, son. There’s something I want to talk 
to you about. 
FRANKIE. Just let me finish this page.   
BENJAMIN. (More insistent.) Frankie—? 
FRANKIE. (Interrupting.) But Miss Havisham’s caught fire, Pa, and Pip’s 
trying to save her— 
BENJAMIN. (Interrupting.) That’s enough, Frankie. (Frankie lowers the 
book.) I want to talk to you about your future. 
FRANKIE. I’m only twelve years old. 
BENJAMIN. Then I’d say it’s high time you thought about it. 
FRANKIE. (Giving in a bit.) All right, I guess.   
BENJAMIN. We think—that is, your mother and I—we think it’s time for 
you to enroll in a real school.  
FRANKIE. But I like having my lessons here at home.  
BENJAMIN. That was fine, son, when you were a sprout, but now you’re 
a young man, you need more structure.  
FRANKIE. But, Pa, I’ve— 
BENJAMIN. (Interrupting.) No “buts,” Frankie. We’ve decided: You’ll be 
attending Peekskill in the fall.  
FRANKIE. Peekskill? But that’s—  
BENJAMIN. A military academy.  
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FRANKIE. (Now to Cynthia.) But, Mama, a boarding school? 
CYNTHIA. Yes, Frankie, I know— 
BENJAMIN. It’s decided, son. It’ll be good for you—mind and body. 
FRANKIE. But a military school— 
BENJAMIN. (Interrupting.) A boy needs to learn how to fight— 
CYNTHIA. (Interrupting.) Don’t scare the boy, Benjamin— 
BENJAMIN. Just because the War Between the States is ended, it doesn’t 
mean all the fighting’s done. Every day, I’m reading more and more about 
those Sioux savages out West— 
CYNTHIA. (Interrupting again, more insistent.) Benjamin—  
FRANKIE. (Interrupting.) But I don’t want to fight. I’m not any good at 
it.  
DOROTHY. You are nothing but a big coward. 
COWARDLY LION. I know it. I’ve always known it. But how can I help 
it? 
BENJAMIN. Then you’ll learn to fight, won’t you? Think of it as an 
adventure—just like in one of your books.  
GLINDA. Is your name Dorothy, my dear? 
DOROTHY. Yes. 
FRANKIE. (Appealing to his mother.) But I don’t want to go. I like it here 
at home—at Rose Lawn. Don’t make me go away.   
GLINDA.  Then you must go to the City of Emeralds. It is a long journey, 
my dear, through a country that is sometimes pleasant and sometimes dark 
and terrible. 
FRANKIE. I’ll hate it—and they’ll hate me. Mama, please?  
CYNTHIA. You just have to have faith, Frankie, that the good Lord will 
watch over you and protect you.  
FRANKIE. But you should be the one protecting me! 
DOROTHY. Won’t you go with me?  
GLINDA.  No, I cannot do that. I will give you my kiss, and no one will 
dare injure a person who has been kissed by the Witch of the North. 
CYNTHIA. (Kissing Frankie on the forehead.) God will see you through. 
BENJAMIN. It’s a progressive school, son. Very modern in their thinking. 
You’ll learn all sorts of things. You’ll have advantages I certainly never 
had. 
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FRANKIE. I don’t care. I don’t want to go! I can learn all I need to  
know right here! 
FRANK. But there was no avoiding it. Before I knew it, I was being 
packed up and shipped off to Peekskill Military Academy, two hundred 
miles away.   
CYNTHIA. Just give it a chance, Frankie. Who knows? You might find 
you quite like it there. 
FRANK. But I didn’t. I hated it. For one thing, it wasn’t home.  
DOROTHY. There’s no place like home.  
FRANK. And the teachers were strict. Well, more than just strict. They 
were— 
FRANKIE. Heartless!   
TIN WOODMAN. No one can love who has not a heart.   
FRANK. Not to mention there was a long list of “Things Forbidden.” For 
instance,  handwriting at Peekskill had to be done with the right hand—
and, wouldn’t you know it, I was a leftie. Always had been and always 
would be. Add to that, I was forever being called on the carpet for 
daydreaming. (Actors 1, 2, 3, 4, 5, 6, & 7 become male boarding school 
students, while Actor 8 becomes a SCHOOLMASTER.) 
SCHOOLMASTER (ACTOR 8). And just what do you think you’re 
doing, Baum? 
FRANKIE. (Who hasn’t been paying attention.) ... Um ... what ... what 
was that, sir? 
SCHOOLMASTER. Once again, Baum, you are inattentive to matters at 
hand. Off in fairyland again, I presume?    
FRANKIE. I’m sorry, sir.  
SCHOOLMASTER. As am I. (He produces a cane.) Lean forward on 
your chair. 
FRANKIE. (Protesting.) But I was just— 
SCHOOLMASTER. (Interrupting.) No excuses. Hands on the back of 
your chair. (Frankie, very frightened, leans forward holding on to the back 
his chair. Actors 2, 3, & 7 are no longer schoolboys.) 
SCARECROW. But that isn’t right. The King of Beasts shouldn’t be a 
coward.  
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COWARDLY LION. I know it. (The Schoolmaster strikes Frankie’s 
upper legs with the cane.) But whenever there is danger, my heart begins 
to beat fast. (The Schoolmaster strikes Frankie again. Frankie attempts not 
to cry out, but the pain is too much for him. He clutches his chest and 
collapses to the floor.) 
SCHOOLMASTER. Stand up, Baum. (Frankie remains on the floor.) Do 
you hear me, Baum? Stand up at once, I say! (Frankie does not. The 
Schoolmaster helps Frankie to his feet.) 
TIN WOODMAN. Perhaps you have heart disease.  
COWARDLY LION. It may be. 
TIN WOODMAN. You ought to be glad, for it proves you have a heart.  
FRANK. The school’s doctor thought I’d had a heart attack—either that or 
I’d faked one very convincingly. Whichever it was, it was enough to get 
me sent back to Rose Lawn and, for that, I was grateful—and, if truth be 
told, I think my father was, too. I could tell he felt guilty for having sent 
me away to school. As luck would have it, I saw a way to help him assuage 
his guilt when an item in a Syracuse shop window caught my eye,  
FRANKIE. Golly, Papa, I sure would like to have one of those.  
BENJAMIN. Well, your birthday is coming up, so ... well, I suppose ... 
yes, all right.  
FRANK. It was a toy printing press. 
FRANKIE. But it works just like a real one. And you know what I’m 
gonna do with it? I’m gonna print my very own newspaper! 
FRANK. And for the next year or so, my little brother Harry and I did just 
that. 
FRANKIE. We’ll call it The Rose Lawn Home Journal.   
FRANK. It was the first time anything I wrote ever appeared in print—and 
I wrote all sorts of pieces for it: stories, poems, essays— 
FRANKIE. (Interjecting.) —and a monthly column entitled “Wit and 
Wisdom.”  
FRANK. I’m not sure how much “wit” I actually possessed at the tender 
age of sixteen—I can guarantee I certainly wasn’t “wise”—but I sure 
enough got a big kick out of putting out that little paper. I loved everything 
about it: setting the type, applying the ink, cranking the paper through the 
press. The best part, though, was the writing—finding not the just right 



FINDING OZ 

 12 

words but the very best words to carry what was in my imagination 
straight into the hearts and minds of my readers.  
CYNTHIA. Frankie? 
FRANKIE. (Reviewing a copy of a page he’d been writing.) Hey, Ma—
listen to this story I’ve just finished— 
CYNTHIA. (Interrupting.) Not now, son. I’m afraid I have some bad 
news.  
FRANKIE. What’s happened?  
CYNTHIA. I’m sorry to have say it, but this might very well be the last 
edition of your paper. 
FRANKIE. What are you talking about?  
CYNTHIA. It’s Rose Lawn, dear. Your father and I have decided to put 
the property up for sale.  
FRANKIE. (Now alarmed.) What?  
CYNTHIA. We simply can’t afford it anymore, Frankie.  
BENJAMIN. It’s hard times all over, son. The whole country’s affected—
and what with the bank’s closing, we just have too many debts— 
FRANKIE. But Rose Lawn ... 
DOROTHY. There’s no place like home.  
CYNTHIA. (Sympathetically.) I know, Frankie, I know.  
BENJAMIN. And another thing, son. We’re going to have to cut corners 
where we can, and—well, I’m sorry, but we just won’t have the money to 
continue paying for your schooling.  
FRANKIE. So, what does that mean? What am I supposed to do? 
BENJAMIN. You’re not a child anymore, Frankie. You’re seventeen years 
old. Don’t you think it’s time you made your own way in the world? 
FRANK. I didn’t really know what to think—but I did know I didn’t have 
much choice. I left Rose Lawn and moved into a boarding house over in 
Syracuse where I went to work in the dry goods store run by my eldest 
sister and her husband. I hated it, but what else could I do? I complained to 
my father that what I needed was— 
FRANKIE. (Continuing the thought, to Benjamin.) —a real occupation— 
FRANK. (Continuing.) —and he came up with a rather surprising answer. 
BENJAMIN. Here’s an idea, Frankie. How about breeding chickens?  
FRANKIE. Chickens? 
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FRANK. Chickens. 
BENJAMIN. The truth is, son, we’re having a hard time selling Rose 
Lawn. Seems like no one else has any money either. So, as long as we’ve 
still got the property, what say we turn the chicken coops out there into a 
business—a business that you could run? What do you think of that?   
FRANK. Once again, I didn’t see a lot of options. 
FRANKIE. I’ll do it! And just you wait and see, Papa. I promise you I’ll 
make something out of this. (Starting to see the possibilities.) And we 
won’t raise just any run-of-the-mill, garden-variety chickens either. Uh-uh, 
no siree. (Getting even more excited.) Ours will be specialty breeds, rare 
birds fit for royalty! (Now a full-fledged carnival shill, as Actors 5 & 7 
gather round as customers for his pitch.) Presenting B.W. Baum and Sons’ 
celebrated strains of thoroughbred fowls! This ravishing specimen, ladies 
and gentlemen, is our prize-winning Silver Spangled Hamburg. (Indicating 
Actor 2 who is suddenly strutting and crowing as the specialty rooster.) 
Note his long, slender body and flowing tail! His snowy white earlobes 
showing off that bright red wattle and rose-colored comb! Just watch how 
he struts about on his baby blue aristocratic legs just like the pompous little 
king he truly is!  
ACTOR 5. That’s a mighty fine yarn you’re spinning, young man—but 
just how do these chickens taste? 
ACTOR 7. And do they lay enough eggs? 
FRANKIE. (Stalling, to Actor 5.) These are prize-winning birds, madam, 
meant to be appreciated by the most discerning of breeders.  
ACTOR 5. So what you’re saying is they don’t taste good— 
ACTOR 7. (Continuing.) —and they’re not good layers?  
FRANKIE. Well, no ... 
DOROTHY. Are you not a Great Wizard? 
WIZARD (ACTOR 4). Not a bit of it, my dear. I’m just a common man. 
ACTOR 7. Sounds like what you’re selling is nothing but a load of 
hogwash.  
SCARECROW. You’re more than that. You’re a humbug. 
WIZARD. Exactly so. I am a humbug. 
ACTOR 7. Would you like some advice, young man? 
FRANKIE. I ... I guess so.  
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ACTOR 7. Looks to me like you’ve got your sales act down pat, but— 
(Stopping speaking.) 
FRANKIE. But what?  
ACTOR 7. (Continuing.) —but now you need to sell something somebody 
actually wants to buy!  
FRANKIE. (Addressing Actor 2.) Sorry, fella. (Actor 2 sadly ends his 
“chicken” act.) 
FRANK. But what did I have that anybody would want? All I had, so it 
seemed, was the gift for making up a good story and putting on a good 
act—a kind of theatrical show, if you will.  
FRANKIE. (Excited.) Now, that’s the kind of business folks’ll pay good 
money for—show business! 
FRANK. By this time—I was now in my early twenties—I’d already 
gotten a taste of show business from seeing stars of the likes of Sarah 
Bernhardt and Jenny Lind in their touring companies that had visited 
Syracuse. Not to mention, there were a couple of theatre “luminaries” in 
my very own family: my father’s sister and brother, Aunt Kate and Uncle 
Adam, both of whom were involved in our local amateur theatricals. As a 
matter of fact, I’d already made my stage debut at the Unitarian church 
when Aunt Kate put on a production of Mother Goose and cast my mother 
in the title role and me as her son Jack. (Actor 5 and Frankie act out the 
short scene, while Frank and Actors 1, 2, 3, 4, 7, & 8 transform into an 
audience for the performance.) 
CYNTHIA. (In character as Mother Goose, singing to the traditional 
melody.)  

LITTLE JACK HORNER 
SAT IN THE CORNER, 
EATING HIS CHRISTMAS PIE.  

FRANKIE. (In character as Jack, singing.) 
I PUT IN MY THUMB, 
AND PULLED OUT A PLUM, 
AND SAID, “WHAT A GOOD BOY AM I!” 

(Actors 1, 2, 3, 4, 7, and 8 applaud and congratulate Cynthia and 
Frankie.) 
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FRANK. We’d had such a lark doing that silly little show that a group of 
us had started putting on performances of more serious plays in other local 
churches and union halls. The problem was that we weren’t making any 
money— (Actor 2 has transformed back into the specialty rooster.) —and, 
what with the chicken breeding business now completely gone bust—
(Actor 2 clucks questioningly at Frank. Frank shrugs in apology.) —what 
can I say?— (Actor 2 clucks disappointedly and moves aside.) —once 
again I needed to find a way to earn a living. I came up with what I  
thought was a brilliant idea. 
FRANKIE. Papa, the oil business seems to be coming back, isn’t it that 
right?  
BENJAMIN. Thank God. Remember that little podunk town of Bolivar 
where we started the Cynthia Oil Works— ? 
CYNTHIA. (Interjecting.) Named after me— 
BENJAMIN. (Continuing.) Well, it isn’t a podunk anymore: It’s a regular 
boom town—close to forty-five hundred people.  
FRANKIE. So here’s the thing—I’ve been talking to Uncle Adam, and he 
agrees with me.  
BENJAMIN. Agrees with you about what? 
FRANKIE. That those folks out there in Allegany County—all those men 
and their wives and children—they all need something to do. They need 
entertainment! And we should be the ones to give it to them. 
BENJAMIN. And how do you propose we do that? 
FRANKIE. Like I said, it’s not just my idea. Uncle Adam? (Actor 2 
becomes Uncle ADAM.) He’s all for it— 
ADAM. Why, it’s a bodacious idea, Frankie! 
FRANKIE. (Continuing.) —and he’s willing to put money into it, too.  
BENJAMIN. Into what, son? 
FRANKIE. Building a theatre!  
BENJAMIN. (Skeptical.) A theatre?  
FRANKIE. Our own theatre. We’ve got built-in audiences already, Papa. 
They just need some place to go. 
BENJAMIN. (To Adam.) And you say you’re willing to help finance this? 
ADAM. I am indeed. 
BENJAMIN. (Now to Frankie.) And you’ll run it? 
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FRANKIE. Yes, sir, I will.  
BENJAMIN. (After a pause.) Then what the hell—I say go and do it! 
FRANKIE. Thank you, Papa—and I won’t let you down. You can count 
on that! 
FRANK. And in the winter of 1881, the Baum Opera House opened in the 
town of Richburg, in Allegany County, New York—and soon after that, we 
opened another just across the border in Gilmour, Pennsylvania, and then a 
third opera house in Olean, New York. Now, all this might sound very 
grand, very la-di-da. Well, let me disabuse you of any such notion. It 
turned out to be a Sisyphean task trying to lure touring companies to travel 
to a handful of small oil towns that weren’t all that accessible, especially 
during the dark, cold winter. Very soon, I realized that if we were going to 
have any product at all to sell, I needed to put together my own troupe and 
produce my own plays. We started off with some Shakespeare, but that ... 
well, you’ll see. (Frankie, as Hamlet, and Actor 7, playing the Ghost of 
Hamlet’s Father, take the “stage.” The acting is sincere if somewhat 
hammy. Frank, along with Actors 1, 2, 3, 4, 5, & 8, gather as their rather 
impolite audience.) 
ACTOR 7 (GHOST).  
  I am thy father’s spirit, 
  Doom’d for a certain term to walk the night. 

If thou didst ever thy dear father love, 
Revenge his foul and most unnatural murder. 

FRANKIE (HAMLET).  
Murder! 

ACTOR 7 (GHOST). 
Murder most foul!  

(Actor 2 again crows like a rooster. The “audience” laughs while Frank 
silences Actor 2, but the Frankie and Actor 7 attempt to continue to 
perform unperturbed.) 
FRANKIE (HAMLET).   

Haste me to know’t, that I, with wings as swift 
As meditation or the thoughts of love, 
May sweep to my revenge. 

 



FINDING OZ 

 17 

ACTOR 7 (GHOST). 
       Now, Hamlet, hear: 

’Tis given out that, sleeping in my orchard, 
A serpent stung me; but know, thou noble youth, 
The serpent that did sting thy father’s life 
Now wears his crown. 

FRANKIE (HAMLET). 
O my prophetic soul! My uncle! 

ACTOR 7 (GHOST). 
Ay, that incestuous, that adulterate beast, 
With traitorous gifts won to his shameful lust 
The will of my most seeming-virtuous queen: 
O Hamlet, what a falling-off was there! 

(Actor 7 literally falls off the makeshift “stage” and the “audience” roars 
with laughter, cat-calls, etc.) 
FRANK. I knew right then and there that Hamlet and his ilk weren’t likely 
to fit the bill for these hard-scrabble folks, most of whom were recent Irish 
immigrants. I did, however, have a pretty good idea what kinds of plays 
would tickle their fancies—now, I just had to write them. The best one I 
came up with was an Irish melodrama I called The Maid of Arran—and, as 
luck would have it, it turned out to be a great success in all three of our oil-
field Opera Houses. I went back home to Syracuse in December that year 
to spend Christmas with my family—and to meet with the manager of the 
Grand Opera House there to try to book an engagement for The Maid of 
Arran. My Aunt Josephine, though, had another kind of engagement on 
her mind when I attended a holiday party at her house. (Actor 3 becomes 
Aunt JOSEPHINE, Actor 2 becomes Uncle Adam, while Frank and Actors 
1, 4, 7, & 8 become party guests.) 
JOSEPHINE (ACTOR 3). Frankie, no one could be prouder of you than 
your Uncle Adam and I are with the success you’ve made of those 
theatres—     
FRANKIE. (Interjecting.) That’s very kind of you to say, Aunt Jo. In 
fact— 
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JOSEPHINE. (Continuing.) —but I just can’t bear the idea of you being 
alone all the time out there, traipsing around from town to town, spending 
night after night in drafty old boarding houses and two-bit hotels.  
FRANKIE. (Starting to see where this is going.) I’m afraid show business 
doesn’t exactly leave much time for running around with girls— 
JOSEPHINE. (Interrupting.) Now I know you’ll think I’m meddling, but 
there is a lovely young lady here tonight I want you to meet.  
FRANKIE. I’m telling you, Aunt Jo, I haven’t found one yet I could stay 
interested in. 
JOSEPHINE. This girl is different, Frankie—very different, I’d say, from 
any of those other girls. This— (Josephine brings Actor 8, playing Maud 
Gage, into their conversation.) —this is Miss Maud Gage. Maud is the 
roommate of our Josie down at Cornell. Maud, this is Mr. Frank Baum, my 
nephew.  
FRANKIE. How do you do, Miss Gage? I’m pleased to meet you. 
MAUD (ACTOR 8). Likewise, Mr. Baum. 
JOSEPHINE. Now, isn’t that nice? I’ll just leave you two young people 
alone so you have a chance to get know each other. (As Josephine moves 
away from Frankie and Maud, she surreptitiously speaks sotto voce into 
Frankie’s ear.) I just know you’ll love Maud. (Frankie notices from 
Maud’s reaction that she has overheard what Josephine’s just said.) 
FRANKIE. (Making light of the somewhat awkward situation.) Well, 
then—consider yourself loved, Miss Gage. 
MAUD. Thank you, Mr. Baum. If that’s a promise, then please see that 
you live up to it. 
FRANKIE. (Surprised and impressed.) Oh, I intend to. You’ll see—I am 
a man of my word. 
MAUD. I understand you’re a man of many words, Mr. Baum.   
FRANKIE. How so? 
MAUD. You’re an actor, are you not?  
FRANKIE. Guilty as charged. But I’m much more than that.  
MAUD. Oh?  
FRANKIE. I am a man of the theatre, Miss Gage—actor, producer, 
playwright, and manager.  
MAUD. And your parents approve? 
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FRANKIE. More than approve. Indeed, they are financially invested in 
my theatrical career.  
MAUD. They must have quite a lot of faith in your abilities.  
FRANKIE. (Humorously bragging.) Almost as much as I have. 
MAUD. (Gently mocking.) Oh, I doubt that. 
FRANKIE. And you, Miss Gage? Do your parents approve of your being 
a college girl?   
MAUD. (As a means of explanation.) My mother, Mr. Baum, is Matilda 
Joselyn Gage. (Actor 5 becomes MATILDA Jocelyn Gage.) 
MATILDA (ACTOR 5). Matilda Joselyn Gage happened to be at the 
forefront of the women’s rights movement, standing side by side with 
Susan B. Anthony and Elizabeth Cady Stanton.  
FRANK. She was what most folks of my day—most men, at least—
referred to as a “radical”—or worse. (Actors 1, 2, 3, 4, & 7 temporarily are 
no longer party guests.) 
WIZARD (To Dorothy.) Remember that the Witch is Wicked— 
ACTOR 2. (Referring to Matilda.) Libertine! 
WIZARD. (Continuing.) —tremendously Wicked— 
ACTOR 3. (Referring to Matilda.) Infidel! 
WIZARD. (Continuing.) —and ought to be killed! 
ACTOR 7. (Referring to Matilda.) Heretic! 
WIZARD.  Now go, and do not ask to see me again until you have done 
your task. (Actors 1, 2, 3, 4, & 7 become party guests again.) 
MATILDA. You may condemn us as sorcerers and witches, as 
“heretics”—but history will prove that we were the most advanced 
thinkers of our age.  
FRANKIE. (Clearly understanding the implication, still in conversation 
with Maud.) Ah, yes. The formidable Mrs. Gage.  
FRANK. Saying Matilda Jocelyn Gage was “formidable” was a vast 
under-statement.  
FRANKIE. I should very much like to meet your mother—that is, it 
would be a pleasure to meet all your family, Miss Gage, if you would be 
amenable to that. 
MAUD. Yes, I think, I might be. I’ll be returning to Cornell the first week 
of January—  
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FRANKIE. (Interrupting.) So soon? 
MAUD. I’m afraid so, yes. I’ll ask Mother to send you an invitation to call 
one afternoon this week.  
FRANKIE. I’ll look forward to that. Truly.  
MAUD. As will I, Mr. Baum. 
FRANK. And I did, in fact, receive an invitation to pay a call on Miss 
Maud Gage—  
FRANKIE. (Interjecting.) —which went rather well, if I do say so myself.  
FRANK. More and more, I was growing quite fond of Maud—but I still 
wasn’t sure I’d made much of an impression on her family—most 
especially, on her mother. As luck would have it, I had managed to secure 
a booking for The Maid of Arran in Syracuse for the spring of 1882. 
(Actors 2, 3, 4, 5, 7, & 8 take their places as audience members. Actors 1 
& 6 take their places “on stage” as characters in The Maid of Arran.) So, 
on May 15th, my twenty-sixth birthday, I invited Maud and both our 
families to come see the play I’d not only written and produced but in 
which I was also playing the romantic lead. (Frank joins the other Actors 
as another audience member for the performance.) 
HUGH (FRANKIE). (In character as Hugh Holcomb, with an English 
accent.) I do not believe there is in the world anything so beautiful as 
Arran. Sheila, what would you say if I resolved to come and live here 
always? 
SHEILA (ACTOR 1). (With an Irish accent.) I should like that very 
much, Hugh—more than you would like it, perhaps. 
HUGH. It seems to me a great pity that you should live in this remote 
place and be left to yourself so much. What if you had a companion who 
could talk to you, and go about with you, and take care of you?  
SHEILA. A companion? 
HUGH. Yes. Suppose, Sheila, at some distant day, I came and asked you 
to let me be your companion then and always, wouldn’t you try?  
SHEILA. But that is impossible. My pa would never— 
HUGH. (Interrupting.) You must know I love you—you must have seen it. 
Will you not let me come to you at some future time—a long way off—
that you may tell me then? Won’t you try to do that? 
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SHEILA. (Putting out her hand to him, speaking softly.) All right. 
Perhaps. (Frank and Actors 2, 3, 4, 5, & 8 portraying the audience 
applaud appreciatively. Over the applause, Actor 7 begins to speak as a 
newspaper reviewer.) 
ACTOR 7. Mr. Baum’s Maid of Arran is a bright, sparkling drama, 
abounding in catchy musical numbers and original scenic effect. (Actors 2 
& 3 now also speak as newspaper reviewers.)  
ACTOR 2. At one moment the audience is in tears and at the very next 
they find themselves in uncontrollable laughter.  
ACTOR 3. A more perfectly mounted and better enacted drama has not 
been placed on the boards for many a day.  
FRANK. Of course, the papers were inclined to give good reviews to any 
play that advertised in them— (A pause.) —and, yes, I advertised. But 
what really mattered was what Maud’s mother thought.  
MATILDA. (Sincere but dry.) I liked the play very much. 
FRANK. (After waiting a moment for Matilda to say more.) Well, it wasn’t 
exactly a rave, but it would do. That summer, I asked Maud to marry me.  
MAUD. Oh, yes, yes, of course, I will! Oh, Frank! (Maud embraces 
Frankie, and they kiss.) 
MATILDA. I will not have my daughter be a darned fool and marry an 
actor who is on the road most of the time, jumping from town to town on 
one-night stands. 
MAUD. All right then, Mother, if you feel that way about it ... Frank and I 
will elope—with or without your permission. (At first Matilda is stunned. 
She finally acquiesces by laughing at her daughter’s boldness. Maud joins 
in the laughter.) 
MATILDA. (Laughing.) You know, my father taught me to think and act 
for myself, and I’ve taught you the same. I suppose I can’t very well stand 
in the way of that now, can I?  
FRANK. For the wedding, we wrote our own vows—  
MAUD. (Continuing.) —and there was none of that nonsense about the 
woman promising to obey the man. The promises of the bride were 
precisely the same as those of the groom.  
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FRANK. And in no time, I was back on the road touring with my troupe 
and my new wife. (Frank, Frankie, Maud, and Actors 1, 2, 3, 4, 5, & 7 
become train passengers.) One of our first stops was in Omaha, Nebraska.  
WIZARD. (To Actor 1, near whom he is seated.) I was born in Omaha— 
MAUD. (As if speaking a letter she has written.) My dear brother, it seems 
funny to think I am married. At first, I would forget to answer to the name: 
Mrs. Baum! I suppose I am getting accustomed to it. Who would have 
believed a year ago that I would be so far away from home and married? 
DOROTHY. (To Actor 4.) Omaha? Why, that isn’t very far from Kansas!  
MAUD. (Still speaking the letter.) I don’t think much of Kansas as a state. 
I don’t see how you could like the West. I couldn’t be hired to live here. 
Perhaps I might like Chicago better. I do feel we will eventually settle in 
Chicago or New York. 
FRANK. Two nights in one town, then on to the next.  
MAUD. (Still speaking the letter.) And I don’t much like the trains as they 
must stop at too many small stations and are very slow anyway. 
FRANK. From Kansas, we traveled to Sioux City in the Dakota Territory.  
MAUD. (Still speaking the letter.) I never in my life saw such a wild, 
rough place as Sioux City. I saw cowboys and all such and was glad to get 
away from there.  
FRANK. Then on to St. Louis— 
ACTOR 1. Toledo— 
ACTOR 2. Detroit— 
ACTOR 3. Greenville— 
ACTOR 4. Cadillac— 
ACTOR 5. Grand Rapids— 
ACTOR 6. Toronto— 
ACTOR 7. Rochester— 
ACTOR 8. Buffalo— 
FRANK. —and finally back home to Syracuse. (The Actors “disembark” 
the train.) 
DOROTHY. There’s no place like home. (Actors 2, 3, and 7 now speak as 
newspaper reviewers.) 
ACTOR 7. Mr. Baum, as everyone knows, is a Syracusean and will 
undoubtedly receive a right royal welcome. 
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ACTOR 2. Mr. Baum’s Maid of Arran was a great success at the Wieting 
Opera House playing to a very large and fashionable audience.  
ACTOR 3. Mr. Baum played the hero with manly dignity and tenderness, 
and at times was forcibly dramatic to a remarkable degree. 
FRANK. Good notices—especially in one’s hometown—are very nice, 
but they don’t pay the bills. And, unfortunately by this point, after a long, 
bitter winter with dwindling audiences, we were more than a little behind. 
(Actors 1, 2, 3, 4, 5, and 7, as dissatisfied actors in the traveling troupe, 
surround Frankie.) 
ACTOR 1. Mr. Baum, you do realize we’re owed six-week’s pay?  
FRANKIE. That can’t be right, can it?  
ACTOR 7. Six weeks! 
ACTOR 1. One hundred ninety-five dollars— 
ACTOR 2. (Interjecting.) —and 15 cents, to be exact! 
ACTOR 5. Mr. Baum, I’ve had enough.  
ACTOR 3. We all have! 
FRANKIE. (Still focusing on Actor 1.) What? I’m sure you’ve got that— 
ACTOR 5. (Interrupting.) I’m leaving at the end of the week. You’ll have 
to find yourself another O’Mara.  
FRANKIE. (Defensive.) Then it’s a good thing your understudy’s 
champing at the bit to take over your role—(Turning to Actor 4.)—isn’t 
that right, Charlie? (Maud joins the group of Actors surrounding Frankie.) 
ACTOR 4 (as Charlie, another actor.). Be that as it may, Mr. Baum, I’ll 
not be playing another night either until I see cash in hand!   
FRANKIE. (Pleading.) But I don’t have it right now, understand?  
ACTOR 4. Then you’d better figure out a way to get it—understand?  
FRANKIE. Now, look here, everyone, if you’ll just hang on— 
MAUD. (Interrupting.) Excuse me, Mr. Baum? 
FRANKIE. (Impatient, not realizing that it’s Maud speaking.) Now what? 
(Actors 1, 2, 3, 4, 5, and 7 turn away from Frankie and move aside, 
commiserating with each other about their plight. He sees Maud’s reaction 
and his tone changes.) Oh, Maudie. I’m sorry. It’s just that— 
MAUD. (Interrupting.) I’m expecting a baby. (Frankie is dumbstruck.) I 
thought you should know.  
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FRANKIE. (Trying to wrap his head around this turn of events.) You are? 
(Maud nods.) You’re sure?  
MAUD. I shouldn’t think it would be that much of a surprise. After all, 
we’ve been— 
FRANKIE. (Interrupting, very quickly and excitedly.) Well, yes, of 
course, but ... well, yes, then, yes, yes, of course, you’re right. Well, how 
about that? You’re going to have a baby! Oh, Maudie! (Frank takes Maud 
into his arms and kisses her.) We’re going to have a baby! (Suddenly 
thinking of practicalities.) But what about the tour?  
MAUD. What about the baby, Frank? I certainly can’t go back out on tour 
with you.  
FRANKIE. You can’t? (A quick pause.) Well, no, no, of course, you can’t. 
You’ll have to stay here—and I’ll— (Frankie notices Maud’s look of 
rebuke) —well, I’ll stay, too, I suppose. I mean, I can’t very well leave you 
here alone, can I? Your mother would have my hide. 
MAUD. She’s not the only one. And we can’t continue to live in hotels, 
Frank. It’s time we settled down. We’ll have to have a real home. 
DOROTHY. There’s no place like home.  
FRANKIE. Yes, you’re right. Of course, you are. That’s just what we’ll 
do. I just don’t— (He stops speaking.) 
MAUD. (After a pause.) You don’t what, Frank? 
FRANKIE. I don’t know how we’re going to afford a home. I suppose the 
only thing to do is to send the tour out again and see if we can recoup some 
of our losses. 
MAUD. (Insistent.) But without you.  
FRANKIE. (Reassuring her.) Yes, of course, without me. I’ll ... I’ll stay 
here and find something else. We’ll make a fine home for this baby, Maud. 
You can count on that. 
FRANK. And the tour did go out again—without me, as promised—but 
we’d lost any momentum we’d had before, and audiences were even 
sparser. (As Frank’s speech continues, one by one, Actors 1, 2, 3, 4, 5, and 
7 disperse, no longer a cohesive group.) When a fire broke out in our 
theatre in Richburg, it was the final straw. Thankfully, the actors escaped 
unscathed, but the play’s sets, props, and costumes weren’t so lucky. 
Everything was lost, and I certainly couldn’t afford to replace them. My 
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theatrical dreams had literally gone up in smoke. Most of what money was 
left went to paying the troupe. The bit we kept for ourselves went to  
renting a little house in Syracuse, and in December of 1883— 
MAUD. I gave birth to a son: Frank— 
FRANKIE. (Interjecting.) Named after me.  
MAUD. (Continuing.) —Joslyn— 
MATILDA. (Interjecting.) Named after me.  
MAUD. (Continuing.) —Baum. 
FRANK. So now, not only did I have a wife to support, but I also had a 
son. I knew it was high time to stop all this foolish pretending and find 
some sort of grown-up, proper work—though I couldn’t fathom what that 
might be.  
DOROTHY. What shall we do? 
TIN WOODMAN. I haven’t the faintest idea.  
FRANK. And then, out of the blue, came a stroke of unexpected luck: My 
older brother invited me to join him in a new business he was starting up 
with our father’s backing. The idea was to make use of some of the 
byproducts of our father’s oil refineries to produce and sell a machinery 
lubricant that combined castor oil and petroleum. We’d call it— 
FRANKIE. (Continuing enthusiastically as the pitchman again.) —
Baum’s Ever Ready Castorine—the Great Lubricator!  
TIN WOODMAN (To Dorothy.) Oil my neck first. 
FRANKIE. (Continuing.) The best axle oil in use for buggies, road carts, 
carriages, and wagons! 
TIN WOODMAN. Now oil the joints in my arms.  
FRANKIE. (Continuing.) Rust will never worry you again!  
TIN WOODMAN. Now, if you will oil the joints of my legs, I shall be all 
right once more. 
FRANKIE. (Continuing.) So smooth it makes horses laugh!  
TIN WOODMAN. I might have stood there always if you hadn’t come 
along.  
FRANKIE. (Continuing.) Baum’s Castorine—it makes the wheels spin, 
don’t it?  
FRANK. Of course, there was a limit to just how much product we could 
sell locally—so I was back on the road again, traveling by train to a lot of 
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the same towns where we’d played The Maid of Arran. Granted, it didn’t 
compare to the excitement of a theatrical tour, but I was determined to 
make a success of the company—and, for a while at least, I did. (Actors 3, 
4, and 7 speak as testimonials for Baum’s Castorine.)  
ACTOR 3. I have thoroughly tested Baum’s Castorine for the past two 
weeks, and I find it the finest and best-wearing axle oil I have ever used on 
my carriages. 
ACTOR 7. We are using your product on our road wagons and coaches 
and have found it far superior to any other oil. 
ACTOR 4. You can write any endorsement you wish over my signature, 
the stronger the better.  
FRANK. Finally, I’d managed to make good with one of my endeavors. 
Coming home from the road, there was nothing I enjoyed more than sitting 
on the front porch and watching the sunset with my wife and son. I should 
have been content.  
MAUD. What is it, Frank? 
FRANKIE. (Preoccupied.) Oh ... nothing.  
MAUD. But it isn’t, is it?  
FRANKIE. Isn’t what? 
MAUD. (More insistent.) Nothing. It’s something, all right. 
FRANKIE. (Dismissive.) Maudie— 
MAUD. (Interrupting.) I was a college girl, remember? I happen to know 
a thing or two. 
FRANKIE. (After a pause.) I just can’t help thinking I haven’t made much 
of a life for us.  
MAUD. But your business is doing very well— 
FRANKIE. (Interrupting.) And that’s just it—it’s not really my business, 
is it? There wouldn’t be any business if it weren’t for my father’s backing. 
MAUD. There’s nothing shameful in getting help from your father. 
FRANKIE. But ever since I was a boy, he’s been the one footing the bill 
for whatever it was I decided to do. The printing press, the chicken farm, 
the theatres—and up ’til now, I’ve managed to make a bust of them all. 
Who knows how long this oil business will last? I just can’t let my father 
down again, Maudie. 
MAUD. You know, he’s not the only one you need be concerned with now. 
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FRANKIE. Believe me, I know I’ve let you down as well. We haven’t 
exactly had the kind of life you were accustomed to, have we?   
MAUD. No, you’re right about that— 
FRANKIE. (Interrupting.) But it won’t always be this way. I promise you. 
I’m going to make a better life for us, Maud. (A pause.) I love you.  
MAUD. And I love you, too, Frank. (A pause. She wants to say something 
else, and Frankie can sense that.)  
FRANKIE. What is it? And don’t you say “nothing.” I’m on to that trick, 
too, even if I didn’t go to college.  
MAUD. Well, I guess this is as good a time as any. (Another pause.) We’re 
going to have another baby. (Maud waits for Frankie to say something, but 
he doesn’t.) I wish you’d say something, Frank. 
FRANKIE. (After a pause.) What can I say?  
MAUD. Well, I was hoping you’d say— 
FRANKIE. (Interrupting.) That’s the best news I’ve heard in a long time? 
Well, damned if it isn’t!  
FRANK. And before long, I had another son— 
MAUD. (Interjecting.) Actually, I was the one who had him— 
FRANKIE. (Interjecting.) Robert Stanton Baum, born February 12, 
1886— 
MAUD. (Continuing.) And this time, it was far from easy. Robert’s 
delivery was especially difficult—very long and very painful. Afterward, I 
became quite ill and was confined to bed for months.  
FRANK. It was a tough time for us. You see, a few months before 
Robert’s birth— 
ACTOR 4. (As a newspaper report.) Benjamin W. Baum, Sr., a well-
known resident of Onondaga County, was thrown from his carriage today 
and probably fatally injured. 
FRANK. Fortunately, that turned out not to be the case. My father had 
survived, but just barely—and he had suffered serious brain injuries. Then, 
coming fast on the heels of my father’s accident, my eldest brother—my 
partner in the Castorine oil business—came down with pneumonia and 
succumbed almost immediately. Within the year, we’d lost my father as 
well. Add to that, the business was in a downturn, and once again I was off 
riding the rails trying to drum up trade for a product I cared less and less 
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about. Something had to change. (Frankie and Actors 3, 5, 7, & 8 become 
train passengers again.) 
DOROTHY. What shall we do now? 
TIN WOODMAN. We must get back to the road in some way. 
DOROTHY. Which road?  
WIZARD. Keep to the West, where the sun sets, and you cannot fail. 
(Actors 1, 2, &  4 join the others as train passengers.) 
FRANK. The West. Maud’s brother Clark had moved his family out west 
to the Dakota Territory in 1881. They’d settled in a thriving little town of 
four thousand inhabitants called Aberdeen, nicknamed Hub City by the 
locals, since it was located at the juncture of several railroad lines. Maud’s 
sisters, Julia and Helen, had since followed Clark, and were also residing 
in Aberdeen with their families. What they’d found out west was a land of 
big skies and big open spaces, just the ticket for someone like me who had 
big ideas and even bigger dreams. I decided to write to Clark. 
FRANKIE. (Speaking the contents of a letter.) I’ve got an idea into my 
head. I am on a business trip, and, as I shall go to St. Paul and 
Minneapolis, I have decided to call on you all in Aberdeen and pay my 
respects. I don’t want Helen or Julia to know I am coming, as I’d like to 
surprise them—so keep it mum. 
FRANK. To tell the truth, I didn’t want Maud getting a letter from one of 
her sisters telling her I was making this little side trip. I wasn’t quite ready 
to let the cat out of the bag that I’d caught the “Western Fever”—but that’s 
exactly what had happened. Returning to Syracuse, I wrote to Clark again.  
FRANKIE. (Again, speaking the contents of a letter.) Since coming home, 
I realize how crowded the east is. In your country, there is opportunity to 
be somebody. It seems as though it is not too late to throw my fortunes in 
with the town, which appears to be only in its infancy. I feel Aberdeen is 
destined one day to be a good city, and it may become a metropolis. 
FRANK. I was thoroughly convinced my family belonged out west—but 
convincing Maud would be a horse of another color. She’d had letters from 
her sisters painting a pretty bleak picture of prairie life. Her sister Helen 
had even written an article that had been published in our local Syracuse 
Weekly Press warning about one of the most frightening phenomena of life 
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out on the plains. (Actors 2, 3, 6, 7, & 8 begin to speak the text of Helen 
Gage’s newspaper article.)  
ACTOR 8. “The Dakota Cyclone” by Helen Lesley Gage. 
ACTOR 2. Two dark vaporous-looking clouds— 
ACTOR 3. (Continuing.) —from one of which depended a long, pointed 
end— 
ACTOR 6. (Continuing.) —looking something like a funnel— 
ACTOR 7. (Continuing.) —rolled on down into the valley— 
ACTOR 8. (Continuing.) —throwing up a cloud of earth as it grazed the 
newly-plowed ground. 
ACTOR 2. Boards began to fly against the sides.  
ACTOR 3. The house creaked and moaned— 
ACTOR 6. (Continuing.) —and suddenly was torn from its foundation— 
ACTOR 7. (Continuing.) —and carried above the ground to the 
southeast— 
ACTOR 8. (Continuing.) —where it struck the earth, set down at an angle 
of forty-five degrees. (Actors 1, 4, & 5 now move as they speak dialogue 
and narration from The Wonderful Wizard of OZ.) 
UNCLE HENRY (ACTOR 4). There’s a cyclone coming, Em. I’ll go 
look after the stock. 
AUNT EM (ACTOR 5). Quick, Dorothy! Run for the cellar!  
ACTOR 1. Dorothy caught Toto at last and started to follow her aunt. 
When she was halfway across the room, there came a great shriek from the 
wind, and the house shook so hard that she lost her footing and sat down 
suddenly upon the floor. Then a strange thing happened.  
ACTOR 4. The house whirled around two or three times and rose slowly 
through the air.  
ACTOR 1. Dorothy felt as if she were going up in a balloon. 
ACTOR 4. The north and south winds met where the house stood and 
made it the exact center of the cyclone. 
ACTOR 5. In the middle of a cyclone the air is generally still— 
ACTOR 4. (Continuing.) —but the great pressure of the wind on every 
side of the house raised it up higher and higher, until it was at the very top 
of the cyclone— 
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ACTOR 5. (Continuing.) —and there it remained and was carried miles 
and miles away as easily as you could carry a feather. 
ACTOR 1. She was awakened by a shock, so sudden and severe that if 
Dorothy had not been lying on the soft bed she might have been hurt. As it 
was, the jar made her catch her breath and wonder what had happened.  
ACTOR 5. The cyclone had set the house down— 
ACTOR 1. (Continuing.) —very gently for a cyclone— 
ACTOR 4. (Continuing.) —in the midst of a country of marvelous beauty.  
FRANK. Despite Maud’s trepidations about life in the West, I knew she 
missed her brother and sisters terribly.   
MAUD. (Speaking the contents of her letter.) I have thought of you all so 
much and I am so lonely. I said very little to you before you went about 
how much I hated to have you go. I fear we will never live near each other 
again.  
DOROTHY. And I shall never see Aunt Em and Uncle Henry! 
FRANK. I knew I’d have my work cut out for me selling Maud on the 
idea of such a drastic upheaval in our lives. 
FRANKIE. Aberdeen truly is a fine city, Maudie—and so up-to-date. The 
way it’s been laid out in such an ingenious grid pattern—it shows a great 
deal of logic and foresight. And right in the center of town, there are a slew 
of thriving businesses—banks, shops, restaurants, hotels. In fact, there’s a 
brand-new hotel three stories high with a steam-powered elevator. They’ve 
even got a telephone system. A fella put the whole thing in a couple of 
years ago: the poles, the wires, everything. He’s sold over a hundred 
telephones—would you believe it?—and his wife’s the switchboard 
operator!  
MAUD. But what will you do out there, Frank? How are you going to earn 
a living? 
FRANKIE. Well, I’ve given that some thought. Of course, I could 
continue with the Castorine oil business— 
MAUD. (Interjecting, positive.) Yes, exactly! There’s obviously a demand 
for that— 
FRANKIE. (Continuing, now a little slyly.) Or, I suppose, I could try 
raising chickens again— 



FINDING OZ 

 31 

MAUD. (Interjecting, switching gears, but still positive.) Well, all right. 
Land’s very cheap, I hear— 
FRANKIE. (Continuing, enjoying toying with Maud.) And believe it or 
not, Aberdeen’s even got a small Opera House— 
MAUD. (Interjecting, turning negative.) Oh, no, Frank, you can’t be 
serious— 
FRANKIE. (Laughing.) Don’t you worry. Actually, I’ve got something 
else in mind. 
FRANK. You see, Maud’s brother Clark was the proprietor of Aberdeen’s 
general store, selling hardware, household goods, clothing—all the 
necessities for life out there on the plains. I certainly didn’t want to 
compete with him. My idea was to sell the good people of Aberdeen not 
what they needed, but what they wished for, what they dreamed of. I wrote 
again to Clark. 
FRANKIE. (Speaking the contents of his letter.) What seems to be missing 
from Aberdeen is a Bazaar that would sell fancy goods—elegant willow 
ware, specialty crockery, books, toys—that sort of thing. 
MAUD. But don’t you worry that those farm folk out there won’t want to 
buy all that fancy stuff? 
FRANKIE. No, I don’t, Maudie. I’m well aware the goods aren’t going to 
sell themselves. That’s my job.   
MAUD. And just exactly how do you plan to do that? 
FRANKIE. By selling the dream.  
MAUD. “The dream”? 
FRANKIE. Yes, the dream. (A pause, then with more intensity.) I need 
this, Maudie—and I swear to you I can do it. Just trust me, all right?  
MAUD. Trust you? (A pause.) Well ... I suppose ... (Another pause.) ... I 
suppose we’ll just have to try to make a go of it. 
FRANK. That was all I needed to hear. I spent the summer of 1888 
ordering my first stock of goods for the new store— 
MAUD. (Continuing.) —and in September, we packed up our belongings 
and headed west by train— 
FRANK. (Continuing.) —and a week later, we arrived in our new home of 
Aberdeen, Dakota. There was no time to waste. 
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FRANKIE. (The quintessential salesman.) Watch for the opening of 
Baum’s Bazaar, Monday, October 1, 1888. We shall offer a magnificent 
array of over three hundred items for you to peruse, ponder, and purchase! 
(Actors 2, 3, 4, & 5 speak as advertisements for Baum’s Bazaar.) 
ACTOR 2. Bohemian and native glassware! 
ACTOR 3. Japanese baskets and wicker ware! 
ACTOR 4. Parlor and table lamps! 
ACTOR 5. Plush brass and leather novelties! 
FRANKIE. And every lady attending the opening day will receive a box 
of Gunther’s Celebrated Chicago Candies!  
FRANK. We saw close to a thousand customers pass through our door on 
the first day alone. And as for the newspaper notices? (Actors 1 and 7 
speak as newspaper reporters.) 
ACTOR 1. Mr. Baum has the push and enterprise necessary to the western 
businessman.  
ACTOR 7. His Bazaar offers the finest stock of this line that has ever been 
seen in this city. 
FRANK. Like I’ve said, it paid to advertise—but in this case, the reviews 
got it right. Our array of merchandise truly was the stuff of dreams. The 
people of Aberdeen loved coming there—the children especially—because 
there was something genuinely magical about the store. Every piano lamp, 
parasol, and popgun had a story to tell, and I was more than happy to tell 
it—and if my stories helped move the merchandise, so much the better.  
FRANKIE. (Finishing a story to Actors 2 and 8, now children in the 
store.) And believe it or not, her beautifully feathered fan shielded the 
princess from the evil genie’s curse. You see all the eyes in these peacock 
feathers? Well, those peacock eyes contain powerful magic to ward off any 
evil eye—even the evilest eye of the evilest genie there ever was! 
SCARECROW. Really, you ought to be ashamed of yourself for being 
such a humbug. 
WIZARD. I certainly am, but it was the only thing I could do. Sit down 
and I will tell you my story. 
MATILDA. Frank, those stories you tell your customers? Especially the 
ones you spin for the children? They’re quite good—very original.  
FRANKIE. Thank you, Matilda. They do seem to enjoy them. 
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MATILDA. They do indeed.  
FRANKIE. I suppose it’s because half the time I feel like a child myself. 
MATILDA. That’s not necessarily a bad thing. (A pause.) Pardon my 
crust, Frank, but you’re a damned fool if you don’t write down those 
stories.  
FRANKIE. Oh, I don’t know. I’m not sure they’d be worth the ink it 
would take to commit them to paper.  
MATILDA. But you’re a writer, Frank. That’s your gift.  
FRANKIE. My gift? (Pondering what she’s said, then dismissively.) Not 
anymore, I’m afraid. And besides, who’s got the time for writing? I’ve got 
a store to run.  
FRANK. In the first month alone, we made over five hundred dollars—
which was more than half of my goal for the entire year. Of course, I was 
worried that our early success might fade after the initial novelty wore off. 
How was I going to keep people interested in what the store had to offer? 
After all, there were only so many stories about Persian peacock feathers 
that I could pull out of my hat. Before we had moved out to Aberdeen, I’d 
bought myself one of those brand-new portable Kodak cameras, and I’d 
become somewhat of an enthusiast—I’d always been fascinated by new 
inventions. I wondered—was there a club in town for amateur photography 
buffs like me? No? Well then, I’d start one—and, coincidentally, the store 
could carry all the paraphernalia that any photography buff could want.  
(Actors 1, 2, 3, 5, & 7 become hobby enthusiasts.)     
ACTOR 1. How about a club for lawn tennis? 
FRANKIE. Sure! 
ACTOR 2. Bicycle riding! 
FRANKIE. Great idea! 
ACTOR 3. Stamp collecting! 
FRANKIE. Why not? 
ACTOR 5. What this town needs is a community theatre! 
FRANKIE. Absolutely! 
ACTOR 7. And a baseball team!  
FRANKIE. Now, there’s an idea—nothing creates enthusiasm like 
baseball!  
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FRANK. So, along with a couple of local businessmen, I founded 
Aberdeen’s first baseball team: The Hub City Nine. We sold stock in the 
team, built a field, recruited players, and ordered uniforms—and, of 
course, I ran ads touting Baum’s Bazaar as the official supplier of Spalding 
Sporting Goods, certain that the youth of the town would soon catch the 
baseball bug. Excitement was running high among the locals for our first 
exhibition game—that is, until the team took the field. (Actors 2, 3, & 5 
become taunting spectators.) 
ACTOR 2. You couldn’t hit water if you fell off a boat! 
ACTOR 3. I’ve seen better swings on a porch! 
ACTOR 5. My grandma could throw better than that! 
ACTOR 4. (As a newspaper reporter.) Fans of the Hub City Nine were 
treated to some of the rottenest ball ever seen in Dakota. (Actors 1, 2, 3, 5, 
7, & 8 now gather as members of the baseball team.) 
FRANKIE. (Giving a pep speech to his team.) Now, come on, fellas. 
Don’t you pay any mind to those know-nothin’s and their lousy catcalls. 
You just keep your chins up, you hear me? Why, in no time at all, we’re 
gonna have us a first-rate ball club! What do you say? (The team responds 
with various levels of enthusiasm.)    
FRANK. And almost unbelievably, that’s exactly what happened! I could 
hardly fathom it myself, but the Hub City Nine finished in first place in the 
South Dakota League—and in mid-August, when we played the winning 
team from the North Dakota League, we beat the pants off ’em two games 
in a row.  
ACTOR 4. (Again as a newspaper reporter.) Not only is the Hub City 
Nine the strongest baseball club ever organized in Dakota, but Mr. Baum 
and his associates have demonstrated that good baseball can thrive in 
Aberdeen.  
FRANK. Yes, we’d managed to turn the team into a surprising success all 
right—but, my God, at what cost?! We’d laid out hundreds of dollars for 
equipment, advertising, and travel—and we’d signed our players to 
contracts through September. But now, with the main season over in 
August, there simply were not enough games for them to play.  
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ACTOR 2. (Now as a baseball umpire.) Stee-rike One! (Actors 1, 3, 5, 7, 
& 8 disperse one by one throughout the next few lines as the team falls 
apart.) 
FRANK. Teams all over the area were breaking up, and several of my own 
players left to take jobs on the railroads or in factories.  
ACTOR 2. (As a baseball umpire.) Stee-rike Two! 
FRANK. By October, we were in the hole for over a thousand dollars.  
ACTOR 2. (As a baseball umpire.) Stee-rike Three! 
ACTOR 4. Mr. Baum, tell us: Will the Hub City Nine be back again next 
year? 
FRANKIE. (Snappily.) No, sir. I don’t want any more to do with baseball. 
As you well know, I worked hard for the success of the club, but I am out 
both money and time. If we have a team next year, someone else will have 
to do the work!  
ACTOR 2. (As a baseball umpire.) Yer out! 
FRANK. That summer of 1889 had been hell—not only because that 
damned baseball team had turned out to be a full-time job on top of the 
full-time job I already had—but also because of the blazing temperatures. 
It was a scorcher, all right, reaching 109 degrees by late June. The 
unrelenting heat had turned the Dakota wheat fields to dust. (Actors 1, 2, 3, 
4, 5, 7, & 8 narrate from The Wonderful Wizard of OZ.) 
ACTOR 1. When Dorothy stood in the doorway and looked around, she 
could see nothing but the great gray prairie on every side.  
ACTOR 2. Not a tree nor a house broke the broad sweep of flat country 
that reached to the edge of the sky in all directions.  
ACTOR 7. The sun had baked the plowed land into a gray mass, with little 
cracks running through it.  
ACTOR 4. Even the grass was not green, — 
ACTOR 5. (Continuing.) —for the sun had burned the tops of the long  
blades until they were the same gray color to be seen everywhere.  
ACTOR 8. Once the house had been painted, but the sun blistered the 
paint and the rains washed it away, — 
ACTOR 3. (Continuing.) —and now the house was as dull and gray as 
everything else. 
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FRANK. Farmers were the hardest hit, of course, but their misfortune 
soon affected the economy of the entirety of Aberdeen, including Baum’s 
Bazaar. I’d already been neglecting the store in my efforts to make a 
success of the Hub City Nine. I’d even left Maud in charge for a spell 
while I’d been on the road with the team— 
MAUD. (Continuing.) —and I was five months pregnant at the time. (Now 
to Frankie.) Frank, I know you don’t want to hear this right now, but we 
are simply going to need more room.  
FRANKIE. (Caught off-guard.) What’s that? 
MAUD. A larger house, Frank. We’re about to have another child, and we 
don’t have enough room as it is.  
FRANKIE. (Hesitant.) But ... I don’t think— 
MAUD. (Interrupting.) You know I’m right.  
FRANK. And, of course, she was. We had to move, and so we did—but 
now with three children to support, it was the worst possible timing.  
MAUD. We were so sure this baby would be a girl that we’d already 
picked a name—but that wasn’t to be case. Instead, we got another boy: 
Harry Neal Baum. 
FRANKIE. Named for my little brother. 
MAUD. Born December 17, 1889. 
FRANK. It was almost Christmas, and I was desperate. No matter what I 
tried, the store just sank deeper and deeper in debt. I’d already bought a 
stock of merchandise from a Chicago firm that was going out of business 
so I could sell it at a discount. I’d started selling on credit, too—and very 
quickly racked up over 150 unpaid accounts. I’d even printed up a lavish 
Christmas catalogue to drum up business—all to no avail. People could 
barely afford to clothe and feed their families, much less buy Chinese silk 
lanterns, silver finger bowls, and gold toothpicks, no matter how many 
fantastical stories I could spin about them.  
ACTOR 4. (As a newspaper reporter.) Mr. Baum, I understand your wife 
has had to borrow money from one of your former business partners to 
keep your store afloat. Would you care to comment? 
FRANKIE. (Covering.) The matter is simply a temporary embarrassment. 
FRANK. But it was more than embarrassing—and it wasn’t temporary. On 
January 1, 1890, the bank foreclosed on the Bazaar. Once again, I’d 
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failed—but I couldn’t help feeling that the people of Aberdeen had failed 
me, too. After all I’d done for the town—the winning baseball team I’d 
founded to give them a sense of civic pride, the myriad hobby clubs I’d 
started to appeal to their interests and aspirations, the beautiful store I’d 
stocked with exotic merchandise to feed their hopes and dreams—all of it 
had come to naught. And while there were larger forces at work to be 
sure—the heat, the drought, the economy—I couldn’t hide from the fact 
that, when it really came down to it, I was the one to blame.  
FRANKIE. (Desolate.) Me. I’m the real failure.  
SCARECROW.  I don’t know anything. I have no brains at all. 
TIN WOODMAN. No one can love who has not a heart. 
COWARDLY LION. My life is simply unbearable without a bit of 
courage. 
WIZARD. I’m just a common man. 
SCARECROW. You’re more than that. You’re a humbug. 
WIZARD. Exactly so.  
WIZARD & FRANKIE. I am a humbug. 
SCARECROW. Really, you ought to be ashamed of yourself. 
FRANKIE. I am—deeply ashamed. I don’t know how I got myself here.   
DOROTHY. I am anxious to get back.  
DOROTHY & FRANKIE. Can you help me find my way? 
GLINDA. It is a long journey, through a country that is sometimes 
pleasant— 
MATILDA. (Continuing.) —and sometimes dark and terrible.  
DOROTHY & FRANKIE. What shall we do now? 
MATILDA. (A flashback.) Frank, you’re a damned fool if you don’t write 
down those stories. 
SCARECROW & FRANKIE. It is such an uncomfortable feeling to 
know one is a fool.  
GLINDA. When you get to OZ do not be afraid of him but tell your story. 
(Actors 1, 2, 3, 4, 7, & 8 whisper “Tell your story” overlapping with each 
other.) 
MATILDA. Tell your story. 
FRANKIE. (After a pause, the idea beginning to take shape within him 
offering a ray of hope.) Tell your story. (The light dims on all the Actors 



FINDING OZ 

 38 

except Frankie and Frank. They remain in the light for a moment. 
Blackout.) 
 

END OF ACT I 
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