
Director’s Note 

In a graduate school directing seminar on theatrical collaboration, I was assigned the task of 
working with MFA design students to prepare for a theatrical production. We were to read the 
play together, articulate a concept, develop scenic, costume and lighting designs, create a 
rehearsal schedule and more – everything but actually rehearse and mount the play. I was 
assigned A Delicate Balance. 

I loved the play and worked hard in that seminar. I read reviews and commentaries on the texts. I 
researched previous productions. I surveyed Albee’s work, along with plays that had inspired 
him. I studied absurdism. And I remember sitting up nights, discussing the play and its layers 
with my classmates, growing increasingly excited about a never-to-be-mounted production. 
Torturous. 

Understandably, I was excited when Weathervane offered me this opportunity to direct the show 
fifteen years later. I pulled out the stuffed binder that had been sitting in a closet, waiting for the 
moment when I’d finally get to manifest my vision. 

The problem? I didn’t believe any of what I’d written back then. 

This is a play that gets better with age. It has grown in folks’ estimation since the 60s, when it 
had numerous detractors. It needs reading and re-reading, watching and re-watching to unlock all 
of its wonderful secrets and humor. But most of all, it needs life experience; this play gets better 
as I age.  

Since grad school, I’ve had more years to think about my mortality, to have dreams for my life 
(and then to have to revise them), to fail at loving well, to mess up, to regret, to take stock of 
things and find myself wanting: small glimpses of The Terror that plagues each of these 
characters. But instead of leaving me depressed or morose, these experiences have brought me 
back to the play with a gentleness and tenderness that stems from knowing that I’m in the same 
boat. 

I have sometimes feared life and retreated – just like Tobias. 
I can become a control freak when I feel like my world is chaos – just like Agnes. 
I use cynicism and jadedness to mask my pain – just like Claire. 
I may revert to adolescence when I don’t feel loved and safe – just like Julia. 
And I certainly understand Harry’s and Edna’s need to flee the silence of a quiet room that forces 
one to take a good hard look at oneself. 

So as I come back to Albee’s Pulitzer Prize winner – blessed this time with a cast of wonderful 
actors with their own wealth of life experience – I hope we’ve met the play not only with our 
heads, but also with our hearts. And I hope you will as well.


