
Clipped wings can’t stall 
this flight of fancy
Maurice Maeterlinck’s classic, The Blue Bird, is magical enough 
to shine through East Heights Productions’ meager staging at 
the Studio Theatre near Universal Studios 

ast call! Your flight is now boarding for 
East Heights Productions’ staging of The 
Blue Bird, the timeless fantasy classic L

by Maurice Maeterlinck brought to life at the 
Studio Theatre, which resides just on the 
valley side of the Cahuenga Pass. 
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At the cozy space near the foot of 
Universal Studios unfolds an enjoyable, 
though rather bare-bones production of 
Maeterlinck’s 1908 play, directed by 
Jamieson K. Price, which follows the mystical 
adventures of Tyltyl (Anthony Sherritt) and 
Mytyl (Annabelle Lanyon), poor young 
siblings who venture out  Christmas evening 
on a perilous journey to find the Blue Bird of 
Happiness at the urgent behest of the Fairy 
Berylune (Maude Bonanni) who needs it for 
her little girl who’s very ill. Accompanying 
them on their journey are the elements of 
Light (Catherine Moss), Bread (Jamieson K. 
Price), Water (Nina Sablich) and Fire (Ryan 
Shervington), along with their very loyal dog 
Tylo (Mike Kersey) and their very disloyal 
cat Tylette (Lisa Zee Ziembicki).

The Nobel prize-winning Maeterlinck’s 
magic easily draws us into a truly wondrous 
excursion where mystical places abound. 
There’s the Land of Memory, where the young 
brother and sister are reacquainted with their 
dead Granny (Karen Christie) and Granddad 
(Mike Disch). Then, the Palace of Night, 
where Night (Stacia Monteith) herself rules 
over a vast brood of sicknesses and mysteries, 
as well as assorted shades and terrors. 

Next stop, the Forest, where, Tylette’s 
trickery almost costs Mytyl and Tyltyl their 
lives at the limbs of a gathering of trees who 
come to life and plan to execute them as 
revenge for all the damage mankind has done 
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waiting to be born in the Kingdom of the Future. In 
addition, Christie is all maternal warmth, Sablich flows 
smoothly as Water, Zee Ziembicki’s Tylette is downright 
catlike and both Sherritt and Lanyon are appealing as 
Tyltyl and Mytyl, respectively. 

From the information I have on the show, there are 
no matinee performances scheduled, which is a shame. The 
Blue Bird rises above and beyond East Heights’ workshop 
production and flies straight to the imagination. It is a 
marvelous tale for adults and children alike to discover — 
as my eight-year-old daughter Kate and my 10-year-old 
little brother Joseph can attest to. Bad acting and bare stage 
aside, the two of them enjoyed the show tremendously, and 
the three of us got into a semi-heated debate as to whether 
the kids’ journey was all a dream or whether it really 
happened. We were still talking about it well after we got 
home. The verdict? Joseph and I voted for a dream, Kate’s 
absolutely certain it really took place.



to forests the world over. Then it’s on to the 
Garden of Happiness, where they discover 
the fleeting Luxuries and then the true Joys. 
Next up is the Graveyard, where they 
discover that there is nothing to be afraid of. 
Finally, it’s at the Kingdom of the Future 
where, after meeting the souls of children 
awaiting to be born, they finally find the blue 
bird. And after saying their goodbyes to 
Light, Water, Fire, et al, the two end up back 
where they started, safe and warm in their 
beds on Christmas morning.

Given the no-budget set, the hit-or-
miss sound and light cues, executed by the 
show’s producer Ann Greyson, and the 
minimal costuming — matched up with 
certain cast members’ marginal acting 
talents — the established East Heights 
couldn’t have selected a better play for its 
new year production. What this abbreviated 
adaptation lacks in style is more than 
covered and carried by Maeterlinck’s 
substantive, wise, deeply imaginative and 
humorous fable. It is not too hard to get 
wrapped up in the marvelous storytelling — 
it soars even if the onstage storytellers do 
not. 

But it’s a shame to see that director 
Price, who has a fine presence as both Bread 
and the judgmental Oak Tree, couldn’t pull 
better than one-note performances from 
some of his more prominent cast members. 
As Light, Moss gives her character all the 
radiance of a 15-watt bulb. And on the 
opposite end of the spectrum, Monteith’s 
dreadful delivery of Night has all the energy 
of a monotonous line reading. Somewhere in 
the middle is Disch, who flatly does not 
differentiate one bit between the four 
different supporting roles he plays. Actually, 
“speaks” is a far more appropriate term for 
him because that is all he does. Hello! It’s 
called “acting” guys and gals, and those three 
should try it some time.

They could start by taking a lesson 
from Kersey, whose genuinely fun turn as 
the protective dog Tylo is loaded with 
vigorous energy to spare. Shervington’s 
sassy portrayal of Fire is another one they 
should watch — as is Marissa Fedele’s 
engaging delivery of the inquisitive Little Girl 

And isn’t that how it should be? Polished or rough, 
when theater stimulates and inspires, it is more than 
enough. 

WHAT: The Blue Bird by Maurice 
Maeterlinck
WHERE: 3433 Cahuenga Blvd. West, Los 
Angeles 
WHEN: Fri.-Sat. 8 p.m. through Jan. 31
INFO: 213/850-9497 or 213/660-TKTS.
COST: $10
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