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College is something that, quite obviously, is new to me. I don’t have much experience in the subject, although so far I’m finding it to be not all that different from high school. One area that it’s very different, however, is the fact that in college there’s always something to do. Even during Freshman Orientation during the summer, I found myself wishing I’d had more time to do everything that there was to do.

Everyone here is an exceptional individual, they tell us. I’m inclined to believe them, truth be told. 

During the aforementioned Orientation, I found myself at a student production of Rocky Horror Picture Show, a movie which I loathe with all my being. It ranks up there with Batman and Robin and Freddie Got Fingered in my list of ridiculous tripe that I have trouble believing people pay money to see. Is a plot too much to ask for?

But this isn’t about my abject hatred of the material. I did my best to put aside any prior feelings and focus on the spectacle at hand, which, I have to say, impressed me quite a bit.

This production consisted of the movie being shown in all its grainy VHS glory onto a projector screen at the back of the stage, while actors mime their characters’ parts at the front of the stage, in costume more or less like what their movie counterparts sport. If a particular character wasn’t in a particular scene, that character’s actor would stand in the aisles and shout obscenities in a very sing-songy way that I’m sure you’re familiar with if you’ve ever seen the film.

What impressed me was how together the actors had their act, even though they had precisely zero time to prepare. They were all so familiar with the material that on no notice they whipped up a very decent performance. That they’ve all seen the movie enough to be able to recite it from memory is another feat entirely, and these people have proven that they are braver men and women than I. But again, I’m not writing this to express my utter contempt for the original movie.

In a nutshell, a good cast made the best they could out of entirely miserable material. I’m not at all sorry I sat down and watched it.
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