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T heater  P r e v ie w

KEVIN DALUM/The Observer

Matt Lee (left) and Monica Kerschner star in “The Tempest."

Not-So-Royal ‘Tempest’ 
premieres tonight

By KATIE W ILH ELM
A ssistant Scene E d ito r

The  H e s b u r g h  C e n te r  fo r  
In te rna t iona l  S tud ies  A ud ito r ium  is 
small, but with a few o ran g e  cra tes  
and overturned garbage cans the stage 
is transform ed into a fanciful island. 
T he  N o t-S o -R o y a l  S h a k e s p e a r e  
Company promises to captivate audi
ences on this island when its produc

t io n  of  “T h e
The Tempest
♦  W h e r e :  H e s b u r g h  
C e n t e r  lor  
I n t e r n a t i o n a l  
S t u d i e s
♦  W h e n :  T on i g h t  
t h r o u g h  S a t u r d a y ,
7 : 3 0  p . m .
♦  Ti cke t s :  $ 3  for  
s t u d e n t s ,  $ 5  for  
g e n e r a l  pub l i c ;  
a v a i l a b l e  a t  d o o r

funding  to pu t on

T e m p e s t ” o p en s  
tonight.

The play is the 
fourth in a series 
of acclaimed pro
d u c t io n s  f ro m  
The Not-So-Royal 
S h a  k e s p e a r  e 
Company since its 
inception in 1997. 
E a g e r  to d i r e c t  
before he  g ra d u 
a te d .  Chris  Lutz 
founded the com
pany  a f te r  m a k 
ing unsuccessfu l  
s o l i c i t a t i o n s  to 
organizations for 
“T w elf th  Night."  

Since then, the company has achieved 
s u c c e s s  w ith  "M uch  Ado a b o u t  
N o th in g ” in th e  fall o f  1 9 9 8  a n d  
“Macbeth” in the spring of 1999.

T he  a p p r e c ia t io n  for S h a k e p e a r e  
that drove Lutz to found the  company 
also drives s tu d en t  to becom e m e m 
bers.

“ I w a n t e d  to g e t  in v o lv e d  in 
Shakepearean  acting for a  long time, 
and this seemed like the perfect oppor
tunity." said C hris topher  Beely, who 
plays Alonzo. King of Naples, in “The 
Tempest."

Beely shares  his enthusiasm and tal
ent with the rest of the cast and crew 
of “The T em p es t .” Five m on ths  ago. 
the exceptional cast was chosen after 
two nights of auditions and one night 
of call-backs. The actors are a  mix of 
undergraduate  and graduate  students 
f rom  a r a n g e  o f  m a jo r s ,  in c lu d in g  
math and film, television and theater.

Watching the cast of “The Tem pest” 
in their final week of rehearsals ,  it is 
easy to get sw ept away in their  p o r
trayal of the play. As rehearsal begins, 
an audio recording of thunder fills the 
aud i to r ium  and ac to rs  in b lue r a in 
coats flood the stage. Fellow cast m em 
bers scatter into the auditorium seats 
to w a tc h  as s c e n e s  a r e  p la y e d  o u t  
before them. From his seat in the front 
row, director Charlie Camosy calls out

to the actors, reminding them to pick 
up their  cues and  increase their  vol
ume.

“‘The Tem pest’ does not fit into the 
‘comedy’ or ‘tragedy’ categories tradi
tionally given to Shakespeare. It com
bines elements of both into w hat one 
might call a romantic fantasy,’” said 
Camosy. “The play is very  m agica l,  
both in theme and performance. Both 
the hardco re  S hakespeare  fan, along 
with som eone who simply likes good 
en tertainm ent,  will be entertained by 
this show.”

In his d i r e c to r i a l  d e b u t ,  C h a r l ie  
Camosy leads the cast of sixteen and 
crew of four. As an undergraduate  at 
Notre Dame, Camosy was active in the
ater, but graduated  in the sam e year 
Lutz  s t a r t e d  th e  N o t-S o -R o y a l  
Shakepeare  Company. However, as a 
graduate student Camosy has acted in 
both “Much Ado abou t Nothing” and 
“Macbeth” for the company. This year, 
he  is p le a s e d  to be d i r e c t in g  “The 
Tempest.”

“Anything that I can do to keep this 
com pany  going s trong  is well w orth  
the effort,” said Camosy.

Camosy and his cast certainly have 
cultivated a  magical performance that 
is sure to please audiences. Sophomore 
M alt  Lee a n d  f r e s h m a n  M on ica  
Kerschner lead the ensemble cast with 
t h e i r  o u t s t a n d i n g  p c r f o r m a c e s  as 
Ferdinand and Miranda.

John  Sample, a  sen ior  physics and 
math major, has been with the Not-So- 
Royal S h a k e s p e a r e  C om pany  s ince  
“Twelfth Night." His tall frame, draped 
in an ornate robe, as well as his com
m a n d in g  s t a g e  p r e s e n c e  b r in g  his 
character  of Prospero to life.

Laurie Lodewyck’s portrayal of Ariel 
brings hum or  as well as exceptional 
acting to the already solid cast of “The 
Tempest.” Lodewyck, a senior psychol
ogy major, has also been with the Not- 
So-Royal Shakespeare Company since 
1997.

The $3 admission charge is also well 
worth the price to see the comedy of 
f r e s h m a n  D an  F i s h e r ,  w ho  p la y s  
Caliban, and  so p h o m o re  Kelly Hart,  
who plays Stephano. While their p e r 
fo rm ances  a re  en te r ta in in g ,  ne i th e r  
lose sight of the play as a whole.

T h e  N o t-S o -R o y a l  S h a k e s p e a r e  
C o m p a n y ’s p r o d u c t i o n  of  “T h e  
Tem pest” will be playing tonight until 
S atu rday  a t  the Hesburgh Center for 
International Studies Auditorium. The 
shows begin a t  7:30 p.m. and tickets 
a r e  a v a i la b le  a t  th e  doo r .  G e n e ra l  
adm iss ion  is $5 and  for $3 for s t u 
dents.

H ealth C o lu m n

I was lucky, I recovered
I was lucky. Many people suffer from an 

eating disorder for years before they begin 
to actually embrace recovery. My anorexia 
lasted for only several months before 1 
received help, and my 
total recovery was 
about a year and a 
half. Although it was a 
brief period, it was a 
journey that has 
changed my life forev-

Anonymous

N o tre  D a m e  
s tu d e n t

I was a classic case.
My perfectionist tendencies and self-enforc
ing personality were the perfect seeds to 
breed an eating disorder because of the 
need for control 1 felt compelled to have. 
Like most students at Notre Dame, I was 
used to being at the top of my class in high 
school and at the center of many activities. 
That is where I found my control and the 
satisfaction I sought, through pleasing oth
ers. 1 never really stopped to consider if I 
was happy. That wasn’t important because 
pleasing my family and friends translated 
into self-worth. Ironically, my parents never 
pressured me about grades or sporting 
events. My drive was completely 
self-induced, and 1 strove to be perfect.

During my freshman year of college, I 
had a very hard time 
adjusting to being 
away from home. 1 was 
many miles from my 
family and friends, and 
many miles from my 
comfort zone of being 
at the top, 1 felt like a 
lost soul wandering 
aimlessly, struggling to 
find “my place.” By October, 1 had finally 
adjusted to being far from home, but some
where along the way I had misplaced that 
feeling of being in control. I still felt like a 
failure because I was no longer one of the 
smartest or most athletic. I was just me ... 
and me just wasn’t good enough.

Food was not an issue right away. In fact, 
I never gave it much thought. I was always 
able to eat whatever, whenever, while 
remaining slender — until my first semes
ter at school. I learned that 1 was also sus
ceptible to the “freshman 15," and by 
December break I had gained about 10 
pounds.

Although it wasn’t very noticeable, it was 
just another feeling of failure. I therefore 
made my New Year’s resolution to exercise 
everyday and lose weight.

Because of my obsessive-compulsive ten
dencies, I faithfully ran every day. Each day 
a little longer, pushing myself to the limit. It 
became a form of personal achievement 
and satisfaction that I hadn’t felt in so long.
1 began to think if I could force myself to 
run everyday, I could eat less too.

Only then did food become an issue. It 
was like a game of self-worth. I won if I was 
able to skip lunch or have just a salad for 
dinner. I feverishly counted each calorie 
that entered my mouth. My motivation 
became to prove to my family and friends I 
could actually do this — that 1 could once 
again make them proud. 1 said I would lose 
weight and now I was achieving it. At least 
I was good at something again. Maybe a  lit
tle too good. By spring break, I had lost 
about 20 pounds and my 5-foot-3 frame 
was down to 99 pounds. Naturally, my par
ents and friends were shocked when they 
saw me, yet I refused I had a problem.

But they knew me too well to accept the 
lies and cover-ups because it was evident 1 
had changed. I was frail both physically 
and emotionally, and was quiet and 
depressed. But the reflection I saw in the 
mirror was still a  girl who had a  few more 
pounds to lose before she would achieve a 
magical weight that would cure all her 
problems and make everyone proud. My 
perception was so bad that I did not realize 
I was emaciated, and an apple and a salad 
in one sitting seemed like a feast, an indul
gence that I was not yet worthy to enjoy. 
That is probably the biggest misconception 
with this disease.

I always hear people say, “What’s wrong

My recovery has definitely 
made me a stronger person. I 
have a new light on myself, a 

new confidence, a new percep
tion o f control and a new  

energy.

with her? Doesn't she realize she is sickly 
looking? Why can’t she just eat!” Well, not 
only does she not realize how thin she is, it 
is NOT about food. It is about underlying 
issues that manifest them in that form. My 
problems surfaced through compulsive 
exercising and restricting my caloric intake. 
I felt my sense of achievement by not eat
ing. I always kept my feelings bottled up 
inside and instead of talking them out with 
people; I took them out on food.

Eating disorders are personal battles that 
relate to everything but actually wanting to 
eat. It is all about control. Through restric
tion I found my false sense of control. It is a 
cruel illusion that leads you to believe you 
actually have a grasp on things. In reality, 
my life was totally out of control. In just a 
few months my anorexia had completely 
taken over my personality and transcended 
the person I once was. It directed my every 
thought and action. Before it manifested 
itself physically — before it had hollowed 
my cheeks and jarred  out my ribs — the 
emotional abrasions had formed. I unknow
ingly changed. I became withdrawn, and 
instead of thinking about what I wanted to 
do that weekend, I spent my time thinking 
about food.

The worst part of my disorder was that it 
began to come 
between my personal 
relationships, which 
was also the most 
ironic part. All I really 
wanted to do was 
please people, and yet 
I was pushing every
one away. Some days, 
tired and weak, I 

didn’t even feel like getting out of bed. But I 
had to in order to work out, or I might gain 
weight, and gaining weight m eant loosing 
control. So I pushed people away, afraid of 
getting hurt and loosing that control. What 
I really lost was a sense of emotion.

I wound up breaking up with the person I 
was dating at the time because I held 
myself back, afraid of any invasions into my 
own private world that I had created for 
myself, which became my life. But the more 
1 closed people off, the more depressed I 
became and the more food-restricting 
seemed like the viable solution. It was my 
way to let out my “bottled up” feelings.

After many long, emotional talks with 
friends and family, I finally admitted I need
ed help. I no longer wanted to remain 
encapsulated. Although they wanted to help 
so desperately, in the end I was the only 
one who could cure myself. Friends and 
family can offer emotional support, but the 
victim must be 100 percent willing to lose 
the false sensation of control. Through 
therapy I began to find the control 1 was 
searching for in other areas of my life. I 
needed to speak up for myself and not 
allow others to walk all over me and I real
ized I don’t always have to please others to 
be liked. My recovery has definitely made 
me a stronger person. I have a  new light on 
myself, a new confidence, a new perception 
of control and a new energy.

I actually enjoy social situations again, 
and my relationships with both guys and 
girls have greatly improved. I feel so much 
freer because my main goal isn’t just to 
please others, but take care of my own 
needs as well. When I am sad or confused, I 
reflect on various parts of my life to solve 
the issue and not just take it out on food. 
Recovery is a slippery slope, however, and 
each day was a struggle. But with every 
setback I learned more about the person I 
wanted to become, and I realized how to 
use my need for control in a  positive way to 
embrace my problems head on. Above all, 
the love and support of my family and 
friends was crucial. They made me realize 
they would always love and respect me 
unconditionally, not only because of who I 
was and w hat I felt, but finally for just 
being me.

The views expressed in this column are 
those o f the author and not necessarily o f  
The Observer.


