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Character Sketch


A lowly summer day, hidden in history, flanked by misery, and ridden with glee, must have been this very day. For this special day brought a life into this world that has not only done so much for so many, but has inspired some to do amazing things, with so little. This day, a thirty-first, lies snugly at the end of July, waiting to greet the month of August. July 31st, 1987, was a glorious day, for a glorious beginning, for a unique individual.


This, now nineteen year old, five foot – eight inch male is often immediately recognized by his curly, brown hair. However, this character often lurks in the shadows, and it is only by the synchronous sound of keys to footsteps that his presence is realized. These precious keys, dangling from his waist, are not only a symbol of importance and authority, but almost like a self-kept record of conquered lands. Each key added to his ring symbolizes an era no longer restricted, and the ceremony of adding a new key would be comparative only to an old westerner putting another notch into the handle of his trusty Smith & Weston. These keys bear great power, and are passed through generations of fellow “keepers of the keys.”


Yet, with great power comes great responsibility- a powerful man? Maybe not, but responsible? A man, who spent most of his senior year in the one place he called home, started and completed a “Mouse Trap Car” for Physics the day that it was due and earning an amazing ninety-three percent, and who put a friend up to stealing and ballooning a fellow Techie’s car could hardly be described as responsible, but when the jokes are aside, you would be amazed at what he can accomplish.

Accomplishments are relative, as one could consider their getting out of bed a great accomplishment, but when it comes to an aspiring individual like this one, no accomplishment is too great, or too small, to be rewarded. Unfortunately, in the life of a techie, great rewards are always welcome in small packages. These small packages may came in various cellophane shades of silver, but they’re contents are what matter most- food. This man is known for his Wendy’s noshing, and on-stage power lunches, to the extent that mice have now taken over this man’s three year habitat- a mere animalistic embodiment to the greatness that once loomed over that which is, Lakota west Theatre.

Many ask, “What could a fast-food take out of Wendy’s be awarded for?” The answer is simple. Anyone, if asked to screw in a light bulb, probably would have done so without thinking. Maybe even have welcomed the thought as an easy task, without worthy of praise. Well, this man was not only asked to screw in a light bulb, but with the tenacity of a veteran womanizer, he screwed over one thousand, four hundred light bulbs. Of course, this supreme ruler of all that is “lightcious” had his posse of eager nobles, waiting on him day after day, for it would have been without them, that such a magnificent spectacle may have been prolonged. His cheery demeanor and light hearted laughter bring smiles to all that surround him, and when it comes to sitting around screwing light bulb after light bulb, and drilling hole after hole, the spirits of his miniature companions may have well been extinguished right then and there.

This man, giving not only of himself, but of his wallet, shows the sheer gratitude he has for his lonely peasants, by treating them, along with his fellow sound chief, to Applebee dinners. These dinners, a tribal ritual among the tech result in ambiguous behavior from all that attend, and serves as a review of the highlights and tragic incidents of the past season. One such incident leaves a mental picture ironed into all that bore witness. A man, running aimlessly through the theatre gave chase to the Lord of Sound, for he had stolen that which was precious to him- his keys. Yes, the precious keys were in the hands of sound, and light could do nothing but cast a shadow onto the heels of his opponent. As the chase carried into the pit, and then into the isles, it was soon realized by those on looking, that the light was dim, and the sound of laughter echoed in their ears- light was no where to be seen. In fact, light was flat on his face, hidden by the rows of red chairs as he curled into the fetal position. 

“That’s why we love you…” No matter how many times he may be the butt of a joke, you always know he will come back with a witty remark, a sincere smile, or a wicked laugh. Not the kind of laugh meant to scare you, but to remind you that your turn is coming, and he will be the last to laugh – until next time. His dedication to his pranks is remarkable, which is evident in his planning and execution of the disposal of one’s car, and then the idea of filling it entirely with balloons. During a special theatre night known as Westons, stole the keys from the Lord of Sound, snuck outside in the dark, and removed a certain blue vehicle from the parking lot. Returning, and casually, innocently, turning over the keys, nothing was suspected. Continuing with my role in the evil plot, I gathered balloons from one’s light blue locker, and spewed them all over the inside of the car. 

This man is not all bad though. What is missing from this story is how the Lord of Sound stole his keys, and left him for dead in the Lakota West parking lot, cold and unprotected against the world. Of course, this lanky boy can never stay out of trouble- as trouble could truly be his middle name. An afternoon of cleaning in the theatre would never have thought to have led to disaster, but of course this lad saw the light, and it was sharp. A fluorescent bulb fell from the sky, shredding the scalp of this poor boy. Fortunately, there were medical supplies for just this type of emergency, and armed with a wet paper towel, he was a-ok. Despite his dedication and pleas of staying to finish the job, his health could not be overlooked, and with fear of a concussion, Dolloff sent him home to rest.
Kind, compassionate, dedicated, and a true hero in the eyes of so many, Greg Barrett is nothing less than a Saint among men.
Time passing, this, now talented electrician, is off to find himself in college.

