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“The Florence Horror Show”
A Review by Red Ruffnsore — Columnist for the Florence Flogger

“Let’s do the time warp again!”

When | heard these words being sung during the Florentine
Players production of “The Florence Horror Show,” | thought | was being
given the secret recipe to make waffles. How wrong | was.

Hello to everyone and Seasons Greetings to all my wonderful
readers and educated eggheads. This is Red Ruffnsore, wearing his
Santa suit that has been soiled by the seasons, producing print of my
review of the Halloween Murder Mystery at the Florence City Hall. My
Royal typewriter ablaze as my fiery fingers flail over the keyboard kindling
yielding yards of fabulous fonts for my Florence followers to read and
relish.

It's a review, okay?

I love a good spook story especially during Halloween. Heidi
Lowe wrote and directed “The Florence Horror Show.” Each year Heidi
improves upon the last year with creepier creeps, ghoulier ghouls and
spookier spooks. She modeled this year's production after “The Rocky
Horror Picture Show.” That's a campy, clever and calculated story about
life in Council Bluffs. Personally | didn’t see the relationship between the
two but | suppose | am a professional.

The performance takes place in a spooky old mansion. A
newlywed couple runs out of gas and needs to take refuge. That starts the
fun as we are introduced to the mad scientist himself, Doctor Franken-
beans, plus the lab assistant, the Swedish speaking French Maid (she
killed me,) a Jack Sparrow like housekeeper, the real Florence Horror
monster and a stodgy, old butler. The cast was funny, frivolous and frac-
tured except for the butler who stunk. Please, no more cast members from
The Florence Home of the Deprived and Disturbed.

Soon the bodies started falling and it was time for the audience
to guess the killer. Want to know the real killer? Not from me. You should
have bought a ticket, enjoyed the delicious “soup kitchen” and watched
(and participated) in the show.

This was a real side slapper. My cajorcaling was at an all time
high. The cast was excellent, the set was super and the song, perhaps the
greatest rock & roll song in movie history, got everyone hopping and bop-
ping. Usually only my cooking gets me hopping and bopping.

The audience killed too. Many were dressed in seasonal attire
that made the evening all the more insane in the membrane. Allin all a
chilling nightmare was had by all.

“Write to Red” letters keep coming in. This one came attached
to a rock and tossed through the front window of my van down by the river.

Dear Lunkhead,

How can | make this any clearer? The scraps of food are for
the animals not a scrounging, sniveling and grotesque man such as you.
Most of our diners enjoying seeing the wild animals that come to partake in
our leftovers that we set outside of our establishment every evening. But
imagine the screams and cries of our guests, especially the children, when
they see you fighting over the scraps of week old chicken with the rac-
coons. These oddments are meant for the animals not a human being if
that is what you call yourself. Stay away from our restaurant and get that
piece of junk you call a van off our property.

This is the last time we ask. Next time we’ll come at you with
tasers. We're serious.

Signed,
The Alpine Inn

Until next time, this is Red Ruffnsore reporting for the Florence
Flogger. Enjoy the holidays and remember old Red when you're tossing
out leftovers.

TTFN

"K-FLO Office Christmas Party 2009"
A Review by Red Ruffnsore - Columnist for the Florence Flogger

going on. This may be something normal for my readers but for me, sharp
as a tomato Red Ruffinsore, | find this shocking, shuttering and soul
searching. | came to this conclusion; | don't understand these new

kinds of performances.

Happy 2010 to all my fans in fandom, this is Red Ruffinsore giving
you his faulty feedback on the Florentine Player production "K-FLO
Office Christmas Party 2009." | thought this would be a stage production or an
interactive theater experience and | still don't know. Maybe you'll
know once you read my review.

| entered the Florence City Hall on a cold and snow covered
December evening. My dangling participles were nearly frozen. | got there early
because | do enjoy all the fun snacks that are given out at these
productions and my heater wasn't functioning in my van down by the
river. Once | took my seat inside | got the strange feeling the performance was
already taking place even though it technically wasn't show time yet.
Some kind of Christmas party was going on. | just couldn't tell if it was
real or theatrical.

The event was a local television stations (K-FLO) Christmas party.
The on-air talent for the locally produced television programs were all
there representing their shows.

One group was the on-air news talent (or lack there of.) There
was a spiritual program called the Religious Roundtable, which set
Christianity back hundreds of decades. Another program was a Happy Time Hour with
Betty Beaver, Sally Sunshine and some bad-tempered puppet. K-FLO's P.M.S.
program was represented by its three loud members, Poe, the dude; Mo,
the chick; and Ska-douche. | didn't understand this program at all! Finally
and most disturbing program was Cooking With Cybil... and Friends. |
have no idea who the friends were but this cook flashed back and forth between
varieties of characters so diverse that it would've made staff members
of the Florence Schizophrenic Society very proud.

The party was run by K-FIO's management team all who seemed
greatly conflicted between the party itself and doing their jobs. The station
owner, Remington Steele in true management style, kept the other office
managers jumping by threats and humiliation. It was straight out of the
management handbook.

Please imagine this entirety going on together, not only on stage
but also throughout the hall. | felt | got to meet every staff member,
talent, the station choir and management team all evening long. There were
games and events involving the entire audience too, It was a kaleidoscope of
personalities, programs and performances coming at you like a snowplow
operator on no rest.

Then suddenly and unexpectedly, it was discovered the second in charge,
Paul Bogard, was dead. Not just dead but murdered.

How did this happen? We find out later in a graphic and crude
video how he dies. But now I'm wondering who is the murderer. Not only could
it be a member of the cast but possibly someone in the audience and you
couldn't tell one from the other. Potential killers were everywhere. |
quickly put my back to the wall, moved over to the snack table and
jammed six brownies in my mouth. That didn't help find the killer but it made
me feel much better.

How did this masterpiece of mayhem, murder and merriment conclude?
| won't spoil the fun but for $20 bucks and free laundry facilities I'll
spill my guts to anyone.

This was quite an evening of entertainment | thought as | strolled
into the cold, dark night. Pulling out one of the ten brownies | had
stuffed into my coat | thought to myself, Merry Christmas to all and to
all a crazy night.

"Write to Red" letters arrive everyday. Some are from citizens
and others from working professionals.

Mr. Ruffnsore;

Over the years we've responded to reported improprieties, near or
inside your van down by the river. But during the winter months we get
the most complaints, mostly it is due to the fires you start. It's not just
the minor fires you start in order to thaw out your frozen Grain Belt
beer supply but it's the bigger ones you start in order to heat your van. We
at the Florence Volunteer Fire Department have tried to be fair with you by
giving you opportunities to improve your life decisions and find a
decent place to live. You have not lived up to your end of the bargain Mr.
Ruffnsore. The next time we have to come down there to put out a fire
will be our last. May you burn in oblivion.

Signed,
The Florence Volunteer Fire Department

Until next time, this is Red Ruffnsore reporting for the Florence
Flogger. Stay warm and let me know if any of you have room in your

basement or garage.

TTEN






