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Aww, rats!
Theo Anthony discusses his new documentary, Rat Film
By David A. Chiodaroli 
Staff Writer

For Baltimore resident and in-
dependent f i lmmaker Theo 

Anthony, it all started with a rat 
in a trashcan. “I was coming home 
from the bar one night and I heard 
this sound coming from a trashcan,” 
Anthony says. “So, I took out my 
cellphone and I just started filming.” 
Little did he know at that time, but 
this shot of a rat struggling to get 
out of a Rubbermaid trashcan would 
be the beginning of a journey, one 
that would culminate in Rat Film, 
his f irst ever feature. Following a 
showing at the South by Southwest 
f ilm festival in March, Rat Film 
opened at the historic Parkway The-
ater in Baltimore on September 15th, 
earning a positive reception from the 
city’s residents. The movie, which at-
tempts to explain some of the issues 
surrounding the city’s overwhelming 
rat problem, also serves as a social 
commentary, addressing the issues 
of racial tensions that linger long 
after segregation ended. Throughout 
the film, Anthony dissects the many 
failed attempts at dealing with the 
issue, including a depression era poi-
soning campaign that caused more 
harm than good. 

“The film shows that pest control 
was deeply tied into all of these an-
ti-poverty and urban cleanup opera-
tions in the thirties,” Anthony says, 

“that were deeply racist and classist 
in both structure and targeting.” The 
film goes on to show that, not only 
were the campaigns ineffective, but 
they may have made the problem 
worse. “It wasn’t until later that Dr. 
David Davis said that poisoning 
rats on an individual basis doesn’t 
decrease the population. The more 
rats you kill, the quicker they spring 
up.” Davis proposed that an improve-
ment of living standards, including 
better sanitation and trash collection, 
would be a more effective option at 
neutralizing the city’s rat crisis. 

The film shows that, even today, 
little has changed in terms of how 
the rat problem still predominantly 
affects the city’s poorest residents. A 
map of the city, showing segregation-
ist ‘red-lining’ housing codes (named 
after the red color used to denote the 
most impoverished areas), is placed 
next to a map detailing the areas 
where the rat problem is at its worst. 
Both maps paint a sobering picture: 
the rat problem today mainly affects 
areas that were originally coordi-
nated as ‘blacks only’ before the civil 
rights era. Today, these areas are still 
predominantly black, impoverished, 
and crime ridden, leaving Baltimore’s 

most vulnerable residents to live in 
the same appalling conditions that 
their forbearers suffered. And it 
seems that the city still hasn’t real-
ized that going postal on the rat pop-
ulation is not the best solution when 
dealing with the crisis. As the film 
shows, the city still employs extermi-
nators to spray poison wherever the 
rats dwell. Even citizens have taken 
up the fight against the rat, using a 
variety of weapons and tactics in a 

never-ending battle where victory is 
not guaranteed. 

Despite all of this, Anthony is 
pleased with the dialogue that Rat 
Film is making, and hopes to use the 
movie as a teaching tool to discuss 
both rats and other issues plaguing 
Baltimore. 

“Going out, I hear people come up 
to me all the time,” Anthony says. 

“And they’re appreciative of the fact 
that people are talking about this.” 

Hopefully, this positive buzz will 
translate into action, and perhaps 
solutions, to the issues that ail Mary-
land’s biggest city. 

For more information on Rat Film, 
including where it’s playing, visit the 
movie’s website at memory.is/rat-film.  
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LETTER FROM THE EDITOR

Kyle
Fierstien

Editor-in-Chief

LETTER FROM THE EDITOR
It’s f inally November. This means 
two things. First of all, the weather 
has become more tolerable. I don’t 
have to spend my day hiding in air 
conditioned basements anymore! 
Secondly: Thanksgiving. 

Thanksgiving: that one magical 
day when nobody is gonna judge me 
for going a little overboard with the 
eating, drinking and merriment. The 
day when I can spend all day in the 
kitchen getting slowly drunk as the 
smells of meat and gravy fill up the 
room. The day that, for whatever rea-
son, my roommates and I have ded-
icated to watching Kate Bush music 
videos on repeat until we have the 
choreography memorized.

My girlfriend takes thanksgiving 
very seriously, as does her family. 

For them it isn’t a once a year cele-
bration, it’s a meal prepared for any 
occasion they deem special enough 
to validate roasting an entire turkey. 
Before I met her, I have to admit, I 
wasn’t too fond of turkey. In my prior 
dealings it was too dry, too f lavorless. 
I like meats that belong in the juicy, 
fat-dripping family of meats: beef, 
pork, duck, meats that leave enough 
drippings to fry a potato in. 

But after last thanksgiving I’m a 
changed man. A turkey should be 
juicy. A turkey should have deli-
cious crispy skin. A turkey should 
be soaked in a brine for at least a day 
before roasting it in an oven. A tur-
key should have a whole can of beer 
poured over it while it’s cooking. A 
turkey should be served, pound-

for-pound, with an equal amount 
of gravy. There is an order to this 
universe, a formula for the way we 
should live our lives, and turkey - re-
ally well prepared turkey as I have 
just described it - is necessary for life 
to be worth anything.

This is the last issue of the semes-
ter, so I’d like to leave you with this 
simple message: don’t settle for sub-
par turkey. Life’s too short. 

As always, if you need to reach 
me, reach out and touch me at: ed-
itorinchief.ubpost@gmail.com

Signing off,
Kyle Fierstien

Editor-in-Chief

COMIC

Corrections for the October issue: 
In the article, “Don’t Lose Hope: UB 
reassures DACA students,” Michael 
Stelmack was listed as a member of 
the Catholic Legal Immigration Net-
work, Inc. He does not work for the  
organization as an employee.

“My vision is to talk to the change makers, movers and shakers of the  
University to see what their days are like” 

—What’s the Buzz? Cohost Max Brilliant (Junior, History)

“I want to inform the UB community of all the amazing support the uni-
versity gives its students. I also want to let students, faculty, and alumni 
know about awesome events in Baltimore City.” 

—What’s the Buzz? Cohost Ricardo Santiago Rodriguez  
(Sophomore, Creative Writing)

You can find What’s the Buzz? at https://soundcloud.com/ub-post. Don’t 
forget to share this with your friends, and leave us some comments about 
what to look into and who we should have on!

“I don’t stop eating when I’m full. The meal isn’t over when I’m full. 
It’s over when I hate myself.” -Louis C.K.
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Nov. 2  Back to UB Night, 5:30-7:30 p.m., BC - Thumel Business Center Atrium

Nov. 10  Safe Space Ally Training, 8:30-12:00 p.m. BC – Room 143

Nov. 15  The Line Documentary Viewing and Talk Back, 4:00-6:00 p.m., SC - 
2nd floor - cafe

Nov. 16  Intramural Billards Tournament, 6:00-8:00 p.m., SC - AC 300

Nov. 16  Hungry for Change: A Spoken Word Competition, 6:00-9:00 p.m.,SC - 
2nd floor - cafe

Nov. 21  Bee Savers: Holiday Couponing, 5:00-6:30 p.m., SC - 2nd floor - cafe

Campus Life
Upcoming Events

The show must go on
Professor Kimberly Lynne discusses 
Spotlight’s fate in light of recent budget cuts
By David A. Chiodaroli 
Staff Writer 

After over a decade of steady oper-
ation, Spotlight, the University of 
Baltimore’s theater program, has had 
their budget yanked. The troubling 
news, which was announced earlier 
this semester, came as a shock to 
the school’s artistic community, but 
perhaps no one was more affected 
by it than Spotlight’s head, Kim-
berly Lynne. Since 2007, Lynne has 
overseen Spotlight, turning it from 
a primarily music-centric program 
into a multi-disciplinary institution, 
featuring everything from plays to 
live readings and, of course, music 
performances. Throughout her ca-
reer at the crossroads of artistic life 
on campus, Lynne has continuously 
made the case for the importance of 
art in everyday life.

“I try to encourage my students to 
have some sort of artistic experience 

every day, that can help them process 
this incredibly complicated reality,” 
Lynne says. “And that’s what I was 
trying to do as the arts and theater 
manager of Spotlight UB.” 

Over the years, the program, 
which operates out of the Wright 
Theater, has featured performances 
that have covered a variety of issues. 
Despite the benefit that Spotlight 
provides, some members of the 
school’s budgetary office find it dif-
ficult to justify the program’s use of 
student fees to keep it in operation. 
Lynne explains that, despite the in-
sistence that Spotlight be financed 
entirely through ticket sales, such 
methods contradict her ultimate goal 
for the organization. 

“I always wanted to have the stu-
dents see shows for free, or pay a 
minimum of five dollars,” Lynne says. 

Doing so would allow students, who 
may not be able to afford traditional 
theater performances, to see shows 
that could broaden their creative and 
artistic horizons. 

Unfortunately, such instances 
of arts funding getting slashed are 
common in this day and age. As 
president Trump threatens to pull 
funding from the National Endow-
ment for the Arts, non-profit arts or-
ganizations across the country, who 
rely on the NEA for funding, are see-
ing their budgets cut or eliminated 
entirely. The same goes for many 
school districts across the country, 
especially Baltimore city, which have 
seen their arts programs cut to the 
point of nonexistence. Thus, Spot-
light’s problems are invective of a na-
tion-wide epidemic of budget cutting 
and overall dismissal of the arts. 

While the road ahead may be 
rough, Lynne is determined to keep 
Spotlight alive. In September, she 
managed to secure a UB Foundation 
grant to fund Spotlight for the rest 
of the semester. In addition, Lynne 
is attempting to find new avenues of 
funding, while helping to make Spot-
light more accessible to the commu-
nity outside of UB’s student body. In 
the meantime, future programming 
is currently in the works, including 
a performance that uses the classic 
works of Shakespeare to explain the 
complexities of the Trump adminis-
tration. Lynne is already looking to 
the spring, when Spotlight will host 
the week long annual African Amer-
ican Arts Festival. At the end of the 
day, however, Lynne says, if students  
 

want these performances to continue, 
they need to come and see the shows. 

“If you want to have arts program-
ming, attend the arts programming,” 
Lynne says, adding later, “I want to 
encourage our student population, 
and our faculty and staff, to put arts 
in their lives, because it can help 
them. It can help them process this 
reality, this incredibly complicated 
and terrifying reality.”

For more information on Spotlight, 
including their list of upcoming events, 
visit their website here: http://www.
ubalt.edu/campus-life/perform-
ing-arts.cfm

Photos courtesy of Kimberly Lynne

Professor Kimberly Lynne

Performance at Wright Theater
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The Leader bellowed smoke from his 
lips like a dragon calming itself after 
the destruction of a grand village. 
He analyzed me in a way that made 
me feel as though he was going to 
devour me whole. “The genocide of 
2017 began because too many people 
were causing too much destruction.” 
He said sorrowfully as he put out the 
embers on the stick in a small dish.

I tilted my head at his words 
and took a deep breath, the air was 
musty and smelled crisp, roasted, and 
singed. I felt my face contort and the 
Leader chuckled.  

“Some things happened back in 
2017 that made people stop trusting 
one another and act irrationally in 
changing times.” He uncrossed his 
legs and put his feet up on the coffee 
table. “There was a lot of fighting 
and violence occurring between the 
citizens of Earth that it got to a point 
where it became unacceptable.”  

He stared at me and I blinked, lit-
erally incapable of any response.  

“You see, there was once a time 
where we had something on Earth 
called ‘religion.’ That meant peo-
ple believed in a higher power, that 
something was greater than them, 
something that gave them a true life 
and meaning.” He began to wave his 
hands around “There were too many 

religions that people would f ight 
each other about it. Can you imagine 
that? People fighting one another just 
because they are different?” 

I stared with my eyes wide open. 
He indicated to me to copy his 

motion and we both shook our heads 
from side to side. “I wish you knew 
how to communicate. How do we 
live like this?” He sighed heavily and 
lit a new stick on fire. “Anyway, none 
of the existing religions were exactly 
right. But there was a higher power, 
just not in a sense they believed. The 
higher power was a group of people, 
each of them in charge of a certain 
section of the planet. Very few of 
the world leaders knew about it at 
the time.”  

“Earth never knew it but it was still 
lead by kings and queens of the finest 
royal lineages for millions of years.” 
He pointed to himself “I am one of 
the grandsons of a great queen who 
led the North American landmass.”  

I swal lowed down the l iquid 
that had been building up in my 
mouth throughout the one-sided 
conversation.  

“We never possessed magical pow-
ers of any sort, but we did possess the 
ability of understanding and manip-
ulation.” He stood up and paced back 
and forth between the couches. “We 

simply suggested that several million 
men and women hide in bunkers 
while the simpler leaders of the world 
unleashed every nuclear weapon they 
had. In the years that followed, as we 
waited for the radiation to become 
bearable, we trained the remaining 
humans to function as machines, to 
feel nothing, and listen to only us.” 
He stopped pacing and faced me.  

“I personally regret it.” He crossed 
his arms over his chest. “Anyway, 
the dream you were having, about 
being in Alaska, out in the wilder-
ness? That was one of my people, the 
Eighth from the lost continent. We 
have been trying to track them down, 
to see if we can find them, but they 
are elusive.” He sighed and sat back 
down.   

Slowly moving my head up and 
down, I recalled the dream and 
glanced at the man before me. I felt 
something stirring within me that I 
had never felt before. My lips parted 
as the memories of those people...
Xavier, Laura, and Ryan returned 
to me.  

The Leader looked at me curiously 
“What is it?”  

“Where are they?” I spewed out a 
complete sentence and the Leader 
looked at me in complete shock. 

“Where are my friends?”  

He began to shake his head “You 
are not supposed to be doing that.”  

“Where are they?” I asked again.  
The Leader pressed a button on 

the table in front of him “You’re not 
supposed to be doing that at all.”  

I felt my body convulse and I lost 
all feeling, I watched the Leader 

stand up and walk up to me “I’m 
going to get you out of here.” He said 
as he hoisted me over his shoulder.  

Where are they?

Surviving Life: Chapter Ten
By Olivia Dudley 
Managing Editor

University of Baltimore student 
Amber Conklin, 20, is a junior. And 
a senior. At the same time. How? Not 
without a fight.

Conklin, of Harford County, 
Maryland, is the first UB student to 
pursue a dual degree. Unlike a dou-
ble major, in which a student earns 
one undergraduate degree with two 
focuses, a dual degree is actually 
two separate undergraduate degrees, 
earned concurrently. 

“I fought the school for a year to 
let me do this,” Conklin says, with a 
hint of frustration. UB has no policy 
on obtaining a dual degree, so she 
had to pressure the administration 
consistently to make her academic 
goals a reality.

Conklin decided to push for the 

dual degree because she is interested 
in multiple disciplines, and felt that 
just one major wasn’t enough of a 
challenge. “It wasn’t good enough,” 
she says emphatically of her inter-
disciplinary studies major. She is 
working toward both a BA in in-
ter-disciplinary studies, focusing on 
business, history and psychology, and 
a separate BA in psychology. 

“I’ve always loved learning,” Conk-
lin shares with a smile. “Many people 
go to school to further [their] career 
paths, but that’s not how I think it 
should be.” Instead, Conklin views 
education as a chance to pursue as 
much knowledge as possible. She 
studies business to improve her 
communication skills, history so she 

“knows what she’s talking about,” and 

psychology to understand issues pres-
ent in our present day world.

Conklin takes five to six classes a 
semester, and will have finished both 
of her degrees in five years time. She 
also works as a tutor and academic 
coach, is an active member of psy-
chology honors society Psi Chi, and 
participates in UB’s History Club. 
She is exploring graduate school op-
tions, and hopes to intern at the FBI 
next summer.

UB is currently working on policy 
to make dual degrees an accessible 
option for all students. In the mean 
time, if you’re interested, you might 
just have to pull an Amber and fight 
for it.

Student Spotlight
Double Time: Pioneering UB’s first dual-degree
By Liz McMahon 
Staff Writer

Artw
ork provided by Andrew

 M
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Antifa has been in the news consis-
tently since the outbreak of protests 
against police brutality, the election 
of Donald Trump, and the alt-right 
march in Charlottesville. However, 
many people are confused as to what 
this decentralized group actually 
stands for. 

What exactly is Antifa?
Antifa are a bunch of different groups 
that f ight against fascism in the 
United States. Hence, anti-fascism. 
The opposition to fascism is usually 
through protests, although some 
groups participate in violence against 
the far-right. Antifa also battles rac-
ism and inequality in the community 
through direct action.

Many of the people in Antifa 
would be considered on the far-left on 
the political spectrum and the move-
ment is made up of socialists, com-
munists and anarchists. Some people 
who consider themselves to be social  
democrats (not the Democratic 
Par t y), a lso are a par t of the 
movement. 

Like other loose-knit protest orga-
nizations in modern America, most 
of the f ighting that Antifa does 
against fascism online and through 
social media. Protests are organized 
through e-mail lists and social media 
groups. 

History of Antifa
The anti-fascist movement traces its 
roots back to the fight against Fas-
cist Italy, Weimar Republic, Nazi  
Germany, Francoist Spain, Oswald 
Mosely’s British Union of Fascists 
and many other neo-Nazi groups. 

Antifa’s logo resembles Antifas-
chistische Aktion, an anti-fascist 
group that was founded by the 
Communist Party of Germany in 
1932. The logo takes the two f lags 
in their logo from Antifaschistische 
Aktion and the antifascist circle from 
the Weimar Republic Social Demo-
cratic Party’s Iron Front. The Iron 
Front was founded in 1931 and led the 
way against the right-wing Harzburg 
Front (National Socialist German 
Workers Party, the Stahlhelm and 

the German National People’s Party).
After the re-emergence of Nazism 

in Europe, antifascist movements 
gained steam and eventually reached 
the United States of America. The 
movement has since taken a prom-
inent role in the forefront of con-
versations about the defense against 
fascism.

What they Aren’t
Here’s what people often get wrong 
about Antifa: They aren’t an orga-
nized group and often times, they get 
into struggles with how to lead the 
movement. Some are more radical 
and want a complete change to the 
status quo (a revolution) and others 
are more moderate (reforming the 
system). 

You cannot slap a label on entire 
group that doesn’t have a homoge-
nous ideology. Many antifascists take 
different shapes and forms. Many 
politicians, military members and 
others are antifascists. Antifa is just 
an overarching label placed on the 
left-wing of the antifascist movement. 

With this label, it has caused for 
many to not speak out against fas-
cism, in fear that they will be called 

“Antifa”. The antifascist movement 
contains people of many different 
ideologies. Some may be Republi-
cans; others are Democrats. Greens 
and Libertarians could also be a part 
of the movement. 

The reason being that fascism 
goes against the beliefs of all of these 
groups. The United States of Amer-
ica is a republic. Freedom of speech, 
freedom press and freedom of reli-
gion are just a few of the things that 
we hold near and dear to our hearts. 

Nazi Germany had none of these 
things. People were killed for not be-
lieving in their leader. Others were 
killed for being a different ethnicity 
or religion in the Holocaust. There 
was also state media. All of these are 
the symptoms of a fascist society. 

If one is truly believer in democ-
racy, freedom and peace, they too 
will join in the fight against fascism.

Antifa: what they are really about
By: Kyle Andrews 
Contributor

I have so much rage in my heart for 
poor tippers. There is nothing worse 
in my line of work, or of anyone in 
tipped positions, than those who 
treat tipping as optional. To be fair, 
I may not seem all that angry at you 
when you stiff me, but on the inside, 
I am seething. Now at this point I’m 
fairly used to being stiffed, although 
the feelings may be dulled and I may 
even come to accept it as an inevi-
tability from some repeat offenders, 
but every passing act of being denied 
a tip is like hot metal jabbed in my 
back. I brought this to you, please 
reward me.

Some customers wil l verbally 
thank me as they stab me in the back, 
claim to appreciate the service, even 
engage in small talk while I’m stand-
ing at their door. But a small handful 
of customers over the years have been 
so above and beyond rude and diffi-
cult with me, and yet still had the 
nerve to stiff me that I question the 
value of my work. The woman who 
made me wait outside in the winter 
cold for 10 minutes before answering 
the door. The guy who didn’t give 
me the full cash amount because 50 
minutes was too long of a wait for 
him. The woman who knew I was in 

her hotel lobby, but didn’t feel like 
coming down and paying for the 
food. These are just a few examples.

These customers make The List.
On every delivery order, there are 

tags that have the various items you 
order, but there is also one tag for me, 
which has your name, address, phone 
number, and any special instructions 
you provide for how to reach you. 
These mostly get discarded when 
I get back to the store, but for this 
special breed of difficult stiffers and 
awful people, I hold onto these tags, 
arranged neatly on my dashboard, 
with all their information, so I can 

remember them. They have made 
me contemplate quitting, egging 
their houses, popping their tires, or 
even throwing their pizza on the 
ground and walking away, should 
I ever be forced to deliver to them 
again. One of the more lucid fanta-
sies I had for a customer was getting 
a Master’s Degree, finding his place 
of employment, working my way up 
the corporate ladder, becoming his 
boss, and finding a way to fire him. 
Oh, the fantasies I’ve had.

But over time, with these tags on 
my dashboard baking in the bright 
sunlight as the days pass, the ther-

mal ink begins to lighten. As my 
life continues forward, and as I have 
more decent days, I notice that the 
information on the tags is no longer 
viewable, having long faded from 
my memory and from the bright sun. 
The tags were always useless, and I 
realize that just like these handful 
of customers, everyone has bad days 
including me and one stiff, one bad 
action from any one of these indi-
viduals is not worthy of my scorn 
and resentment. I took The List, 
now totally empty and crumpled it 
up and threw it in the trash where it 
belonged all along.

The List
By John Wisor 
Contributor

Pizza Boy Diaries

OCTOBER 2017 — JUNE 2018

ARTBMA.ORG
Tomás Saraceno: Entangled Orbits is generously sponsored by  

The Richard C. von Hess Foundation. 
Additional support provided by Joanne Gold and Andrew Stern.

Tomás Saraceno. Many suns and worlds, 2016. Solo exhibition at The Vanhaerents Art Collection.  
Courtesy the artist; Tanya Bonakdar Gallery, New York; Andersen’s Contemporary, Copenhagen; Pinksummer  

contemporary art, Genoa; Esther Schipper, Berlin. © Photography by The Vanhaerents Art Collection, 2017. 
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“Thank you for coming in today Mi-
chael. Are you still seeing her?” She 
asked me while clicking her red pen 
ready. My regular appointed psychia-
trist always clicks it two times. Then 
once more when I start talking. I’ve 
taken notice of her quirks ever since 
our third session. This was the tenth. 
I sat here, trying to adjust myself to 
an uncomfortable couch. Wondering 
what she thinks. Ms. Rebecca Vann, 
with pen and board in hand, her 
aggressively professional demeanor 
didn’t deter me. The pen clicks three 
times, she must be ready to hear my 
insanity for today.

She adjusts in her seat. Looks 
calmly to me, her hair pinned up 
with her glasses set upon her navy 
blue blouse. Ms. Vann begins to ask 
me the question for the tenth time, 

“This is a safe place Michael. What 
did you see?”

“I saw her again by the SEPTA 
railway. I think it was the 16th Street 
station. The scarlet haired woman in 
armor. This time she was fighting 
another monster. The monster had 
to be 8 feet tall. Its pale skin had 
black stones sticking out of its body. 
It was so real. Everyone just walked 

around it. Perfectly missing each 
blow, no one got hurt. Both of them 
were fighting for their lives. I finally 
got a look at her too. At least from 
the side a little.”

“What did the mystery woman 
look like? This is the first time since 
our first session you could describe 
her facial features.”

“She looked drained. Exhausted 
from the battle I guess. She had bags 
under her eyes, a petite nose, and 
light brown eyes. This shade of light 
brown I never knew existed. She was 
bleeding from her cupid bow lips, 
they looked cracked. As if she was 
dehydrated. I think her eye brows 
were thin. She was moving so fast.” 

“Interesting, we finally have a face 
to the name. Rosa, correct? Please 
continue.”

“Yea, that is the name. I couldn’t 
tell what happened next. It just dis-
appeared. That’s when a lady asked 
if I was okay. I was shaking uncon-
trollably. It was another breakdown. 
I was scared.”

“Why is that? Did you fear the 
monster? Or did you fear the out-
come of this battle?

“I was scared for her. It was like 

seeing someone I know fight for their 
life. I wanted to know she was alright. 
I needed to know what happened. 
I’m starting to feel guilty about it all. 
Rosa was about to die.”

“Michael, you’re starting to tear up. 
Let’s stop right here. Have a tissue.”

Ms. Vann clicks her pen again and 
handed the tissue to me. I hadn’t re-
alized a tear had escaped me. None of 
this made sense to me. Ever since my 
first breakdown at the news building, 
I randomly tear up without noticing 
it. Ever since then, I kept seeing Rosa. 
The woman with the scarlet hair. At 
least, that’s what I called her since the 
third session. That’s when I told Ms. 
Vann of the time I saw her. At the 
bar I frequently visit. Cloaked and 
drenched. Etching the name Rosa 
with her knife to a wooded table. 

 “You seem restless yourself. Have 
you been taking your medication? We 
made a promise to always take them.” 
Ms. Vann looked to me. I couldn’t 
look her in the eye. I f lushed hem all 
away after my first night of them. I 
couldn’t dream. I couldn’t feel. I was 
numb to everything. I agreed to get 
help. I did not agree to be medicated. 
She clicks her pen three times again. 

Ms. Vann got close with her hand 
onto mine. 

“It’s time you saw these episodes 
for what they are Michael, delusions. 
There is no Rosa. Just your guilt, 
from the abortion. It was either your 
wife or the child. It was a difficult 
choice to make. That guilt, regret, 
and anxiety had manifested itself 
into these delusionary epics of a 
woman who you described. Her de-
scription matches the facial features 
of the combination of your wife and 
yourself. 

“How can you say that?”
“It’s time to confront this, because 

your wife called me. She saw you 
drop all your pills into the toilet from 
the mirror. She is worried.”

Caught in my shame I start to 
shake again. Another one of my epi-
sodes is about to start. The first time 
it’s happened here. Just like that she 
was in the room with us. She stood 
behind Ms. Vann, angered with a 
fresh cut below her eye. Just above 
the cheek. Her armor tattered. The 
once long scarlet hair, now shortened 
to shoulder length. Enraged, her eyes 
never left mine. The eyes screaming 
out for blood. “Rebecca, she’s in the 

room”, I stuttered, crawling up into a 
ball on the couch. Fearing for my life. 

“Michael, she isn’t real. You can do 
this. It’s okay.”

“No, its not. She’s right behind you. 
She wants to kill me.”

“I’ll join you in the couch right now. 
I’ll look with you. You know what 
I’ll see? Nothing, because this is all 
in your mind.”

As Ms. Vann stands to approach 
me. Rosa places her hand onto 
shoulder and firmly speaks for the 
first time. “Move or die. Your choice.” 
Ms. Vann is paralyzed. She turns 
to see what I have been seeing this 
whole time. Ms. Vann faints back 
onto her seat, with a look of dread 
still lingering. 

“What do you want with me?” I 
cowardly stutter. Wanting nothing 
more than to keep my wife from be-
coming a widower. She approaches 
me, slightly limping while blood 
drips from her side. Rosa, the de-
lusion no more, faces me with those 
light brown eyes. 

“I’ve come here because you have 
something I don’t. A soul.”

To be continued……….

Michael’s Journey: Rosa Chronicles
By Ricardo Santiago Rodriguez 
Contributor
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SPORTS & RECREATION
NBA Award Predictions
By Nick Schweitzer 
Contributor
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Kawhi Leonard stands alone ready 
to reap the rewards. Where other 
teams have two or even three 
players with transcendent ability, 
Kawhi has players past their prime. 
Pau Gasol and Manu Ginobili are a 
year or two away from a retirement 
community. Tony Parker will miss 
a quarter of the season with a quad 
injury and LaMarcus Aldridge who 
doesn’t fully grasp the concept of 
defense. 

That leaves Kawhi Leonard with 
the task of dragging the Spurs to 
the playoffs. Kawhi is a force on 
both ends of the f loor where he can 
take the opposing team’s best player 
completely out of the game while 
dropping 30 points on the offensive 
side. When Kawhi is on the f loor, 
the Spurs run their system through 
him and fans should expect an up-
tick in his assist numbers this year. 
Expect similar production this sea-
son that concludes with some new 
hardware for his mantelpiece.

Draymond Green is the best de-
fender in the NBA. He can guard 
all f ive positions on the court 
while only being 6’6”. Studying 
the nuances of the game, Green 
can anticipate and destroy ac-
tions before they even happen. 
As an undersized power forward 
he uses his high basketball IQ 
and his obsession with winning 
to thwart most offenses in the 
league. While Curry and Durant 
are the offensive firepower pro-
pelling the team, Green is the 
shield protecting the team from 
unwanted attacks. His tenacity 
and his ridiculous 7’1” wingspan 
allow him to be an outstanding 
rim protector although he is the 
size of a shooting guard. Next 
time the Warriors are on televi-
sion, focus on Draymond to mar-
vel at his defensive awareness and 
playmaking ability.     

This award is usually given to 
the best scorer off the bench 
but I believe it should go to the 
best all-around player. Iguodala, 
“Iggy”, is the glue holding the 
warriors bench unit together. 
He always does what is asked, 
whether guarding the oppo-
nent’s best wing player or or-
chestrating the offense. As an 
essential piece of the most dev-
astating lineup in recent NBA 
history, Iggy uses his passing 
and cutting ability to always 
create space and opportunity 
for the other Warriors on the 
court. His offensive numbers 
will never stand out because 
Iggy is not here for stat padding. 
Iggy is here to win and destroy 
your spirit along the way. 

Brad Stevens is an X’s and O’s 
maestro showcasing his ability 
to diagram plays and sets with 
a wide the variety of talent on 
his roster. His late game, out 
of bounds plays has won the 
Celtics multiple games and his 
attention to detail has allowed 
multiple players to f lourish 
under him. Especially, since 
Gordon Hayward is supposed 
to miss the entire season with 
a gruesome ankle injury, ex-
pect Stevens to depend on his 
younger players for extra pro-
duction. If Stevens turns Kyrie 
Irving, known ball hog, into a 
team first guard who leads the 
Celtics to over 50 wins in a de-
pleted east, the award will be 
more than justified. 

Simmons wil l be a matchup 
nightmare for teams in the NBA. 
He is a 6’10’’ point guard with an 
otherworldly passing ability who 
can waltz to the rim at any mo-
ment. The Sixers will allow their 
rookie to handle the ball at every 
opportunity and expect him to 
put defenses in uncomfortable 
situations. Look out for high-
lights involving the Sixers on the 
fast break because Simmons is a 
wizard in the open court, f ind-
ing open cutters for rim-rattling 
dunks. In the half court, expect 
the rookie to look for open shoot-
ers because of his inability to hit 
jumpers. Simmons sat out his first 
year with a foot injury allowing 
himself to acclimate to the torrid 
pace of the NBA schedule. This 
advantage will prove fruitful, as 
most rookies won’t be able to han-
dle the workload of a full NBA 
season.

Ben Simmons,
Philadelphia 76ers

Draymond Green,
Golden State Warriors

Andre Iguodala,
Golden State Warriors

Brad Stevens,
Boston Celtics

Kawhi Leonard,
San Antonio Spurs
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ARTS & ENTERTAINMENT

In the world of Emblems, the power-
ful and emotionally charged screen-
play by the recently graduated Rachel 
Jackson, victims of sexual and phys-
ical assault are branded by a telltale 
mark on their face. While the mark 
fades overtime, it remains a constant 
reminder of what the victim endured 
at the hands of his or her assailant. 
But when Esperanza, the victim of a 
workplace assault, takes her accused 
rapist Andrew Jenkins to court, 
something strange happens. A sim-
ilar mark appears on Andrew’s face, 
almost identical to the one on Espe-
ranza. When corresponding marks 
begin to appear on the faces of both 
victims and victimizers, Esperanza’s 
case is given renewed credibility, and 
her fight for justice receives the boost 
that it so desperately needs. 

Originally conceived in professor 
Kimberly Lynne’s screenwriting class, 
Emblems was presented as a live 
reading by Spotlight, the University 
of Baltimore’s performance arts pro-
gram, on October 12th. The play pre-
miered at the tail end of a hectic week 
in the entertainment world, when 
fallout from Harvey Weinstein’s 
years of sexual misconduct lead his 
own production company to f ire 
him. The allegations made against 
the media mobile sparked a debate 
about the issues many women face, 

especially when dealing with power-
ful, sexually domineering men, who 
use their positions of authority to do 
as they please with their female sub-
ordinates. The scandal also reignited 
arguments about rape culture and so-
cietal misogyny, made worse by the 
damning inf luence of Men’s Rights 
Activism, the Alt-Right, and the 
many deplorable views held by our 
current administration. In another 
ironic twist, Emblems premiered 
several weeks after it was announced 
that Betsy DeVos, President Trump’s 
education secretary, was invited to 
speak at Fall commencement. DeVos 
angered many last month when she 
amended Title IX restrictions, using 
a f lawed ‘two sides’ logic, that would 
ultimately make it easier for rapists to 
get away with their crimes on college 
campuses.

For Jackson, this is an all too real 
circumstance. “So many of my friends 
all have their own stories about dif-
ferent assaults that they experienced,” 
Jackson told me in a phone interview 
that took place a week before the pre-
mier. “I was inspired by one friend 
in particular who was having a really 
rough time with what she had been 
through, and I was just struck by the 
fact that she would be dealing with 
the scars from that encounter.” Jack-
son felt that it wasn’t fair for victims 

of sexual violence to spend the rest 
of their lives with such pain, “so, I 
created a world where justice would 
happen, where whoever did an as-
sault like that would have to wear 
the scars too.” 

Jackson describes her protagonist, 
Esperanza, as a “reluctant hero, who 
is trying to come to terms with peo-
ple looking at her as a leader.” Yet, 
as the story goes on, Esperanza is 
encouraged by her Abuela, who is 
also a victim, to embrace her new-
found leadership, and lead the charge 
against relationship violence. Espe-
ranza is also held up by her support 
group, all of who are victims them-
selves, who yearn for justice to be 
served. The performance is also 
signif icant for featuring a Latino 
lead, something that Jackson thinks 
is severely lacking in our modern 
entertainment world. 

“It’s very important for me to have 
more Latinos in art,” Jackson tells 
me. “Coming from someone who is 
a mixed Latina, it’s very important 
for me to see more of that.” 

While the subject matter of Em-
blems may come across as troubling 
or disturbing to some, the point of 
such pieces is to give audiences a 
new perspective on an issue that 
most would not like to discuss. As 
it is often the case, the ability to 

empathize with others is never easy, 
nor was it ever meant to make one 
feel good. In fact, empathy can often 
make us depressed or angry for those 
whose shoes we are stepping into. Yet, 
it is this disdain that can lead us to 
action, and make performances like 

Emblems so important in these trou-
bled times. 

To f ind out more on Spotlight UB, 
visit its webpage at www.ubalt.edu/
spotlightub.  

Skin deep: Into the world of emblems
A UB graduate’s harrowing dramatization of assault 
couldn’t come at a better time 
By David Chiodaroli 
Staff Writer  
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Outside the box: Charm City Fringe Festival returns to Baltimore for its sixth year
By Liz McMahon 
Staff Writer

Looking to expand your theater 
palate? Maybe branch out from your 
regularly scheduled weekend Netflix 
binge? Fringe theater is calling your 
name. “It’s indie performing arts,” 
Zachary Michel, co-founder of the 
Charm City Fringe Fest (CCFF), 
tells the UB Post. “It’s anything that 
is off-the-cuff, away from your run-
of-the-mill theater.” 

This November, Charm City 
Fringe Fest will take over the Bromo 
Arts District of downtown Baltimore, 
showcasing 26 original acts and more 
than 90 performances. “This is our 
sixth year,” Michel says. “My busi-
ness partner Michael Brush and I are 
the founders…we were in marching 
band together,” he remembers with 
a laugh. Michel and Brush have 
known each other since 7th grade, 
and walked a similar path as self-pro-
claimed “theater nerds” and as well 
as musicians. 

Perhaps the largest motivation for 
creating the theater festival is to give 
artists on the fringe, both in Balti-
more and around the country, a plat-
form to showcase their work. “One 
of the challenges is that there aren’t 
a lot of avenues into theater unless 
you’re already in it,” Michel says. 
“We want to celebrate the artists and 
celebrate the culture that’s going on 
here.” To further this goal, 80-100%  
of ticket sales go directly to the artists 
themselves.

Another tenet of Charm City 
Fringe’s mission is to create a space 
for everyone, from seasoned the-
ater-goers to fringe novices alike, to 
explore and discover performance art 
out of the mainstream. By making 
each performance affordable, CCFF 
invites viewers on any budget (ahem, 
students!) to get a chance to open 
their eyes and minds to new, uncon-
ventional artistic expression.

This year, CCFF will kick off 
on Nov. 2 with a launch party at Le 
Mondo (406 N. Howard St.) from 7 
to 9:30 p.m. With the purchase of a 
$15 ticket (available at charmcityfringe.
com), you’ll have the chance to pre-
view performances and meet the 
fringe artists, as well as enjoy a dance 
party and refreshments. 

As for shows to look out for, 
Michel is particularly excited to 
see Emil Amok Guillermo’s Amok 
Monologues: All Pucked Up, Michael 
Burgos’s Yum, and Fluid Movement’s 
Druid Hill Haunt: A Chiller Thriller 
Roller Show(though he had a hard 
time choosing just a few favorites).

CCFF is staffed almost entirely by 
volunteers. Each shift worked earns 
you a free ticket to your performance 
of choice. If you want to get involved 
in more than just the viewing process, 
sign up to volunteer on the CCFF 
website. 
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COLUMNS
By Ricardo Santiago Rodriguez 
Staff Writer

The PlayStation 3 was home to 
many games that captivated its 
gamers with enticing story and in-
credible visuals. From the tragic tale 
of Shadow of the Colossus (2006), to 
the embarking tale of Journey (2011), 
these titles threw away with the 
conformity of first-person shooting 
that is now the norm. One title in 
particular introduced an eccentric 
way of combining a twisted horror 
romance tale with the complexity of 
puzzle solving. From the developer 
that brought you Persona and Shin 
Megami Tensei, Atlus studios gave 
us Catherine (2011).

Catherine is rated M for mature 
for good reason. The game has loads 
of partial nudity, profanity in almost 
every scene, alcohol use is off the roof, 
and let us not forget about the death 
scenes: pink mist, bones f lying, and 

the tragic loss of pillows (import-
ant later in gameplay). This puzzle 
platformer has multiple endings 
with gives the player true control of 
the protagonist’s fate. So let us dive 
deeper into this eccentrically devel-
oped game.

`Just from the title screen, you can 
tell this game will hold a special place 
in your collection. Without spoiling 
much, let’s talk about its story. You 
have several options given to you. 
Single mode, entitled Golden The-
ater; your lovely host introduces her-
self as Trisha “The Midnight Venus,” 
giving you the synopsis of what the 
game is about and the tragic hero in-
volved. The hero you take control of 
is Vincent, a 32-year-old man strug-
gling in his relationship with his re-
cent long-term lover Catherine. Your 
goal is to climb to victory in your 
nightmares to survive the night.The 
tricky-part about these nightmares? 
You cannot fully remember them. 
And the trickier part? You cheated 
on your woman with another who 
is a seductive, laced bombshell also 
named Kathrine (just with a K). 

The second option to play is Babel. 
Babel is an unlockable single or co-
operative gameplay mode. Made up 
of challenge levels unlocked through 
the Golden Theater. Babel gives 
players a harder run in less time. 
Babel has its own ending that sheds 

a lot more light on the game, while 
also becoming pretty meta if you pass 
the final stage. Third option is Col-
osseum mode, its online tournament 
gameplay where you can compete 
against others who have the game. 
Now this game is set apart from 
others not just by its plot, but by its 
incredible musical pieces.

Catherine’s soundtrack, composed 
by Shoji Meguro (Persona), vary 
from the background music that 
brings the eerie feel of the story, to 
the various Nightmare Stage musi-
cal pieces of remixed classical songs. 
Shoji Meguro truly sets the tone in 
every scene with accurately placed 
musical notes that brings you deeper 
into the motif.  With an eccentric 
story mixed in with classical remixes, 
the gameplay has to match. 

The gameplay uses simple to un-
derstand controls with dynamic 3D 
platforming to scale upwards towards 
victory, or plummeting into despair. 
With such few controls, the game 
still makes it difficult during night-
mares to survive. Interactive blocks 
with different designs continue to 
help create a challenging experience 
with the minimal controls. The 
gameplay is also affected by the 
choices you make as Vincent.

Throughout the game, most of the 
dialogue you control with decisions 
in and out of nightmares. From what 

you decide, you achieve good or bad 
karma. Karma is used to determine 
the ending of your game; should you 
choose to stay neutral, you gain an 
independent ending. Each ending is 
incredibly entertaining in their own 
aspect of how you “love”. 

Transitioning to the topic of 
graphics and bugs, it all depends 
on what console you choose to play 
with. The cinematics can transition 
excessively quick without any natu-
ral pause causing odd dialogue. This 
was clear in the introduction from 
Trisha, while she gives her synopsis 
of the tale she overlaps in dialogue 
too quickly, giving a sense of talking 
over herself. This situation appears 
to happen another time within the 
game,  the cinematics were not af-
fected by these issues, but gameplay 
did get me frustrated because of 
these little mishaps.

To beat the stages, you need to get 
Vincent to the peak. Once you get 
close the peak, you will hear church 
bells. The issue here is, they do not 
stop ringing even after you reach the 
top. This becomes annoying once 
you achieve higher stages in the game 
where the diff iculty is increased. 
Let’s say you are stuck in mid climb, 
the bells will continue regardless if 
you can’t proceed. Therefore, they 
will ring until you die. Nothing 
worse than a non-stop reminder that 

you almost made it.
Many times in gameplay, your 

controls will become inverted if you 
hang off a block and move behind 
the screen. This is a good strategy 
in theory for the game to get around, 
but inverted controls will make it 
annoying to navigate the back end. 
With shorter time limits and boss 
stages, it becomes a risk that could 
kill Vincent. So where are we left on 
this game?

After a week of playing, I came to 
the decision on 4.5 out of 5. It was a 
breath of fresh air from just point and 
shoot games. It is an interesting story 
about what love truly is to the player. 
With captivating musical notes, eerie 
level and character designs, and 
possibilities of different endings, 
Catherine is a video game ahead of 
its time. Just shy of a total 5 rating 
due to the cinematics and gameplay. 
Once you get the hang of the controls, 
they become second nature. There-
fore, when difficulty peaks and the 
player is accustomed, the challenge is 
gone. The transitions from anime to 
computer graphics are always fun to 
see, but those who are not into anime 
styling will not fully enjoy this gem. 
To conclude, my fellow UB students, 
get it:  it is unconventional, in a good 
way.

Climb to Victory
Catherine. Review (PS3, XBOX 360)
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You may or may not know where 
this is going, but it really sucks to 
lose your name. Sometimes I will 
forget and someone will turn up and 
remind me and I will be like, "Oh, 
that's right...I'm Sugar! How could 
I forget? Thank goodness that kind 
man reminded me at eight o'clock 
at night on the way home." I hope 
to myself that I don't forget it again 
and I won't need to be reminded. 
But darn it, by the time I am walking 
to class the next morning, I have 
already forgotten it! Thankfully, and I 
am oh so lucky, a kind man remind-
ed me that my name is "Baby" as I 
cross the street. Did I mention that 
I am thankful? Where would I have 
been without the help of this man? 
Probably walking to the café as 
usual, ordering a green tea lemonade 
and a bagel without his kind words 
echoing in my head. 
I feel as though I have a new name 
every day of the week. Many other 
women feel this way too; because we 
are forgetful, men feel the need to 
swoop in and remind us. But these 
are no friendly reminders, these are 
reminders that are gifted with in the 

hopes of a thank you and that is far 
from okay. I'm just trying to get to 
class on time. I do not need to know 
who or what I am right now. 
All of these names get swept up in 
the heads of girls and women and 
we grow up with them. We grow up 
with the names, the staring, and the 
uncomfortable sensation of being 
followed; it is not a nice feeling. 
Sometimes we don't know what 
to do. Occasionally we do know 
but are too scared to do anything 
because we don’t know what a 
stranger is capable of. All Tiarah 
Poyau, 22, said was "Get off me." To 
a man at a J'ouvert festival in New 
York on September 5, 2016 and he 
shot her in the face. Killing Tiarah 
instantly, in front of her friends. If 
that happened to such a strong and 
beautiful woman in the presence of 
other people, what is one girl alone 
supposed to think? 
The safest tactic is to say nothing 
and hasten your pace. But what 
happens when they yell or pursue? 
A crowd will protect you. But what 
if the crowd doesn't care? These are 
the thoughts many women and girls 

have when that kind man tells them 
their name and reminds them of 
their place in society as the object. 
Those thoughts usually come after 
a "Please don't follow me." In most 
cases the plea is answered, but in the 
cases where it’s not. I cannot begin 
to explain how many girls I know 
that feel the need to carry mace or 
pepper spray on them while having 
the hope that they never have to 
use it. 
Words are powerful; they can boost 
your confidence or make you feel 
like an insignificant pebble. But 
there is nothing worse than being 
afraid and threatened by the words 
of another, no matter how kindly 
they are spoken to you, because you 
do not know how far they will go to 
gain your attention. In truth, street 
harassment is not going to stop 
anytime soon, and it is difficult to 
avoid because of the unpredictability 
of human beings. The only thing we 
can hope for people to develop some 
respect for those around them by 
thinking before speaking and that 
we all get to our destination safely.  

SHOULD 
ub
KNOW...

...That it hurts to 
lose your name
By Olivia Dudley 
Managing Editor

Welcome to  “UB Should Know…”. Here, you will find a vari-
ety of different debates, discussions, and interests that you and 
your fellow peers are passionate about. Topics from art museums 
closing down to scientific breakthroughs to conspiracy theories 
can be discussed here between up to four people, not including 
your moderator. If you wish to be a part of the next edition of 
UB Should Know… please feel free to contact the UB Post at 
editorinchief.ubpost@gmail.edu

Two of my Thanksgiving  
classics

Thank You, Food

by Liz McMahon 
Staff Writer

Ah, Thanksgiving. A time to express 
gratitude for the land and bounty we 
unethically acquired from Native 
Americans—not with actual gestures 
of thanks, of course, but rather by 
purchasing and preparing a comical 
amount of food, eating until we can 
no longer hold our heads up at the 
dining room table, and passing out in 
front of the television with our jeans 
unbuttoned.

Cynicism and cultural/ethical re-
alities aside, Thanksgiving is a dream 

holiday for a girl who lives to eat, a 
foggy dream; with turkey-induced 
haze and whimsical creatures to ob-
serve, like my ex-con cousin, Artie, 
and my outspokenly right-wing 
grandmother. 

There are two recipes that I 
have insisted be added to the an-
nual tradition in my family. One, a 
southern-inspired side dish I made 
at twelve years told to replace the 
dreaded green bean casserole I 
could no longer stomach. The other, 

a mind-blowing yet simple dessert 
without even a whisper of pumpkin 
or apple, because I have typically had 
enough of both of these by the time 
Thanksgiving rolls around. 

From my eccentric family to yours, 
Happy Thanksgiving. Though they 
sometimes drive me crazy, I’m always 
grateful to have another year at the 
table surrounded by my relatives.

C h o c o l a t e  C h i p  C o o k i e  
Ice-Box Cake 
(shoutout to Ina Garten for this one)

Ingredients:
2 cups heavy cream
12 oz. mascarpone cheese
1/2 cup sugar
1/4 cup Kahlua or strong coffee
2 tbs. cocoa powder
1 tsp. instant coffee or espresso
1 tsp. vanilla extract
3 packages of your favorite chocolate 
chip cookies (I use Tate’s Bake Shop)
1 cup mini chocolate chips

Directions:
1.With an electric whisk mixer, or by 
hand, combine cream, mascarpone, 
sugar, Kahlua/coffee, cocoa power, 
instant coffee, and vanilla extract 
until it becomes the consistency of 
thick whipped cream
2.In a casserole dish or baker (I use 
a clear Pyrex 8 x 13), line the bottom 
with a layer of chocolate chip cook-
ies. Crush a few to fill in any gaps 
between cookies.
3.Top with an even 1/4 inch layer of 
the mocha whipped cream, using a 
rubber spatula to spread
4.Repeat cookie and mocha cream 
layers 2 times, respectively

5.Cover tightly with plastic wrap and 
leave in refrigerator overnight
6.When ready to serve, remove from 
fridge and top with mini chocolate 
chips
7.Serve with a spatula in square 
pieces
8.Thank your lucky stars you’ve made 
it all the way to dessert 

Creamed Corn Casserole 
(inspired by Jiffy’s recipe; tweaked 
over the years)

Ingredients:
1 can creamed corn
1 can whole-kernel corn
1 box Jiffy cornbread/corn muffin 
mix
2 cups sour cream
1/2 stick melted butter
2 cups shredded sharp cheddar 
cheese

Directions:
1. Preheat oven to 350 degrees
2. Combine all ingredients in mix-

ing bowl, save for 1 cup of cheddar 
cheese
3.Pour mixture into a greased cas-
serole dish (I use 9 x 13, but this is 
f lexible)
4.Bake for 40 minutes to an hour 
(test by inserting a toothpick into 
center; if it comes out clean, it’s 
done)
5.Top with remaining cheddar and 
return to oven until melted
6.Remove, let cool for 10 minutes, 
and serve warm
7.Help yourself to seconds (bonus 
points if you top with gravy) to 
numb out the political debates cur-
rently going on around you

Photo courtesy of Project Pastry Love
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Spring Breakers

Manchester by the Sea

Spring Breakers is the perfect prod-
uct of its time. A drunken rumina-
tion on the vapid consumer culture 
ensnaring the millennial generation 
that manages to earnestly appreciate 
why young people cling to a destruc-
tive party lifestyle as a desperate plea 
for a higher purpose and genuine 
human connection. Dehumanized 
and alienated by late-capitalist pop 
culture milieu, a group of four young 
girls commit armed robbery to f i-
nance a pilgrimage to St. Petersburg, 
Florida for Spring Break. Where they 
become enchanted by the false prom-
ise of mass consumption as a vehicle 
for self-actualization. 

 

Casting Selena Gomez and Va-
nessa Hudgens, alumni of the Dis-
ney Entertainment Machine, as 
young women who are brainwashed 
by into crime and debauchery by 
celebrity culture is borderline ex-
ploitative. Yet director Harmony 
Korine lends the characters enough 
compassion to properly contextual-
ize their existential angst, while also 
not shying away from its destructive 
consequences. James Franco gives an 
extraordinary performance as Alien, 
a seedy drug dealer who shepherds 
the young girls through St. Peters-
burg’s criminal underworld. Alien 
is the personification of our cultural 
superstructure, a deeply corrupted 
figure who objectifies and degrades 
the young women, while exulting his 
financial wealth and accumulation 
of meaningless consumer goods as a 
source of power and status. 

 Spring Breakers is an odyssey 
through our cultural subconscious, 
vigorously scanning for a deeper 
meaning beyond the mirage of su-
perficial connection and purpose we 
have been conditioned to desire. In 
the end we are left unfulfilled but, 
like the characters themselves still 
intoxicated by the promise of some-
thing real.

A boat without a motor. An apart-
ment with no furniture. A son who 
has lost his father, and a father who 
has lost his children. An overwhelm-
ing sense of nothingness permeates 
Manchester By The Sea, both in-
side the souls of the characters and 
around the world they occupy. Casey 
Affleck’s harrowing performance de-

serves the praise from audiences and 
critics alike. He masterfully portrays 
the hollowness and guilt of a man 
who has lost everything without 
seeming stiff or inhuman. Elevating 
his performance even higher is the 
supporting cast, who repeatedly tries 
and tragically fails to connect with 
him or understand what’s going on 
within his troubled heart. 

Lonnergan, the director, eschews 
conventional storytelling by refusing 
his characters an escape from their 
grief. Throughout many scenes the 
camera is anchored in place, giving 
even the most mundane interactions 
an existential, immovable sense of 
gravity and weight. In a lesser film, 
Aff leck’s Lee Chandler would ma-
ture past his trauma and grow into a 
new man. However, one of the most 
brutally honest moments of Man-
chester By The Sea is when he looks 
his 16-year-old nephew in the eyes 
and resigns himself to his remorse- “I 
can’t beat it. I just can’t beat it”.

(Photo credit: Sam Lehman)

I am a Yogi. 
I am a designer. 

I am a cat lover. 
What are your “I am” statements?

Tell us your story! Selected stories 
will be featured in the new 

#BeYOUatUB series. 

Write a short essay about how UB has helped 
you grow and develop personally, 
professionally, and academically. 

Be sure to include your name, program of study, 
favorite courses, campus and community 

involvement, volunteer experience, and hobbies. 

At the end of your response, include your 3 power 
statements about who you have become since 

being at UB. 

Email submissions and/or questions to 
studentaffairs@ubalt.edu

Submission Guidelines

@UB_VPSA @ubvpsa


