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As a seasonal theatre pro-
duction, the University 
of Wisconsin-Superior 
(UWS) presented their 
own rendition of “Gas-
light,” a 1938 Victorian 
thriller originally writ-
ten by Patrick Hamilton. 
As the title suggests, the 
play followed a mysteri-
ous story of gaslighting, 
a form of psychological 
manipulation. “The entire 
production captivated a 
mysterious unraveling 
of events,” said Maddie 
Friedman, UWS Student. 

The play was directed by 
Cathy Fank, the direc-
tor of University theatre, 
supervisor of all theatri-
cal affairs in the program 
area, and communicat-
ing arts teacher at UWS. 
Fank searched through 
her list of possible show 
productions and “re-
discovered” the play. 
Fank and Sue Wedan, the 
technical director, de-
signer, and communicat-
ing arts teacher, reviewed 
the script together. “The 
play is very different, but 
we both really liked the 
script,” said Fank. “I was 
a little concerned about 
the casting…three very 
strong and talented actors 
were needed, but [Wedan] 
and I decided to go ahead 
with it.”

With the help of many, 
the play was put together 
over an 18-week period. 
Rehearsals took place 
Monday-Friday from 7:00 
– 9:00 p.m. “The time get 

later and later as we get 
closer to performance. 
In the technical rehears-
als, there is no day off for 
two weeks,” said Fank. 
Nick Gosen instrumented 
the lighting and sound, 
Wedan, along with her 
technical theatre class and 
five student workers, built 
the set, and seven actors 
all collaborated to make 
the production possible.

The resulting production 
featured a convincing, if 
somewhat spartan, set 
whose lighting design was 
able to dynamically reflect 
the fluctuating gaslight 
that is key to the play. 
The perfomance of Kitara 
Peterson’s Mrs. Manning-
ham was able to keep the 
audience on edge about 
her possible actions whilst 
Kane Wilner’s Rough pro-
vided solid comic relief to 
the production.

After weeks of prepara-
tion and countless hours 
of practicing, the play 
ran for two consecutive 
weekends, Nov. 15-17 
and 22-24 at the O. Gayle 
Manion Theatre. “I am 
very proud of the actors 
in the show. I am proud 
of how far they all came 
during rehearsals. They 
should all be very proud 
of themselves,” said Fank. 
“It’s a hard thing direct-
ing a play – I liken it to 
‘birthing’ a play. All of the 
time, effort, love, and pas-
sion go into this thing and 
then it is ripped down 
and gone forever.”

BALL from Page A3
Bead necklaces cost $10 
apiece and each neck-
lace was an entry into a 
50/50 raffle pot. “Why are 
you not wearing beads, 
people,” asked Nick Trim-
mer (Class of 2007), chair 
of the alumni board of 
directors and master of 
ceremonies for the night. 
The “Sleigh of Spirits” 
raffle offered almost forty 
bottles of booze to its 
winner, courtesy of Key-
port Liquor. 

Finishing the night was 

the “Holiday Ball Funding 
Flurry” in which alumni 
raised paddles to con-
tribute to the scholarship 
fund. By the end of the 
night, $8,100 had been 
raised for the scholarship 
through that effort alone. 
“That’s the reason we’re 
here. For the students,” 
said Trimmer.

Following the fundrais-
ing portion of the night 
was the afterparty, where 
UWS music students pro-
vided live music before 

handing the reigns over 
to a DJ. As people danced 
the night away, others 
gathered on the first and 
second floors of the Yel-
lowjacket Union to chat. 
“It’s a good meal, we get 
together and we all talk,” 
said Anna McNeil (Class 
of 1963). She joined her 
husband John McNeil 
(Class of 1967) to catchup 
with, “wonderful, won-
derful friends. It’s a lot of 
fun! [We] can’t miss this 
ball, that’s for sure!”

Photos by Jean Germano from the 
Marvelous Motown Holiday Ball. 

Nick Trimmer MCs (Above)

Chance the Rapper
“The Big Day”

Third Eye Blind
“Screamer”

Judah and the Lion
“Pep Talks”

Often, I think it’s funny to 
hear cringe-worthy lyrics, 
partly for sheer comedic 
value, but also to make 
bands who do have qual-
ity lyrical content shine 
even more. “Pep Talks” 
by Judah and the Lion is 
everything that is generic 
in pop music and multi-
plied tenfold. As someone 
who genuinely likes a lot 
of pop music, this is just 
agonizing to sit through. 
The only inspiration this 
group has is wanting to be 
Imagine Dragons, which 
is arguably one of the 
worst desires in the music 
industry one could have. 

Florida Georgia Line
“Can’t Say I Ain’t Country”

Imagine you’re stuck in 
the Chick-fil-A drive-thru 
when a pair of beavers 
start making noises and 
fixing their gargantuanly 
sized cowboy hats. You 
have the sudden urge to 
careen out of the drive-
thru because anything 
sounds better than listen-
ing to this for the next 50 
minutes. After the beavers 
spill Corona and dipping 
tobacco all over your car, 
you realize you’re not on 
your normal radio sta-
tion, and frantically flip 
to something digestible. 
Your desire to die has 
vanished just as quickly as 
it appeared.

I’ve come to the conclu-
sion that Stephan Jenkins 
has wanted to create a 
bloated pop-rap album 
for years. Maybe even 
decades. Listening to 
“Screamer” is just sad and 
unfortunate. Considering 
how influential Third Eye 
Blind used to be in the 
post-grunge scene of the 
late 1990s, it’s hard not 
to believe that, at some 
point, Jenkins went abso-
lutely insane. The result 
is a heartless, sickeningly 
sugary pop album that 
has zero parallels to the 
former band at all. 

Chance the Rapper has 
been around for quite 
a while, long enough 
to have amassed a huge 
following, but appar-
ently not long enough for 
“The Big Day” to be his 
actual debut LP. Chance 
congregates some of the 
lamest beats and produc-
tion of the year, likewise 
some god-awful bars, and 
a confounded feature list 
to accompany that. This 
goes on for 80 MINUTES. 
If you listen to this, please 
find something produc-
tive to do in the mean-
time. 

blink-182
“Nine”

For a moment, I liked 
blink-182 when Matt 
Skiba from Alkaline Trio 
joined for “California.” 
Other than that, I’ve 
never found anything 
redeeming beyond their 
annoying sound. I fig-
ured after nine records, 
they might have matured. 
But no. Pop-punk never 
matures. And so, the aptly 
titled ninth studio album, 
“Nine,” reflects just that: 
juvenile songwriting 
from musicians who are 
probably well into their 
40s. Nothing stands out, 
which is problematic for a 
15-song album. 


