


POSTCARDS FROM WHEREVER: 
FLORIDA’S PAST IS OUR SUPERMODERNITY
An extraordinary number of American writers and 
artists are going to Florida. Their work is in hot pursuit.
It’s got something to do with banality, eccentricity, and 
oversaturation; the constant heat, seasonless cycles, 
nightclubs rammed up against retirement homes; the 
awkward encounter between high and low culture, 
alienation, the aesthetics of highway signs and strip malls 
and the seamless transition of it all onto the big screen 
and into pocketbacks. It’s the aesthetics of absurdity 
and of excess; and inexplicability that pulls them in: the 
challenge of representing and responding to it. I suspect 
it’s also got something to do with just how easily we, the 
viewers and the readers, are willed to go there with them. 

Writers and directors pull us onto cruise ships; 
they drop us smack in the middle of botched coke busts. 
Sometimes they leave us to admire the pink-hued art 
deco architecture of places like Miami Beach, or to brush 
up against popcorn-textured walls as we rush for another 
cup of Cuban coffee. Or we’re forgotten for months in 
a gritty fish shack turned dive bar in the unforgiving 
summer heat, forced to make company with a one-eyed 
cat and a woman a little too good at throwing darts. The 
bad stories just make the place feel dead, or like a carnival. 
The good ones capture the assemblage of competing and 
contrasting temporalities, the fusion of the uncanny and 
the trivial building up a dense atmosphere. It’s textured 
and layered as a type of punctured reality that is forever 
on the verge of being proven a dream... the cinematic 
zoom out to happen any minute now. The texture is 
wrinkled, rich.. it has its dark spots. It’s confused but 
generally harmless - like its occupants, perhaps left out 
in the sun for too long. 

Both moving and still images and works of literature 
can help us reckon with non-linear or otherwise aberrant 
structures of time and space by generating affective 
experiences that present themselves in the form of a 
self-conscious encounter between the viewer/reader and 
the work. Benjamin’s idea of the “arresting” image and 
Bahktin’s adaptation into literary theory argues that 
the power of the image lies in its ability to disrupt the 
“standard” system of time that precedes it. 

Supermodernity sustains a flight of the near future. 
The far past is sucked into the present and backstories 
seem unnecessary if not unwarranted. The future is 
conceived as a type of peripheral space, only to be arrived 
at through some rupture: some catastrophe, apocalypse, 
or doomsday. But the forms and textures of encounter 
used by visual and literary artists alike vary wildly in their 
efforts to reckon with Florida’s discursive demographics 
and muddled aesthetics; its status as a dis-placed place that 
leaves its curated and smoothed-over “pleasantness” open 
for both upapologetic hedonism and afternoon siestas - 
the contradicting paces of life that fascinate in their dumb 
coexistence; and the state’s image/imaginary - conjured 
and fetishized by pop culture and cultural culture alike - 
that has come to eclipse any real suggestion of historical 
contingency or origin; any homogeneous identity that 
the state may have once posssessed. 

This paper will reference J.D. Salinger’s 1953 short 
story A Perfect Day for Bananafish, Padgett Powell’s 1987 
novel A Woman Named Drown, and Harmony Korine’s 
2012 film Spring Breakers: a real cocktail (dare I say 
daquiri?) of contemporary and classic renderings of Florida



to produce an argument that the state’s only recognized 
history is a consistent lack of one. 

This essay pulls gently and directly from a number 
of other non-fiction resources, including: Gordon Gray’s 
2010 text Cinema: A Visual Anthropology and Gary 
Mormino’s 2005 text Land of Sunshine, State of Dreams: 
A Social History of Modern Florida. It is likewise inspired 
by Kathleen Stewart’s 1996 text, A Space on the Side of 
the Road: Cultural Poetics in an “Other” America, finding 
particular resonance within Stewart’s call for a “new 
ethnography”: one that rejects the idealization of an 
ultimate and objective answer in exchange for a twisting 
and contingent form of analysis as animate as its subject, 
based on both a knowledge of the senses and principles 
of affect, transcience and proximity. 
  In its exploration of what I call the Florida Uncanny, 
this essay aims to underscore the ability for the state’s 
constructed pastel and picturesque aesthetic to maintain 
a double-identity as a home base for drug cartels and the 
reliably recurrent swell of college-age vacationers for few 
days in late March, flooding southward in their annual 
pilgrimage to a spring break mecca: a devotion to restless 
indulgence and living “in the moment” in a place where 
paradise seems to last forever.  
  Florida’s bifuricated status as both crash-pad for 
post-war cravings for Futuristic design (MiMo) and a 
hotbed for the barrel-rolling velocity of contemporary 
culture and design (Art Basel; the dual pinpoints of MOCA 
Miami and the ever-fervent art scene of Jacksonville, etc.) 
with the largest Amish settlement in southern United 

States, Evangical Christian hangouts and neo-
Confederate communities, self-declared “Rednecks” and 
farmers and retirement homes the size of small palaces 
(and probably just as luxurious), creates a type of new 
contemporary that we’ve seen somewhere before. 
  In fact, the marriage is agreeable. It fascinates, 
even, suddenly (re)absorbing the attention of the art 
world and the academy alike. What seems to bind 
Florida’s identity-as-assemblage together – now as 
much as ever, naturalized by tradition – is the same 
distracted logic behind the unapologeticly chaotic mish-
mash topography of the global city.  As a whole system 
composed of unique composites and modeled through a 
type of temporal and economic tunnel vision, the global 
city gladly trades in any sense of aesthetic fidelity (or at the 
very least, one with a conscience and a decent memory) 
for the maximization of efficiency and profit. Slums 
are rammed up against five-star hotels; voids maintain 
a perpetual and shifting presence as cranes dotting the 
skyline obediently create and crush one building after 
the other with no apparent distinction.     
  In Berlin and Shanghai, Mumbai and Dubai – to 
name just a few – the cut-and-paste layout of the city 
is precisely calibrated along the fault lines of class and 
culture, past and future. Slums are pushed up against 
the edges of five star hotels exclusively employing their 
residents, ensuring a near-constant work shift  and 
almost nonexistent commutes. Maximizing utility 
proves seductive enough to overlay the eyesore of a 



rift in the landscape that is both physical and ideological, 
political and economic, social and cultural. In Ethopia 
there are monolithic factories employing the entire 
populations of small towns yet no paved roads to 
walk to work. In Beirut, an obsession with presenting 
the future-as-now has called for a ban of photography 
downtown as a crime and an entire line of police officers 
has been hired by the government to prevent just that. 
Printed vinyl tarps exhibiting trompe l’oiel renderings 
of nonexistent apartment complexes in Beirut stretch 
several stories tall to conceal the empty construction 
sites that characterize the city in the physical present. 
Citizens see and speak about Beirut in the vision of its 
future image, as a perfect superimposition: the future is 
now. 
  More than anything else, global cities reveal to 
us that the prospective fantasy of urbanism as a total 
enterprise can sustain a complete void of history, 
distracting citizens, investors, and the rest of the world 
from a scar that is otherwise far too large to conceal. 

  So the main difference here, of critical importance 
to bear in mind when entering into studies of the 
Sunshine State, is that Florida’s amnesia is cultural, 
while that of the global city is pure, dislocated strategy. 
The continued satisfaction – at best a type of pride, and 
at worst, a muted okayness – of Florida’s mutivariate 
resident parties (each perfectly content to ignore the 
presence of others in the interest of a shared benefit) 
and its visitors-consumers alike at ‘the state of things’ 
in this type of ambivalent symbiosis serves to reinforce 
the economic incentives (e.g. tourism), which by and 
large fuel the state’s economy. As we move forward, it 
is important to remember that Florida is this way by 
tradition and by choice. 
  From the perenially-crazed “Florida Man,” to the 
very real ecological distinction that has emerged from 
the state’s apparent capacity to exist outside of (but 
somehow symbolic of ) contemporary American culture, 
Florida has assumed a nearly-mythological status. Quite 
simply, it continues to fascinate because of a fundamental 
dislocation with its embedded geographies both physical 
and political: a characteristic most readily associated 
with 21st-century virtual realities and the textures of the 
global city. Florida’s lack of a singular cultural identity 
is its own cultural identity. In fact, the very spirit of 
supermodern design is alive and well in Florida, and has 
been for the past half-century.



“A bus came along and let a load of tourists 
have at the key-lime pie stand, and I got on.”

So begins Padget Powell’s “Bonaparte’s” excerpt 
within Kevin McCarthy’s 1989 collection of short 
fiction Florida Stories. The novel conjures an image of 
Florida where temporality moves as a slow exhalation, 
unbounded from any particular moment in time 
or space. From the meager amount of the text that 
McCarthy offers – less than 10 pages total – we are 
never provided with the name of our main character. 
There is no intonation as to where he came from, 
although his attitude suggests that he has been “on the 
road” for some time. Powell’s Florida is envisioned as a 
type of no man’s land not unlike Tangiers to the Beats: 
a in-between zone where time passes so slowly that it 
appears cyclical, suspended or entirely nonexistent.

 We meet our narrator as he steps off a bus at the 
sight of a sign advertising work. He receives a job on 
the spot at the fish shack and begins a bartending stint 
of ambiguous length that mostly consists of drinking 
beer all day, every day, in a grimy wooden institution 
that miraculously stays open despite its near-constant 
absence of  patrons.

 The story is full of  patterns of  consumption, 
imitation, idleness, and doubles. The placid, apparently 
effortless lifestyle is tinged with an undertone of  
the foreboding, of  which the dart-throwing owner’s 
mute son is the only one aware. This manifests in his 



unceasing and frenzied self-appointed task of bailing 
of water out of a now-defunct boat resting close to 
shore. We never know the son beyond the vision of 
an “arm and a head” tossing water. Despite the rustic 
setup and the absolute detachment from real modes 
of temporality, space, and economy sustained by the 
story’s inhabitants, the consumption – as ritual or as 
joke – is punctuated by a capitalist logic: 

    “We got into a game of drinking certain 
kinds to correspond with brand deliveries, turning 
off all the beer clocks and signs except for those 
representing the day’s brand.”

Which seems to produce strings of attachment, 
no matter how fibrous, to the operative tendencies of 
a linear or progressive time that this story otherwise 
evades. Perhaps this is why the selected excerpt of 
Bonaparte’s ends with our narrator returning to that 
space from which he came: effectively surfacing or 
crossing back over the threshold that propelled him 
into this “no-man’s land.” It is significant to note 
that his exit is achieved through a perfect double of 
the situation that landed him there initially:  

“At the end of the white, graded road where 
I’d gotten off the bus, nothing had changed, which 
somehow surprised me. I expected to see even the 
same bus come barreling down on me from the 
same direction I had ridden it. I was stunned to be 
standing where I had stood, and exactly as I had 
stood before, except for the passage of time at the 

camp, as if I were a boat sunk to my nose and bailing 
myself out with all the efficacy of Bonaparte up to his 
chin. You can feel odd standing in a sudden swarm of 
deerflies-having just thrown darts for a month with 
a woman you’ve left with her retarded kid-rippling 
sawgrass as far as the eye can see, razory salty wheat.

Air brakes caught me dreaming. Before me was the 
same bus, the same driver. I got on. He smiled at me as 
if I were a traveling salesman returning from a joke. I 
offered a hundred-dollar bill for the fare and took the 
smirk off his face.” 

– Bonaparte’s, Padgett Powell
But what happens when the characters are the ones 

disrupting the system of suspended temporality rather 
than entering in to it? To break through the pause or 
otherwise restart the clock necessitates a (re)introduction 
of the near future, or the sense that a narrative is working 
toward some cumulative end.  The rupture that marks 
the arrival of the future must therefore be inaugurated, 
allowing us to effectively “cross back over” into real time. 
Typically this breakage appears in the form of tragedy or 
trauma – affecting or otherwise implicating the main 
character of the story, and very often initiated by them. 

“A Perfect Day for Bananafish” by J.D. Salinger 
sustains a breakage of this kind, which occurs at 
the conclusion of the story and involves the suicide 
of its main character, Seymour Glass. Seymour 
and his wife Muriel, the other lead protagonist, 
are vacationing at a seaside resort in Florida. 



Seymour has just gone off to a public beach a quarter 
of a mile away from the private beach access of the 
resort; he is apparently awaiting the eventual arrival 
of a small girl, Sibyl, whom he has befriended over 
the course of his stay. Seymour is paradoxically the 
most removed from the actions that structure the 
narrative and the most aware of time as it passes:  

“Hey. Hello, Sybil.” “
Are you going in the water?”
“I was waiting for you,” said the young man. 
“What’s new?”
“What?” said Sybil.
“What’s new? What’s on the program?”
“My daddy’s coming tomorrow on a nairiplane,” 

Sybil said, kicking sand. “Not in my face, baby,” the 
young man said, putting his hand on Sybil’s ankle. 
“Well, it’s about time he got here, your daddy. I’ve 
been expecting him hourly. Hourly.”

– “A Perfect Day for Bananafish,” 
J.D. Salinger

 
 Seymour exhibits a type of self-contented 

leisure that is almost otherworldly. Through a 
simultaneous phone conversation between Muriel 
and her mother, we learn of Seymour’s recent 
discharge from an army hospital, where he was 
presumably evaluated for psychiatric disorders. 
Mother and daughter mix concerned doubts 
for his mental stability and “strange behavior” 

with talk of clothing, cruises, and scorn for other hotel 
guests. Muriel kills hours of time while waiting for the 
New York call to connect, and after the short conversation, 
she falls asleep. Meanwhile, Seymour takes Sibyl out for 
a swim and proceeds to tell her about the story of the 
bananafish, a “rather tragic” creature that gorges itself 
on bananas underneath the ocean floor and becomes too 
fat to return through the entrance, therefore left to die. 
The connection between Seymour’s deeply disturbing 
but equally unimaginable experience as a WWII combat 
veteran and his troubled if not failed re-entrance into 
a culture of vanity and excess and the story of the 
bananafish is patent, but Sibyl remains unfazed. She 
excitedly responds that she has just spotted a bananafish 
with six bananas in its mouth. Seymour eventually takes 
her back to shore and returns to his hotel room where he 
ultimately shoots himself, effectively bringing the story 
to an end:

  “He got off at the fifth floor, walked down the hall, 
and let himself into 507. The room smelled of new calfskin 
luggage and nail-lacquer remover. He glanced at the girl 
lying asleep on one of the twin beds. Then he went over to 
one of the pieces of luggage, opened it, and from under a 
pile of shorts and undershirts he took out an Ortgies calibre 
7.65 automatic. He released the magazine, looked at it, then 
reinserted it. He cocked the piece. Then he went over and sat 
down on the unoccupied twin bed, looked at the girl, aimed 
the pistol, and fired a bullet through his right temple.”



To breach the suspended or removed temporalities 
of Florida stories, the void between the present situation 
of the narrative and the moment of “far future” that 
follows the “mega-event,” catastrophe, or otherwise 
violent rupture must be filled in or bridged by that 
same event. Typically the force of this breach is sealed 
through a death or other trauma, cause or experienced 
by the protagonist, that sets the whole thing reeling 
back into motion. As David Foster Wallace’s title essay 
“A Supposedly Fun Thing I’ll Never Do Again” (1997) 
demonstrates, this rupture can also be a dislocating idea 
or happening that is not caused or even related to the 
narrator but is necessarily experienced or processed by 
them. His account of the 16 year-old’s suicide toward 
the end of the story pressurizes the otherwise harmless  
plasticity and artificial framing of the Caribbean as part 
of luxury cruise line distortion, with the natural beauty 
of the sun and sea seemingly retouched and calibrated 
with the look of an artificial “expensive-looking beauty” 
for our pleasure. 

Realness then becomes a question of scale and 
accountability, a sobering criticism against the claims 
of excess and leisure that are until this point naturalized 
as part of the endearing “weirdness” of the experience.  
Harmony Korine’s 2012 film Spring Breakers proposes 
a similar pursuit of “realnesss,” but in reverse. It is 
precisely this dislocating and excessive weirdness that its 
teen protagonists seek out as a respite from the “frozen” 
normalcy of everywhere else.

teen protagonists seek out as a respite from the “frozen” 
normalcy of everywhere else.

“I’m tired of seeing the same thing. Everybody’s 
so miserable here because they see the same things 
everyday, they wake up in the same bed, same houses, 
same depressing streetlights, one gas station, grass, it’s 
not even green, it’s brown. Everything is the same and 
everyone is just sad. I really don’t want to end up like 
them. I just want to get out of here. There’s more than 
just spring break. This is our chance to see something 
different.”

– Faith, Spring Breakers 

Harmony Korine introduces both moving image 
and sound to negotiate the fault lines of Florida’s non-
linear temporality and assemblage culture in his 2012 
film. In doing so he diverges from prior Sunshine 
State identity and naturalizes it. From the perspective 
of our protagonists, four female college students who 
attend an unnamed small-town college, Florida is not 
only a place of alternative potentiality but it is revered 
for its atypical renderings of space, culture, and time. 
It is not so much a place to “start over” as it is a host 
for something alternative yet additive: valuable for 
its counter to the oppressive minutia of everyday life 
at college, the girls idealize Florida for its necessarily 
temporary use value: as setting for and icon of Spring 
Breakers. 



Counter to earlier literary works which cast 
Florida time as a empty or suspended no-man’s land 
where one can do and become what they like, Korine’s 
Florida is important for its overlay, its handling of 
these alternative social spaces with not a void but a 
type of visual palimpset, one perhaps holographic: 
the beaches flooded with bodies and the glowing 
nightclubs that never shut down; the slippage or 
irrelevance of ethical and social law not through a 
kind of absence or “getting away with it” but instead 
through a collective and unconscious re-membering 
and affirmation of what constitutes “having a good 
time” and being “true to oneself.” Make no mistake, 
there is a type of religiosity to it, a fervor that extends 
beyond the heat of the beach. The plot is punctuated by 
the girls privately making phone calls home, offering 
the same reflections: they’re “having a great time”; 
“the people are so nice and sweet”; they’re “making 
tons of friends” and they’re “finding themselves here.” 
They’re “becoming better people.” 

Korine juxtaposes this voice-over with clips of 
beer guzzling, drug toking, and senseless fucking – 
it’s funny in its absolute excess and close resemblance 
to a rap music video from the early 2000s. It asks us 
to reconsider how our generation evaluates qualities 
of benevolence and authenticity or truth-seeking. 
Ultimately it hints at a rewriting of both traits and 
desires that is not so much about logics and ethics as 
it is feeling and sensation.

  Yet the film’s potency is not all a product of its 
ethical ambivalence, its tendency to hinge between 
a foreign reality and a familiar performance of party 
culture. He allocates the competing visions of Florida 
a proper space and time to unwind. Laced through 
the whole film is a patent spirituality and a hunt for a 
greater good: movement toward a goal, no matter how 
glitched or hazy. It moves the plot along a livewire, 
giving off little jolts of confirmation and affect-driven 
logic that are felt throughout a swirl of sensations 
and events that otherwise are illogical. Korine pulls 
Florida out of the cyclical, pagan temporality to 
which earlier authors and artists have condemned it.



We see long, sweeping shots of empty school grounds, 
litter and other detritus of human presence cast to 
the ground in contemplative stillness. College, the 
American icon of sociality, youth, and party culture is 
soaked through with abandonment aesthetics like our 
favorite zombie films. There is nearly always music 
playing: it is wordless, heightening both the eerie and 
surreal nature of this ambiguous place, coordinates 
unbounded. None of that matters. All we need to 
know is that just about everyone has packed up and 
gone to Florida. 

 Korine structures scene transitions early on with 
gun reloads. Flashes between sunburnt orgies and the 
neon haze of the girls’ doom room apartment, TV 
flickering, unconscious. These scenes devoid of action 
are both prolonged and foreboding. We receive built-
up translations into feelings of the rupture soon to 
come: the girls are going to get to Florida, but how 
and through what cause remains unknown. The scene 
breaks are now punctured by the sound of gun shots. 
They speed up, and congeal. The girls are no longer 
passed out or counting change on the bathroom floor 
or somersaulting in the dorm room hallway. Now 
they’re in a stolen car, the first true movement of the 
film. 

The camera slides to the passenger seat and 
suddenly we’re implicated. Driver’s window forms a 
perfect black border to the screen, like the gap between
frames on a film print. 

  This meta-structure sticks around, often 
bracketing the most intense moments of the film, 
like the girl’s arrest, or Alien’s death. We see, from an 
exterior view, the girls running from one customer to 
the next, flinging their squirt guns, stealing wallets 
and other valuables. The scene seems to last forever. 
Eventually the two girls committing the robbery reach 
the end of the screen; they kick open a door and run 
frantically into the car. The violent event starts up the 
clock, and the girls are on their way to Florida. 

But Korine’s narrative features multiple temporal 
ruptures, and he uses structures of composition and 
scene transition to tie them all together, effectively 
switching back and forth to fuse alternative times and 
spaces like the best of Faulkner’s dialogues. There is 
rarely any talking. At the site of the girl’s arrest but 
just prior to the event, we are given another sweeping, 
slow-motion panorama of the full visual overload 
of the party. This dilation again suggests something 
sinister. And as the vision of flashing red and blue 
lights appears, the music comes back on, and so do 
the gunshot sounds. We get close up shots of the girl’s 
tear-stained faces as they stare out from the backs of 
police vehicles, their gazes somewhere far beyond us; 
the camera then swaps back and forth between sliced 
up continuations of the party scene and new footage 
of the girl’s robbery, this time from inside the chicken 
shack.



A similar conflation of time, ethics, and front-loaded 
questions of “what next?” permeate the third rupture 
of the story, when Alien is shot and killed by a rival 
gang leader and the two girls remaining, after having 
killed Alien’s enemy, ride his Lamborghini away into 
the sunset.

Though Florida’s (pop-) cultural fame has made 
a comeback in both literature and film, Cultural 
historian and Florida native Gary Morimno 
suggests that the eccentricity of Florida’s national 
identity stems back to the late 1800s, driven by the 
ideals of individualism, gun violence, and a weak 
state government that came out of the Frontier 
movement. Issues of overdevelopment and hyper-
commercialization, two defining characteristics of 
supermodernity, started as soon as the 1920s when 
the Florida government attempted to give away all 
of its swampland to anyone who promised to fill 
it. Florida has historically been a convergent space 
and a transitional one, serving as the most popular 
retirement destination in the nation and hosting more 
than 2/3rds of all inter-state transplants. 

This identity of eccentricity, assemblage, and 
contradiction translates fluidly into works of fiction 
both visual and textual, which do not propose any 
claims to objectivity, truth-telling, or universal 
representation of a particular place. But the cinematic 
fetish for the Florida Uncanny has extended into 
experimental-ethnographic film such as Florida Man, 

a 50-minute long internet-only release in early 2015. 
The film is comprised exclusively of an interview series 
extending over a 5 day period in which the director, 
producer, and cinematographer drove around the 
state, stopping and talking with any man who caught 
their eye. Amid all the praise, the film has likewise 
received criticism on the grounds of its potentially 
exploitative, male-dominated vision, and the relative 
problematics of assuming a particular assembled sub-
culture can stand in for representing the assemblage 
constituting entire state.  

Regardless, Florida’s Uncanny has returned to 
the big screen and the pocketback to join a discourse 
with a new set of questions and stakes. While Florida’s 
stayed the same contradictory, sweaty, surreal blend 
of a hetereogeneous string of desires, imaginings, 
histories, and futures, our global culture has developed 
a new language and image of the near future to 
which Florida’s imaginary landscape bears undeniable 
similarity. The same anxieties, agitations, and 
fascinations over the aesthetics of overdevelopment 
and the politics of assemblage; of globalized cities 
with no unique cultural identity; incongrous skylines 
that are stapled and taped together in the rush of (re)
contruction - the idols and icons of supermodernity - 
so too take roost in Florida, and have been flourishing 
quietly down south for over a century. 

The velocity with which snowbirds, tourists and 
spring breakers alike circulate through the state, year



after year; an economy buoyed by the constantly 
oversaturated and overpriced, plastic sheen of hyper-
consumption that is laminated over the state; and the 
undisturbed dislocation of its permanent residents to 
the season-less, past-less contingency of their world – 
these are the principles which have, and always will, 
govern the Florida Uncanny.

The awkward friction of alternative classes and 
cultures brushing up against each other; the divides 
and excesses and competitions for space that develop at 
rates asymmetrical to the development of its residents; 
hyper-contracted and then dilated cycles of boom and 
bust that leave strip-malls in the dust. It’s the suburban 
kids with the mud-stained cargo shorts riding dirtbikes 
to school or maybe they’re getting tossed around in the 
back of their dad’s pickup truck; it’s sun-tanned girls at 
the country club waiting idly for their tennis lessons; 
it’s the entire town popping champagne in the parking 
lot to celebrate the opening of a new Costco, bumping 
elbows with high-rise structures of steel and glass. This 
idea of paradox and incongruity and insanity that gets 
literally inscribed into the landscape. Our vision of a 
supermodernism ushered in through globalization and 
cast in the image of the global city is situated at the 
threshold between competing realities, dislocated space, 
cultural amnesia and a cut-and-paste topography: in 
other words, just where Florida has stood all along.





REFERENCES
❃ ❃ ❃

Gray, Gordon. 2010. Cinema: a visual anthropology. Oxford: Berg.

Harris, Alex, and Alice Rose George. 1997. A new life: stories and 
 photographs from the suburban South. Durham, N.C.: Center 
 for Documentary Studies in association with W.W. Norton, New 
 York.

Korine, Harmony. Spring Breakers. Directed by Harmony Korine. 
 2012. Santa Monica: Lionsgate, 2013. Film.

McCarthy, Kevin. 1989. Florida stories. Gainesville: University of 
 Florida Press.

Mormino, Gary Ross. 2005. Land of sunshine, state of dreams: a social 
 history of modern Florida. Gainesville: University Press of Florida.

Salinger, J. D. 1964. Nine stories. New York: Bantam Books.

Stewart, Kathleen. 1996. A space on the side of the road: cultural 
 poetics in an “other” America. Princeton: Princeton University 
 Press.

    The author would like to thank Mark Steinmetz for 
              the use of his photographs.


