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By MICHELLE H. LePOIDEVIN
Specially Written for The Westfield Leader and The Times

Since the Westfield Dunkin’ Donuts location sealed its doors on
Sunday, November 11, downtown workers and residents have been
spotted roaming aimlessly like the zombies in a Michael Jackson
“Thriller” music video. The cheerful greetings of Lori and Flo and
company used to gently nudge us into the morning hours with
flavorful jolts of joe and friendly banter. For creatures of habit
considering DD a staple of their morning routines, like myself, those

nudges were irreplaceable requirements. Now, we’re misplaced.
In an effort not to advertise the DD food chain nor to dismiss the

other coffee establishments in the downtown area, I write this
editorial as a kind of eulogy to the little DD we knew and loved. You
see, you can get a cup of coffee anywhere in Westfield, (some may
taste like jet fuel, some too sweet, and others too bitter), but DD in
Westfield represented more than the cup of the trademark brew.

Recently, I suffered from a short bout of laryngitis and, making
my way into DD, I was greeted by a very concerned Flo. Upon
hearing my raspy voice as I asked for (what she already predicted as
a large, light and sweet with cream), she furrowed her brow with
sympathy. Lori joined in and advised me to take lozenges and
consider tea instead.

Working through one of my haircolor chameleon stages, one of
the DD workers told me that she believed the “blonde” look worked
pretty well compared to the brunette. She clipped a L’Oreal haircolor
coupon for me over the weekend, so I could save a dollar or two on
my next purchase.

When my co-worker, Melissa and I brought along a newer co-
worker, Mike to our morning coffee clutch, they smiled at us and
said, “Hey, you’ve got a new friend joining you lately!” Introduc-
tions were made and he was welcomed into the DD family. Brief was
his DD experience, however, as Flo notified us that they would be
closed for good very soon.

    David B. Corbin for The Westfield Leader and The Times

WIPING AWAY A TEAR...Publisher of The Westfield Leader and The Times
Horace R. Corbin gets misty and emotional on the morning of Monday,
November 12, upon realizing that Dunkin’ Donuts in Westfield has closed its
doors for good.

David Palladino’s       Music Corner

MY TAKE ON IT
W I T H  K E R R I A N N E  S P E L L M A N  C O R T

In the mornings following their
shutdown, we wandered aim-
lessly to other coffee places,
knowing it was time to adjust
and accept change. It’s never
easy, you know. There were no
“personal touches” at the other
joe joints, only an assembly line
treatment. Just another pretty
faced customer getting a bagel.

I could gripe about the way the
DD closing has forced extra dollars
out of my wallet – an increase of $2-
$4 per day, but I’ll spare you the
gory details. Instead, I will confirm
that the spare change I used to col-
lect at the bottom of my purse has
now been put toward the “My Cof-
fee Is More Expensive Now” fund.

So, maybe I’ll bring in my
coffeemaker from college and brew
my own stuff, cave in and drink my
boss’s blend of java, or pack a Ther-
mos. Truly, I don’t know the an-
swer. The answer can’t be found at
the bottom of a coffee cup, but in
this nugget of truth: you can’t re-
place the irreplaceable – the people
who helped us face the day, wipe the
sands out of our blurry eyes, and
greet whatever the day threw our
way.

It’s like the 1999 departure of Tim
and Angela De Rubeis’ legendary
Elm Deli all over again.

Local Celebrity in the Spotlight:

Alex Radus plus Maria Woodford = Duendé
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SCOTCH PLAINS – Westfield
residents Maria Woodford and
Alex Radus, the collaborative duo
known as Duendé,
will perform in a ben-
efit concert on Fri-
day, November 23, to
help the victims and
the families of those
affected by the ter-
rorist attacks on Sep-
tember 11.

Several Westfield
bands will participate
in the concert, which
will be held from 7 to
midnight at the
Knights of Columbus,
located at 2400 North
Avenue in Scotch
Plains.

Everlounge, The
Turkey Bastards and
The Orphans, all of
Westfield, will perform.

Woodford and Radus recently
completed their latest CD, which
will be officially released in New
York City.

A full story and interview with
Duendé will be published in the

Arts & Entertainment section of
The Westfield Leader and The Times
of Scotch Plains-Fanwood on No-

vember 29.
Recently, the duo opened for the

legendary Richie Havens at The
Crossroads in Garwood.

Admission is $10 at the door,
which includes free beer on tap.
Audience members may also bring
their own wine.

Continued on Page 15
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By DAVID PALLADINO
Specially Written for The Westfield Leader and The Times

WESTFIELD — Once again the
Westfield Symphony Orchestra
(WSO), under the direction of Mae-
stro David Wroe, took concertgoers
at The Presbyterian Church in
Westfield by passionate storm.

Last Saturday’s incredible reper-
toire included Whispers of Love by A
Louis Scarmolin as arranged by John
Sichel; the formidable Symphony
No. 7 by Jean Sibelius and the Sym-
phony No. 3 “Organ Symphony” by
Camille Saint-Saëns.

Featured soloists were Assistant

Principal Second Violinist of the New
York Philharmonic Vladimir Tsypin
and organist Trent Johnson, Director
of Music of the First United Methodist
Church and Music Director of the
Oratorio Singers and the Orchestra of
Westfield.

Scarmolin was considered New
Jersey’s most prolific composer. His
Whispers of Love is a suite or collec-
tion of his music which served as salon
music. Sichel compiled the pieces and
arranged them for violin and orches-
tra.

Tsypin settled into the dominating
three-fourths waltz time signature of
the piece after highlighting a melodic
opening. Quality of tone, accuracy
and beautiful use of rubato for the fun
waltz sections were a highlight of this
charming musical anthology.

The evening orchestral power-
houses were to follow, however. Each
significant in their own right, the
Sibelius 7 and the Saint-Saëns 3 were
works of true passion which comple-
mented each other nicely.

Several of Maestro Wroe’s strong
points shine through at any one of his
given concerts: his perfectly chosen
tempi; the musical ideas of the com-
poser clearly represented by his in-
terpretation of phrasing and finally,
but not least of which, is the pure
passion with which the music is de-
livered. Wroe instills that “little
something extra” into his musicians.

While they are smaller, they are
formidable — no other orchestra in
our region plays with the passion of
the Westfield Symphony Orchestra.

Sibelius wrote his phenomenal and
final Symphony No. 7 towards the
end of his career. Severely intense,
the work evokes not only the lonely
and introspective Finnish landscape,
but hints towards some sort of final-
ity. The symphony is technically of-
fered in one movement but internal
segments slip smoothly and easily
from one to the other. The music of
Sibelius is not for the trite.

The great “Organ Symphony” of
Saint-Saëns closed off the evening of
excellence in true heroic form. This
inspiring piece brought the audience
to their feet in a standing ovation of
conductor and orchestra.

One of the strongest points of the
piece was how well the orchestra
tuned themselves to the organ. For-
tunately, the weather Saturday night
was comfortable enough for not only
the concertgoers, but the organ as
well — as they (both audience and
organ) are highly sensitive to cli-
mactic conditions.

The accuracy in pitch and articula-
tion throughout the individual sec-
tions and the orchestra as a whole was
exactly what we have come to expect
from the WSO — flawless. Principal
clarinet William Shadel had many
solo segments that were well executed
as well as principal flutist Helen
Campo and principal trumpet Donald
Batchelder. While principal horn and
key-link Anthony Cecere was missed,
the section performed admirably.

The organ, which is featured in
several segments of the piece and
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By KERRIANNE SPELLMAN CORT
Specially Written for The Westfield Leader and The Times

FANWOOD — Much like the be-
loved holiday of Christmas, few people
actually remember the true meaning of
Thanksgiving. Perhaps we do remem-
ber, but when bombarded with all of
the meticulous preparations and de-
tails, we find it exhausting to focus on
what is most important.

Serving a turkey with all of the trim-
mings and making sure that there are
enough chairs for your guests often
gets in the way of gratitude and thanks.

In today’s world, it is difficult to

slow ourselves down from the hustle
and bustle of life to take a quiet mo-
ment away and realize why these holi-
days were celebrated in the first place.

The first Thanksgiving actually took
place in England long before the more
recognized feast between the Pilgrims
and Indians. It was George Washing-
ton who declared the first national
Thanksgiving in celebration of the
adoption of the Constitution. Soon,
people of all races and religions were
observing this autumnal feast day.

So, what is the true meaning of
Thanksgiving? At a time like this, when
our world seems so uncertain, how can
we put aside our anger and fear to stop
and give thanks?

This year will be the first Thanksgiv-
ing for many who will be faced with an
empty seat at their tables. Many chil-
dren no longer have a mommy or daddy
to tuck them into bed at night. There are
countless widowed wives who are try-
ing desperately to understand why their
lives have been turned upside down.

With scenarios like these, is it even
possible to celebrate?

Yes. Yes, yes, yes, a thousand times
yes! It is not only important to give
thanks this year, it is necessary. It is
mandatory. If we don’t give thanks this
particular year, then I think we should
all be thrown in jail. For all of the
people who will be suffering this com-
ing holiday, I feel it is our duty to give
thanks on their behalf. How can I not be
grateful this year when my beloved
friends and family are safe?

Personally, I have much to be thank-
ful for this year. I still have my wonder-
ful mom and dad, and this year, more
than any other, I am so proud to be their
daughter. I have a sister who is also my
friend and she has given me the world’s
best nephew.

I have a terrific mother and sister-in-
law and two beautiful nieces. I have
aunts, uncles and cousins who love me
unconditionally. I have a best friend
who just gave birth to a healthy baby

boy. I have two silly dogs that lick my
face and steal the covers at night.

And while this will be the first year
that I won’t rip up tiny pieces of turkey
to give to my precious cat, I will still
celebrate the fact that I fed his furry
little behind for eleven Thanksgivings.

And last, but not at all least, I have a
husband who is also my friend. I have
a partner who is patient and kind. He is
supportive and caring. He is witty and
wise. When I am being a lunatic and
flying through the stratosphere, he
brings me back down to earth. I can’t

imagine my life without him. And he

is exactly why I must stop worrying
about insipid little forks in the road of
life that I can’t control. He alone is
reason for thanks.

My heart goes out to the families and
victims of the events of September 11.
My prayers are with the families who
are worried sick about their relatives
who are fighting for us overseas. My
hopes, dreams and wishes for peace
are with every American this coming
holiday.

If Osama Bin Laden and his cow-
ardly cohorts could take a look into
every American home this coming holi-
day, wouldn’t it be wonderful if all they
could see were love, hope and joy?
Expecting to see anguish, those piti-
able blockheads would only observe
contented faces, hands linked and in-
tertwined, bowing our heads in grati-
tude?

Wouldn’t that just be so neat? So
let’s imagine that is possible. Let’s be
proud. Let’s be brave. And let us all
give thanks for our many, many bless-
ings.

GIVING THANKS...This Norman Rockwell depiction of a family giving thanks
for all of their blessings, truly captures the meaning of the Thanksgiving
holiday.
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At EverAt EverAt EverAt EverAt Evergrgrgrgrgreen Boutiqueeen Boutiqueeen Boutiqueeen Boutiqueeen Boutique
SCOTCH PLAINS – The second

annual Evergreen Boutique at Ever-
green Elementary School, located
on Evergreen Avenue in Scotch
Plains, will be held on Saturday,
December 1, from 1 to 4 p.m.

The bazaar will include items by
vendors to be raffled off.

Lonnie Allgood and his NFL sports
items will be featured again this year
for avid sports fans. Children’s nov-
elties, including the ever-popular
“sandy candy” will also be avail-
able.

For more information, please call
Betsy at (908) 889-1583 or Norma at
(908) 889-7331.

                               Melissa Betkowski for The Westfield Leader and The Times
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BAND OF ANGELS…Romaine Paterson (Emily Greenberg) and her “band of
angels” surround the Rev. Fred Phelps (Sam Leib) and his congregants as they
protest at the trial of Russell Henderson (Pieter Van Iperen) and Aaron
McKinney (Matt Toriello).

By MELISSA BETKOWSKI
Specially Written for The Westfield Leader and The Times

WESTFIELD -- Matthew Wayne
Shepard, his name sounds like noth-
ing extraordinary, and to look at him,
he was nothing. At barely 5 feet tall
and a shade over 100 pounds, 21-
year-old Matthew Shepard was hardly
an extraordinary man in life. In death
is another story.

Matthew Shepard died on Monday,
October 12, 1998 after being brutally
beaten and left for dead, tied to a fence
in Laramie, Wyo. by Russell Henderson
and Aaron McKinney. Matthew had
been tied to the fence for nearly 18
hours when he was discovered by a
fellow student, Aaron Kreifels.

I am certain that for as long as I
live, I will not forget the period in my
life that coincided with Matthew’s
death and the convictions of
Henderson and McKinney.

It was my junior year of college,
and while I was at college many
miles away from the University of
Wyoming the beating and eventual
death of Matthew affected me deeply.
I honestly don’t know why. Perhaps
it was that I knew people who were
gay and I knew how I would feel if
something like this happened to one
of them. Perhaps it was because like
Kevin Pollak says to Demi Moore in
A Few Good Men, “they beat up a

weaker kid.”
Being in a wheelchair, I always

knew what it was like to be different,
but thankfully I had never been per-
secuted for my difference.

Still, I cried for Matthew, I cried for
his family, I cried for all those who
would never know him, save his name.

I remember the feelings the fol-
lowing year when McKinney was
convicted of Matthew’s killing.
Henderson had pled guilty and es-
caped a trial.

So when I heard that Westfield
High School’s Drama Department
would be presenting The Laramie
Project this year, I just knew that I
had to see it. I had never seen a
production of The Project, but I was
sure that I had heard about it.

The Project was written by Moises
Kaufman and the Tectonic Theater
Project after 10 members of the theater
company traveled to Laramie to con-
duct interviews about the crime and
the way it affected life in the town.

I wasn’t sure what to expect, ex-
cept a great show, because Westfield
is known for its top-notch drama
program led by director Joe Nierle.

Entering the auditorium on Satur-
day night, I found the stage dressed
simply with only a desk, a podium
and some chairs. On the backdrop
were posted newspaper articles re-
garding Matthew’s killing. From
where I was seated, and with my
eyesight, they were barely legible.
My boyfriend, Doug, read one of the
headlines to me: “THAT’S NOT A
SCARECROW.” I instantly felt my
stomach churn.

Throughout the show I found my-
self in tears as I relived the time from
Matthew’s killing to the conviction of
McKinney. The actors in the Project
turned wonderful performances, caus-
ing many in the audience to believe
that these weren’t just high school
students, but that these were the people
of Laramie who had lived with and
known Matthew.

I remembered being disgusted by
the presence of the Reverend Fred
Phelps of Westboro Baptist Church in
Kansas at Matthew’s funeral. Rev.
Phelps and members from his congre-
gation travel around protesting at fu-
nerals of gays, spouting his own brand
of gospel truth. It sickened and sad-
dened me that a man calling himself
a Christian would be spouting Phelps
kind of detestation of gays. What was
worse, however, was that not only was
it his belief, but he was instilling that
kind of hatred in others.

Every member of the cast turned
in a wonderful performance, but the
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