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THE MUSIC CORNER
W I T H  D AV I D  P A L L A D I N O

Anton Miller
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By MICHELLE H. Le POIDEVIN
Specially Written for The Westfield Leader and The Times

I don’t get out much, so when I do, it’s like a crash education in human
nature – usually mine. And while eavesdropping may be considered
rude, I was left with little else to do last week when I was waiting for
my high school friend, whom I hadn’t seen in a decade. I figure that until
they start to put Internet service on those gadgets that light up when
your table is ready, I have no other choice but to bend my ear to the woes
of those around me.

Three teenagers, one
who had a boyfriend
working at the restau-
rant, almost literally
skipped into the wait-
ing area next to me.
Chattering about the
naughty books that
might be shelved at the
store nearby, I found
myself thinking how
oblivious to real life these girls were. One of the girls was planning a
party, while the other was surgically adhered to her cell phone.

“How superficial,” I mused, looking around for my old pal.
Later, I overheard the cell phone girl confiding in a friend about how

difficult it would be to get used to having an appetite again. She vowed
to put on more weight on her nearly skeletal frame because she had been
sick for so long. “Everything that comes out of the fryer, I’ll eat that!”
she promised. Giving her a second glance, I should have noticed she
was unwell.

The next crowd assembled in bits and pieces. A mother and daughter,
joined by a boyfriend and some other relatives. They anxiously
exchanged stories and lamented about how it had been “too long” since
they’d gotten together.

Slightly envious of the ease of their familial bond, I thought of how
nice it must be to be part of such a functional, close-knit gathering.

What I failed to notice was how, when asked if they wanted tables put
together to keep them united through their meal, they looked uneasily
from one to the other, and, without reservation, declined the offer.

“No family is perfect,” I surmised.
Eyeing my watch, it seemed my friend was either late or had her plans

changed. I would wait five minutes more.
One frizzy-haired girl paced anxiously in the waiting area in front of

me, double-checking her cell phone for messages and going in and out
of the front door to search for her friend’s car. Catching sight of her
friend, she seemed relieved, as if she were able to unburden herself of
some deep, dark secret.

“Oh, my God,” the friend begged, “tell me it isn’t what I think it
is…I mean, I had my suspicions, but I never thought it could be. No,
really, it couldn’t, right?” The friend, resembling a giddy cheer-
leader who had way too many espressos for dinner, began to unnerve
me.

By this point, I was so swept up in the drama that I didn’t see how
the friend’s constant Valley Girl speak could be helping the visually
distraught girl. But, when their table was ready, the two strode off
peacefully, set to drown their sorrows in a brownie sundae.

My friend was nowhere to be seen.
I drove home, 15 minutes from the restaurant, only to get a phone call

from my friend, saying she was there all the while. I just didn’t
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MY TAKE ON IT
W I T H  KERRIANNE SPELLMAN CORT

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

Perhaps he was more renowned
when he was married to the Material
Girl, punching out paparazzi and
snarling like the bad boy that he was.
For, despite his Academy Award nomi-
nation this year for I Am Sam, Sean
Penn, the now-good guy, could not
quite capture the notoriety and fame
he had acquired when he was the
then-bad guy.

Penn was born in Burbank, Calif.,
into a family familiar with the enter-
tainment industry, so it wasn’t a sur-
prise when he flocked to the local
theater to tap into his talent. Commit-
ted to his craft, he left Santa Monica
College to serve as an apprentice at
the Group Repertory Theatre in L.A.

Before transforming himself into
the beloved brain-fried surfer, Jeff
Spicoli, in Fast Times at Ridgemont
High (1982), Penn starred in Heart-
land (1981) and Taps (1981). During a
string of B- movies, the actor turned
tried his luck at marriage and got
quite a Shanghai Surprise (1986) when
it didn’t work with the fickle Ma-
donna (who still claims that she loved
him more than ever).

In the early 90s, Penn met and
married Robin Wright (Forrest
Gump), with whom he has two chil-
dren, Dylan Frances and Hopper
Jack. He named his son, Hopper, af-
ter two buddies, Dennis Hopper and
Jack Nicholson. In comparison with
his darker days, when he was swing-
ing at the media, Penn seems more
serene. Maybe it has something to do
with his mission to stay nicotine-free,
which began on his 40th birthday.

Two of Penn’s most impressive per-
formances could be found as the shady
lawyer in Carlito’s Way (1993) with Al
Pacino and as a death row inmate
seeking redemption in Dead Man
Walking (1995) with Jersey girl Susan
Sarandon, one of his ex-girlfriends.

The former Mr. Spicoli has also
been romantically linked with actress
Elizabeth McGovern and singer
Jewel.

Although he did not walk away
with the Oscar on Sunday night, Penn
still has a 1997 “Best Actor” award
from the Cannes Film Festival for
his role in She’s So Lovely. He was
also Oscar-nominated for Dead Man
Walking and Sweet and Lowdown
(2000).
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By KERRIANNE SPELLMAN CORT
Specially Written for The Westfield Leader and The Times

FANWOOD — It could be heard
everywhere in Los Angeles this past
Monday morn-
ing.

From the
deep, cactus-
filled canyons to
the sloping hill-
side of Griffith
Park where the
famous Holly-
wood sign stands
proud…from the
101 freeway that
snakes through
the city to the
corner of Holly-
wood and Vine… from the studios where
all the magic is made to the bohemian
serenity of Venice Beach. If you listened
carefully, from wherever you stood, you
could hear it. A collective sigh of relief.
Award season is finally over.

For those of us who could truly care
less about award shows, the months of
January, February and March are sim-
ply winter stops on the calendar, a post-
holiday hangover and a time to recharge
our batteries just in time for spring.

But to those in the film industry, these
three months represent the culmination
of last season’s body of work, a time to
congratulate one another and reflect on
a job well done, and, in some cases, to

celebrate cinematic excellence.
The season begins with The Golden

Globe Awards, which, to some, are fa-
vored due to their lighthearted ap-
proach to the ceremony. The Globes
also recognize distinction in the tele-
vision industry, so the evening al-
ways promises to feature a wide array
of Tinseltown’s big and small screen
stars.

Some consider the Globes to be an
indication of what is to come on Os-
car night, but that isn’t always the
case.

The Screen Actors Guild (SAG)
Awards (my
personal fa-
vorite) have
also recently
been a very
good barom-
eter of what
is possible on
A c a d e m y
Award Sun-
day, but there
are always
s u r p r i s e s .
The SAG
Awards are
unique be-

cause winners are selected by fellow
actors.

The recipients of a SAG award al-
ways acknowledge that it is an honor to
be chosen by your peers and that alone
makes the SAG Awards rather bitter-
sweet.

The Golden Globes and The SAG
Awards don’t take themselves quite as
seriously as The Oscars, and, thank-
fully, the telecasts are never nearly as
long.

Last Sunday’s Oscar ceremony was
over four hours in duration. That’s tough
to take for even the most diehard movie
fan. But still, The Academy Awards are
a Hollywood tradition and I doubt that
the allure (or the length) will ever change.

I thought that the season was rather
uneventful and not particularly surpris-
ing. Halle Berry absolutely deserved
her SAG Award and her Oscar because
she is a skilled, passionate performer.
Those who keep bringing up the race
card really irritate me. It was Halle’s
year. Though her acceptance speech did
get a bit long-winded as she went on and
on about breaking racial barriers, I feel
she won because she deserved to and for
no other reason. I don’t care what color
she is. She can act. Enough said.

Denzel Washington was an Oscar
surprise, but his body of work certainly
speaks for itself. Again, this is not a
black thing. Washington can act. Some
feel that bad boy Russell Crowe might
have lost the Best Actor Oscar due to his
recent arrogant behavior, but who cares?
Crowe won the Golden Globe and The
SAG Award for his work in A Beautiful
Mind, (plus last year’s Oscar for Gladi-
ator) so I doubt he is too upset.

A Beautiful Mind won best film and
director and Ron Howard is still gra-
cious and adorable. Sidney Poiter and
Robert Redford proved that they are still
the cream of the crop with humanitarian
and lifetime achievement awards and
Whoopi Goldberg, as always, was an
entertaining host.

Denzel Washington

Halle Berry
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By DAVID PALLADINO
Specially Written for The Westfield Leader and The Times

WESTFIELD – The Westfield
Symphony Orchestra (WSO) under
the direction of Maestro David Wroe
offered a concert of “Vintage Ger-
man Finery” this past Saturday night
at the Presbyterian Church in
Westfield.

The immense con-
cert of Germanic pow-
erhouses included Ri-
chard Wagner’s
Siegfried Idyll, the
Concerto for Violin and
Cello in A Minor by
Johannes Brahms fea-
turing WSO Concert-
master Anton Miller
and Principal Cellist
Eliot Bailen and finally
Ludwig van
Beethoven’s Symphony
No. 7.

While Beethoven
was one of the great
spiritual mentors of
Wagner and Brahms,
Maestro Wroe opened
the concert with a refined Siegfried
Idyll. The sensitive reading of the
Idyll was apparent from the first bar.

Wroe’s offering was evocative of
the love that Wagner had for his wife
Cosima, who incidentally was the
daughter of one of Wagner’s great
mentors, Franz Liszt. The perfectly
set tempo of the Idyll was ideal and
the phrasing was a study in attention
to detail.

This is no easy task as many an
ensembles would have choked on the
start/stop phrasing and modulations.
Dynamic control was superior.

Principal French horn Patrick
Milando and Principal clarinetist
William Shadel deserve special men-
tion for their beautiful intonation.

The second work highlighted two
incredible musicians of the WSO,
Concertmaster Miller and Principal
cellist Eliot Bailen.

Both virtuosos in their own right,
Miller performs nationally and inter-
nationally on a regular basis on his
1780 Nicolo Gagliano violin and
Eliot Bailen is well known for his
chamber music engagements, which
he performs throughout the east coast
and as a teacher at Columbia Univer-

sity.
The reading of the Concerto for

Violin and Cello in A minor by
Brahms was highly engaging includ-
ing wonderful discourse between
soloists and orchestra. After a hall-
mark aggressive attack, which set
the tone of excellence by Maestro

Wroe and the en-
semble, the soloists
responded with accu-
racy and fine intona-
tion.

Projection of solo
sound in the Presbyte-
rian Church was both
warm and clear. The
risers have definitely
enhanced ensemble
sound projection.

The forceful third
movement allowed
the soloist to show
their technical prow-
ess in several cadenza
sections. As the two
soloists were very fa-
miliar with their play-
ing styles, the finesse

in the dialogue between them was a
true hallmark of the piece and most
pleasurable to experience.

The orchestral knockout of the
evening came with Wroe’s powerful,
fast and furious, slow and plaintive
Beethoven 7. Yes, in fact, the
Beethoven Seventh Symphony is all
of these things and more.

Obviously close to Wroe’s heart,
the symphony was a testament to the
fact that this music is still able to
move the hearts of humans and stir
the emotions as when it was first
performed in 1812.

While the work has a general joy-
ful tone, the inherent underlying
driven passion of Beethoven mani-
fests in the work in a “forceful con-
fidence.”

The initial blast was exemplified
beautifully by the full ensemble and
then carried on wistfully by the wood-
winds in numerous solo sections.
This understated power of the first
movement and of Beethoven in gen-
eral, cannot be avoided.

It is apparent that Wroe demands
excellence. The concert was heavy
repertoire in every way and while the
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By MARYLOU MORANO
Specially Written for The Westfield Leader and The Times

The simple egg, a sign of new life,
is one of the most enduring symbols
of Easter. Just as a baby chick breaks
free from the egg’s shell and enters
new life, so also does the rock seal-
ing the tomb open to allow Jesus
Christ to break out of death into new
life.

The earliest known decorated egg
originated in the Bronze Age. In the
early days of Christianity, colored
eggs were integrated into religious
celebrations of Easter. Over the years,
the use of decorated eggs to cel-
ebrate Easter has become imbedded
in ethnicity, with each culture em-
ploying a particular style of decora-
tion.

In the Ukrainian
culture, the eggs
are known as
pysanky, a word
that means “to
write.” The pro-
cess of their in-
tricate decora-
tion — the wax
resist method —
has been handed
down from generation
to generation, resulting in beautiful
eggs as treasured as the process that
creates them.

To create pysanky, a small hole is
tapped on both sides of the egg and
the contents gently blown or
suctioned out. After being washed

and dried, a pattern is lightly drawn
on the egg in pencil. A stylus, a
wooden stick with a funnel, is used to
apply melted beeswax on the areas
of the shell that are not to receive the
dye.

Successive waxing and dipping in

yellow, red, black dyes — the color
scheme that emerged from Easter
Europe — allows a pre-determined
pattern to emerge.

After the final dye bath, the egg is
dried and all excess wax is removed.
A coat of varnish is applied to protect

the egg.
“Creating pysanky is a time con-

suming, step by step process,” said
Janet Gwiazda, of Bedminster, the
Director of Religious Education at
St. John the Apostle Byzantine Catho-
lic Church in Rahway. “A lot of

planning and conceptualizing of de-
sign and color scheme is involved.”

The pattern can be a free style
design, or a symbolic motif that con-
veys a message to the receiver of
pysanky. Sun and stars drawn on a
pysanky represent life, growth and
good fortune. Crosses are reminders
of Christ’s victory over death. Flow-
ers symbolize love and triangles rep-
resent the Holy Trinity of God the
Father, God the Son and the Holy
Spirit or the family of father, mother
and child.

The color of a pysanky also con-
tains a message. Red means “I Love
You,” blue wishes good health, white
brings a blessing and black promises
always to remember.

The recipient of a gift pysanky
acquires the message along with the
egg. In many Ukrainian families,
psyanky are handed down from gen-
eration to generation, with each suc-
ceeding family adding to the collec-
tion.

To obtain the desired colors, herbal
and vegetable dyes are used.

Have a Blessed EasterHave a Blessed EasterHave a Blessed EasterHave a Blessed EasterHave a Blessed Easter
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WESTFIELD – The Friends
of the Westfield Symphony Or-
chestra (WSO) invites the public
to join them on Saturday, May 4,
from 10 a.m. to 3 p.m. for their
18th Annual Home Tour, during
which Westfield’s most endear-
ing residences will be opened
wide in welcome.

All funds raised will benefit
the WSO, as well as its educa-
tional outreach programs, which
educate over 2,000 students
through special concerts and
master classes.

According to Sharon Zydney,
Chairwoman of the WSO Tour,
“This year’s emphasis in keep-
ing with our nation’s reflective
mood, is on the profounder plea-
sures of home creation.”

Featured during the tour are
homes which represent a variety
of signature American styles and
periods.

Deirdre Malacrea, President
of the WSO Friends, stated,
“Each house draws on its own
inspiration, inviting you in, mak-
ing you happy to be there and
revealing great design ideas
along the way.”

Tour participants may enjoy
live music, free refreshments, a
sale of spring flowers and a raffle
for gift baskets filled with luxury
merchandise and services do-
nated by area businesses.

Tickets are $20 in advance or
$25 on the day of the tour. Tick-
ets are available at Baron’s Drug
Store, Lancaster, Ltd. Coldwell
Banker Realtors, Weichert Real-
tors, Burgdorff Realtors, Pruden-
tial New Jersey Realty, The Town
Bank of Westfield, and other
town locations.

The WSO, which is comprised
of professional musicians led by
Maestro David Wroe, is the Resi-
dent Orchestra of Union County.

For more information on the
Home Tour or a schedule of WSO
events, please call (908) 232-
9400 or visit
www.westfieldnj.com/wso.
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