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Through Friday, November 7,
Other Visions: Ed Martin: Pho-
tography will be at the Kent Place
Gallery in Summit. After a success-
ful career as an Academy Award-
nominated and Clio Award-winning
cinematographer, Martin returned
to his first love, still photography,
creating an astounding visual effect
that he managed to achieve with cut
flowers and plants. Admission is
free, and the gallery is located on
the campus of Kent Place School.
Hours are from 9 a.m. to 4 p.m.,
Monday through Friday, or by ap-
pointment. Call (908) 273-0900,
extension no. 332.

*  *  *  *  *
Soap opera lovers won’t want to

miss this one. Frank Runyeon of
“As the World Turns” will present
a dramatization of the Sermon on
the Mount at Calvary Episcopal
Church, 31 Woodland Avenue in
Summit on Monday, October 20,
at 7 p.m. The suggested donation
is $5.

*  *  *  *  *
The New Jersey Convention and

Expo Center, at Raritan Center in
Edison, is hosting the Country Folk
Art Show from Thursday to Sun-
day, October 16 to 19. Craft lovers
will delight in the huge array of
unique decorating items from such
themes as French and primitive
country, shabby chic, Americana,
cottage, northwest lodge, traditional
and fine art, Victorian, Southwest,
Western and whimsical. For further
information, call (732) 417-1400.

*  *  *  *  *
This weekend also marks the

annual event, “Four Centuries in
a Weekend: A Journey Through
Union County’s History.” The
heritage festival features tours of
more than 20 historic homes that
depict a tour of history from the
Early Aristocracy (1665-1812),
Farm Life (1686-1840), Revolu-
tionary Front Line (1763-1783),
Commerce and Industry (1820-
1920), and Victorian Resorts and
Suburbs (1837-1920). Tours Sat-
urday, October 18, from 10 a.m. to
5 p.m., and Sunday, October 19,
from noon to 5 p.m. For a bro-
chure or for further information,
call (908) 558-2550 or visit
www.unioncountynj.org.
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Does ‘Ed’ Hear Wedding Bells?
with an engagement ring and a scene
filmed from 10 p.m. to 2 a.m. at
Mindowaskin Park, where all of the
romance between Ed and Carol be-
gan in the first episode and solidified
last season, might have something to
do with the big question.

Bowen, who plays Carol and is a
featured spokesmodel for Neutrogena
products, was also scheduled to ap-
pear in Westfield on Thursday.

The episode, which is scheduled to
run on Wednesday, November 19,
will also welcome Burt Reynolds as
Burton’s father, and Blair Brown, who
will play Burton’s mother. Reynolds
and Burton’s scenes were not filmed
in Westfield, Scutro reported.

The film crew’s trucks occupied
parking spaces throughout the town,
including those in lot 6, lot 5, St.

Paul’s and East Broad Streets, as
well as the First Church of Christ
Scientist parking lot. Intermittent
traffic control was required for exte-
rior filming.

While the network was doubtful
about renewing the comedy/drama
after the season finale was shot in
Westfield, “Ed” is now in its fourth
season.

Scutro told The Leader and The
Times that everyone involved with
“Ed” is keeping their fingers crossed
for a fifth season and they would
never dream of changing the open-
ing credits of the show, which promi-
nently feature Westfield, because
“that’s where it all began.”

Michelle H. Le Poidevin for The Westfield Leader and The Times
RUN THROUGH…In the front of KaBloom on Elm Street, actor Tom Cavanaugh
runs through his lines as actor Michael Burton gives his lines a gander.

By MICHAEL S. GOLDBERGER
3 popcorns

Get Jack Black next to some rock
‘n’ roll and he becomes animated.
After his breakthrough performance
as the music store clerk in High Fidel-
ity (2000), we eagerly awaited his
next project.

Now, in School of Rock, Black is
Dewey Finn, slacker in all things ex-
cept when it comes to his beloved
sounds, he is a comic dynamo.

By all rights, director Richard
Linklater’s film shouldn’t be so charm-
ingly entertaining. Black is a failed
rock musician, who is down on his luck
and mooches off his best pal (Mike
White) without a second thought. Suf-
fice it to note that Dewey finds raison
d’etre, if not complete redemption,
when he becomes a substitute teacher
at a posh grammar school.

Naturally, said institution is replete
with a starchy principal (Joan Cusack),
who may or may not foil Dewey’s
plans, and a bunch of cute kids, who
may or may not learn a thing or two
despite Dewey’s unorthodox methods.

At first blush, White’s screenplay
certainly has that familiar, Family
Film patina to it. But School of Rock
happily teaches cynics, self-styled
progressives and the avant garde, as
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Keselman
and her work began to evolve. It
became more and more important
for her to paint as the years passed.
She was encouraged to pursue her
path by both her mother and her hus-
band.

Today, although she also does some
work in pastels, Keselman absolutely
loves “the act of painting.”

She told The Westfield Leader and
The Scotch Plains-Fanwood Times,
“It (the act) is what really counts. It
makes you forget the rest of the
world.”

Every artist has influences, and
Keselman admires the oils of the late
Wayne Thiebaud, as well as those of
Richard Diebencorn and Edward
Hopper. It follows that the artist’s
main genre is in still life and land-
scapes.

Today, she continues to take classes
in Summit, where she is taught by
Peter Homitzky, who also teaches at
the New York Art Students League,
and is a great inspiration to her. She
belongs to the Westfield Art Asso-
ciation (WAA).

Readers may have seen her work,
either locally — she was part of the
WAA’s group show in Westfield this
summer — or at several other shows
in which she has participated.

Some of her favorite exhibitions
include a two-person show at Geor-
gian Court College (GCC) in Lake-
wood this past April (with fellow
artist Doris Boutilier, whose work is
similar). Hanna described the GCC
show as her best show ever. She also
participated in the recent group show
at the Morris Museum.

Keselman has received several
awards, and has sold some paintings
along the way.

All of the magic happens in her
spare bedroom, under the watchful
eye of Jose, who really enjoys her
work and is her best critic.

“Sometimes I listen, and some-
times not.”  Some things in life are
just predictable.

POPCORNPOPCORNPOPCORNPOPCORNPOPCORN™

One Popcorn, Poor • Two Popcorns, Fair • Three Popcorns, Good • Four Popcorns, Excellent
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well that one should never judge a
movie by its trailer, to coin a phrase.

With just the right formula of com-
edy and music, director Linklater’s
engaging little saga is sweet without
being sappy. While Black’s Dewey
Finn does become a catalyst in the
lives of his students, we aren’t wont
by film’s end to classify him with
Mother Theresa. He maintains his
edge. He is a rocker first.

We detect a glint of self-satisfac-
tion in Dewey as his kids begin to
learn the explosive joys of Led Zep-
pelin et al. But any humanitarian by-
product he creates is, for the most
part, the result of his musical and
entrepreneurial zeal. His original goals
are quite mercenary.

Thrown out of his band due to
artistic differences, he is the misun-
derstood purist and his roommate’s
live-in girlfriend, portrayed by a
witchy Sarah Silverman, has been
harping for his portion of the rent. So
when, in a case of mistaken identity
on purpose, he is offered a substitut-
ing job at the school, he goes for it.

At first, the sudden educator has no
plans for his pupils, let alone lesson
plans. Dewey, posing as Mr. Schneebly
(actually, his teacher-roommate), or-
ders an indefinite recess. He will simply
take the money and nap. But the chil-
dren rail at not being in hot pursuit of A’s
and gold stars, and find curious the
notion of inactivity. So, Dewey must
scramble in the backfield for a scheme.

The stratagem presents itself one
afternoon in the film’s first of several
epiphanies when the children are taken
to another classroom for their music
lesson. When he peeks in on their
session, he realizes that the kids were
good. Deciding to head a band of the
students, it will be his route back into
rock ‘n’ roll, and it’ll help assuage the
children’s workaholic qualms.

The movie goes into high gear as
Dewey lectures on the joys, the heri-
tage and the nuances of rock music to
his students. And, when the ensemble
faces a battle of the bands contest,
they practice like the dickens.

What’s funny is that despite School
of Rock’s farcical demeanor, I admit
to being disconcerted when White
tosses out stumbling blocks to poten-
tially thwart the students’ progress.

First, there is Cusack as the un-
bending principal Mullins and then
there are the parents. When they get
wind of the substitute teacher’s ex-
ploitative activities, they all but de-
mand his head on a pike.

It’s easy to figure how things turn
out for Dewey and the gang. Yet some-
how it all seems new, suggesting that
perhaps this should be the template
employed if we are to keep similarly
inclined films from turning into cloy-
ing disasters.

Attribute much to Black. It is a joy to
behold as his persona, like a professor
at the top of his game teaching an
esoteric graduate seminar, waxes eu-
phoric about the ins and outs of rock ‘n’
roll...chiding, euphemizing, parody-
ing and justifying his primary passion.

It is its own novelty act within a film,
making a case for the thought here that,
philosophically at least, Black is to
rock ‘n’ roll what Spike Jones was to
big band and popular music. He has
heap big energy. When combined with
what the wonderfully gifted kids con-
tribute, the irony is that his erstwhile
idler gives School of Rock just the
touch of class needed to impart its
funny and heartwarming lessons.

hunk who is her actor husband’s
agent. As the lovers get more in-
volved in rehearsing the details of
the plot to murder Angela’s husband
that night, both she and the young
agent are understandably jittery and
nervous.

Our roller coaster ride slowly pulls
us up, up, up with the clickity-clack of
the machine only to use the force of
gravity to suck out our breath as we
experience more and more of the
twists and turns in this plot. It’s too
delightful to divulge, and don’t think
you can figure out what might come
next. Just make sure your belt is buck-
led and hold on to the safety bar
because the momentum might just
throw you an unexpected curve.

Enter Broadway actor Palmer
Forrester, an egotistical male who
wants not only to have his cotton
candy and eat it too, but has murder-
ous plans of his own for the evening.
Aptly captured by Jon Heron, the
Forrester character is just what one
might expect from a “Broadway star.”
He sees the spotlight and takes it at
anyone else’s cost.

Two smaller roles of the Forresters’
friends – Marshall and Gert
Saidenberg – are wonderfully played
by real-life husband and wife John
and Sondra Luckstone. These senior
citizens fit the part of the wealthy,
elderly producer and his still plati-
num blonde aging wife. The “scarlet
tangerine” bit of semantics concern-
ing Gert’s dress really works well.
The couple is a delight.

Not to be forgotten in this produc-
tion is movie star handsome Robert
Corbo, who plays a “wannabe” actor
turned bad guy, Larry Proscuitto.
When he gets into the fray, the audi-
ence and Angela Forrester are caught
up in his spell.

Why does this fast ride seem to
come off as flawless? Ask producer
Cynthia Smyth who has assembled
committees of dedicated workers.
She serves with Elliot Lane as pro-
duction stage manager and could be
seen attending to details between
scenes on opening night.

Director Joann Scanlon, with the
help of casting chairperson Linda
Giuditta, has been able to place
people in roles that they accommo-
date perfectly. Scanlon has made
them feel comfortable enough on
stage that they will take leaps and
risks to develop their character. Ver-
bal interaction between characters
falls into a natural cadence because
this cast seems to like and respect
each other. With a fast 45-minute
first act, the play races onward and
engages the audience fully.

An easy way to play both the
Forresters is to go for the stereo-
types. The actors do fall within that
range at first, but then find a deeper
level. Langston’s diva loves herself
thoroughly; we have to laugh at her
pretension and self-absorption. Her
world revolves solely around what
makes her happy. The only bad choice
for Angela’s appearance is an inap-
propriately unglamorous hairdo. But
her clothes are to die for!

Her male counterpart in her hus-
band Palmer Forrester is a fun house
mirror image. Jon Heron struts,
preens, and parades “like he is recit-
ing Shaw,” and that behavior is justi-
fiable for the character. His arms
akimbo à la Yul Brunner style is
overdone, but all else falls into line
perfectly to set up the egotism of
Forrester.

The signs in the tiny lobby of the
WCP’s theater warn: “Gunshots are
used in this production.” Even with
the foreshadowing, the audience
jumps collectively with the first shot,
and like a roller coaster ride, laughs
at the thrill of an unexpected jolt.

Murder Among Friends continues
with performances on October 18,
25, 31 and November 1. Check out
the fun and laughter, murder and
mayhem. It’s quite a ride.
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Book Nook
(Peachtree, 1998, an oversized pic-
ture book with text and format tar-
geted towards older elementary
school age readers.

Read about the escapades of
Anancy, the biggest and strangest
spider in Richard Keens-Douglas’s
“Anancy and the Haunted House.”
Not exactly a
Ha l loween
tale, never-
theless, it’s
an appropri-
ate story for
this time of
the year.

Two books
about scare-
crows also
make for
wonderful season-appropriate read-
ing. Why would a chicken want a
scarecrow’s hat? Read “The
Scarecrow’s Hat” written and illus-
trated by Ken Brown for a delightful
and unexpected answer (Peachtree,
2001). Will Barnaby the Scarecrow
ever get to give his beloved
Gwendoline a hug? Read “The Scare-
crow Who Wanted a Hug” written by
Guido Visconti and translated from
Italian by Polly Lawson (Floris, 2002)
and learn that sometimes love can be
found in the strangest places.

What do birds give out for Hallow-
een? Why, “tweets,” of course! Hope
your trick-or-treat bag is filled with
candy, and lots of reading “treats” as
well! Happy Halloween!

AUGUST is Clara Manheim’s “Find-
ing Help.”

tourist might purchase the animal’s
abstract painting for hundreds of
dollars, animals can become vic-
tims nearly as much as the people
they tragically harm. God forbid
the tiger did more damage and
lunged into the Mirage’s bound-
ary-free audience.

Entertaining an audience should
not be done at the expense and
distress of animals. Tell me the
pleasure factor involved in watch-
ing an animal tremble on its hind
legs, struggling to balance a ball
or catch a ring in its teeth.

You shouldn’t force an exotic
tiger to learn new tricks. Besides,
my life is enough of a circus
living in Linden, known for its
residents who become senators
known more for sexual harass-
ment than positive political
change, a mayor who keeps get-
ting reelected despite being a
convicted criminal and a free-
holder magically handpicked to
become the next senator. Let me
off this circus ride. There are too
many casualties.

Printmaking Council of New Jer-
sey. Art enthusiasts living as close
as Mountainside and as far away as
St. Louis, Miss. viewed Livingston’s
collage.

Layering multiple images,
Livingston began creating “Living
Without Answers” with by scanning in
a photograph of a woman from a turn-
of-the-century medical textbook. This
particular female image was chosen,
she explained, because the woman
possesses a “generalized, every woman

look” with purity and innocence.
The monoprint artist and

printmaker said that she agonized
over each image as it was added to the
piece. After scanning each design,
and manipulating the colors, textures
and layers with Adobe Photoshop,
Livingston had built a fitting tribute
to women confronting the disease.

The faces of some of the women she
selected seemed frightened, represent-
ing the stage, she said, when a patient
“does not know what is going to hap-
pen to them or to the rest of their lives.”
Some images were skeletal and some
depicted the dissected breast, a medi-
tative eye, and finally muted leaves
and flowers to represent a connection
with nature and the cycle of life.

“I feel that emotional healing also
unfolds in layers, with the final real-
ization that there are no absolute
answers. Sometimes, you just have
to go on living.”

Bristol-Myers Squibb largely pro-
vided underwriting support to the cal-
endar project, while Rutgers University
donated administrative services, allow-
ing all of the proceeds from calendar
sales to benefit breast cancer research.

The calendar also includes
thoughtful quotations such as “Your
life is either a daring adventure or
nothing” by Helen Keller, and spe-
cific recommendations for maintain-
ing healthy diets and lifestyles, as
well as the importance of perform-
ing monthly breast self-exams.

Besides Block, Livingston and
Manheim, other featured artists hail
from Jersey City, Montclair, Newton,
Union, West Orange, New York City,
New York State and East Stroudsburg,
Pa. Each of the artists has been im-
pacted by breast cancer in some way.

The 13 artists will attend a benefit
exhibition and reception this Sunday,
October 19, at Swain Galleries in
Plainfield. At that time, the calendar
will be officially introduced and cop-
ies will be signed from 2 to 4 p.m.

To obtain the calendars, which are
available at a $15 tax-deductible do-
nation each, please visit http://
www.breastcancercalendar.com/
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Cole Porter...
Musicians, he reported, have ap-

proached him with their CDs and
proposed singing at future engage-
ments, rather than the two brothers
having to go out and actively seek
performers.

“I’m amazed at the level of talent
that comes to us,” he said.

The dinner was finished off with
apples soaked with brandy, with a
cinnamon stick in the center and a
sweet dollop of fresh whipped cream
on the side. Attendees also had their
choice of espresso bavois cream.

For more information on future
performances, please call (908) 232-
7320.

AAAAAt Camp It Camp It Camp It Camp It Camp Ignoramus, gnoramus, gnoramus, gnoramus, gnoramus, TherTherTherTherThereeeee’’’’’sssss
RRRRRoom for the ‘Doom for the ‘Doom for the ‘Doom for the ‘Doom for the ‘Dog og og og og TTTTToiletoiletoiletoiletoilet’ Agent’ Agent’ Agent’ Agent’ Agent
By KERRIANNE SPELLMAN CORT

Specially Written for The Westfield Leader and The Times

Several months ago, I wrote an
article about how terrific it would be
if everyone could be President for a
day. I decided that if I ever had the
opportunity, I would open up a gi-
gantic new prison and call it Camp
Ignoramus. Then, I would have the
luxury of ruthlessly tossing in any-
one who was being an ignoramus.

A stay at Camp Ignoramus is dif-
ferent than one at a true jail. Your
crime isn’t anything that can keep
you behind bars for any length of
time, but you must stay there for
several days until you have learned
the error of your ways.

Perhaps you will be repeatedly
forced to watch videotapes of your-
self being an idiot. Or, perhaps you
will simply be forced to watch re-
runs of “The Love Boat” and “Fan-
tasy Island.” Regardless, after a stay
at Camp Ignoramus, you will un-
doubtedly emerge as a real human
being.

This past April, when I first wrote
about Camp Ignoramus, I had put
Mother Nature and drivers of SUVs
on snow-covered roads under ar-
rest, among others. Basically, any-
one who does not have respect for
humanity is at some point going to

have to do some time.
Here’s a short list of a new crop of

nincompoops that are in serious need
of a camp stay.

Liars. Last week, I had called a
very popular eyeglass store to in-
quire if they accepted my insurance.
“Sure,” they said. “No problem,
come on in.”

Only after my extensive eye exam
did they tell me that the eyeglass
store accepted my insurance, but
the doctor on staff did not. “He’s a
private contractor who is not affili-
ated with the store,” they said.

“But I just had my exam,” I re-
plied.

“Yes, and that will be $240,
please. When you go out into the
store to pick out your glasses, be
sure to give them your insurance
card.”

“But what about the $240?” I
asked. “Won’t any of that be cov-
ered?”

“Hmm. No.”
I was so flustered and flabber-

gasted (and late for a dinner with
some very old friends) that I just
stupidly wrote a check. Yes, my
new glasses were covered. But for
some godforsaken reason, I could
not be reimbursed for my doctor
visit and new contacts. They lied to
me, I bought it, and now I feel like
I personally need a brief stay at
Camp Ignoramus. However, my stay
would only be to teach me how to
not be so gullible. Everyone else at
the lovely new eyeglass compound
deserves not only a stay at Camp,
but a stay in solitary. And their meals
would not be from the cafeteria, but
from the dumpster.

Next up for a finger printing good
time is my real estate agent. Two
deals have fallen through; one for
some bizarre lack of communica-
tion between agents, and the other
for (get this) not checking her phone
messages in time.

They say that the third time is the
charm, so here I am preparing to
buy a house that is listed as having
three bedrooms.

“You’ll love this place,” she
smiled.

Upon closer inspection, one of
these said “bedrooms” is a hallway,
and the other is a six-foot wide
converted attic with no closets and
a linoleum floor. In addition, there
is no working heat up there, either.

“But isn’t it pretty?” she asked.
This is from a woman who wanted

to sell me a house that I have come
to call “The Dog Toilet.” This home
might once have been lovely and
was located in a very desirable sec-
tion of Monmouth County. How-
ever, the entire house was urine-
soaked and covered with excrement.

“Are you kidding me?” I asked.
“Yeah, but remember, you’re not

just buying the house, you’re buy-
ing the neighborhood.”

“Sure, and you know what you
are buying? A stay in camp!”

My fault, again, I’m sure. How-
ever, I still have that awful trait of
giving people the benefit of the
doubt. I should have fired her a long
time ago. I don’t care if she reads
this. In fact, I think I will mail her a
copy.

And last, but not at all least, a
major camp sojourn is in store for
the evil moron who left a dead dog
in a black Hefty bag on the side of
the road where passersby (and chil-
dren on their way to school) could
see.

I called the police and they called
animal control. It’s unlikely that
this pig will ever be caught. But,
my Lord, if I ever got my hands on
this piece of garbage, I would not
only send them to Camp, but to
hell.

I am shocked that in today’s day
and age with high terror alerts, war
and election recalls that people still
feel the need to be shallow and
base. Why does it seem that every-
one is only out for number one?
Would it be so bad to try to do the
right thing for your fellow man?
There is a word I am fond of. That
word is truth. It’s in the dictionary.
Look it up.

I know that there are honest real
estate agents, good doctors who ac-
cept insurance and people who bury
their deceased pets in the backyard.
But these stinking exceptions that I
write about today really ruin it for
the good guys.

Life is too short. Please be nice.
Don’t be deceitful. I hate to quote
Bette Midler, but since I do write
for the Arts and Entertainment sec-
tion, “God is watching us.”

Let’s make Him proud.


