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One Popcorn, Poor  — Two Popcorns, Fair — Three Popcorns, Good — Four Popcorns, Excellent

Paul Lachenauer for The Westfield Leader and The Times
JAZZ MUSICIAN...Roxy Perry draws a crowd at the north side train station
lawn during the Sweet Sounds Downtown Jazz Festival on July 24.

Macbeth to Be Presented
Aug. 22 in Kenilworth

KENILWORTH – The Hudson
Shakespeare Company returns with
the third and final installment of the
“Bard on the Boulevard” summer
series with a new twist on an old
favorite – Macbeth, directed by Noelle
Fair. The show will be presented at
the David Brearley Middle School
Football Field, 401 Monroe Avenue,
Kenilworth, or in case of inclement
or very hot weather, at the Kenilworth
Public Library, 546 Boulevard,
Kenilworth, on Thursday, August 22,
at 7:30 p.m.

Mr. Fair has taken the familiar story
of a dutiful general and nobleman,
Macbeth (David C. Neal), and his
ambitious wife, Lady Macbeth
(Rachel Alt), who sell their souls and
conscience to darker forces to be-
come the king and queen of Scotland.

Adding to the play’s already dark
and Halloween-like sensibilities,
black and red palettes, phantasmago-

rical music and disjointed imagery
dominate the scene as murder plots
are hatched and executed with every
mounting regularity and tension, ever
egged on by three mysterious women
simply known as “the weyard sis-
ters” (Emily Dalton, Siobahn
O’Loughlin and Lisa LaGrande). Are
they human women casting spells or
something more otherwordly?

Written in 1605-1606, Shakespeare
loosely based a story of a historical
11th-century nobleman’s rise to the
Scottish throne with a commentary on
his contemporary political scene. James
I, King of Scotland, had recently suc-
ceeded Queen Elizabeth, but in 1605
an assassination plot was discovered
that would have, literally, blown up
him and his entire parliament.

Patrons are encouraged to bring a
lawn chair or blanket and all perfor-
mances are free. For information,
call (973) 449-7443.

Author Steve Berry to
Appear at Liberty Hall

UNION – Bestselling thriller writer
Steve Berry will visit Liberty Hall
Museum on Thursday, October 24,
for an exclusive History Matters en-
gagement. The all-day
event will begin with a
V.I.P. luncheon from 1
to 2:30 p.m., followed
by Mr. Berry’s writing
workshop, Lessons
from a Bestseller, from
3 to 7 p.m.

The workshop,
which focuses on “The
Four C’s” of story struc-
ture, also will include a
light reception and
meet-and-greet with the
author. Admission to
the workshop is $65 for
the general public, and
$55 for museum mem-
bers; the fee for those
wishing to attend the luncheon and the
workshop is $100, with all proceeds to
benefit Liberty Hall Museum through
History Matters.

An advocate of historic preserva-
tion, Mr. Berry has served as spokes-
man for the American Library
Association’s National Preservation
Week for two consecutive years, and
is the founder, along with his wife,
Elizabeth, of History Matters, a foun-
dation devoted to the preservation of
the history intrinsic to Mr. Berry’s
bestselling novels. To date, History

Matters has raised more than
$500,000 through lectures, recep-
tions, galas, luncheons, dinners and
Mr. Berry’s writers’ workshops.

Past beneficiaries
have included the P.T.
Barnum Museum in
Bridgeport, Conn.; the
Lincoln Log Cabin in
Charleston, Ill.; historic
cemeteries in Raleigh,
N.C., Atlanta, Ga. and
Jekyll Island, Ga.; the
Mark Twain House in
Hartford, Conn.; muse-
ums in Seattle, Wash.
and Pleasanton, Calif.;
historic buildings in
Beaufort, S.C. and
Berryville, Ark.; and the
rare book collection for
the Library of Virginia
and the Smithsonian In-

stitution Libraries.
A native of Georgia, Mr. Berry

studied law at Mercer University and
worked as a trial lawyer for three
decades, holding elective office for
nearly half that time.

Mr. Berry’s Cotton Malone adven-
tures, stand-alone thrillers and short-
story originals are available in 51 coun-
tries, have been translated into 40 lan-
guages, sold 15 million copies, and
frequently top The New York Times and
international bestseller lists. His latest
novel is “The King’s Deception.”

Steve Berry

Fruitvale Station
Witness to a Derailing

4 popcorns

By MICHAEL S. GOLDBERGER
Film Critic

They were brought here in the hulls
of ships essentially to build the new
country. Then, when the foundation
was nearly completed and the Indus-
trial Revolution loomed, moral in-
dignation, economics and an increas-
ing divisiveness brought war. And
though emancipation came, a cor-
ruptly disingenuous Reconstruction
reminded of Pharaoh’s change of
heart after letting go the Israelites.
True freedom was yet to be won.

 Thus the way was paved for the
troubles that have occupied the
American consciousness to this day.
It has permeated our national charac-
ter in an endless series of tragedies
that sadly exemplify our inability to
gloriously lift ourselves from the pri-
mordial murk of prejudice.

Hence, we can only hope that the
heartbreaking tale of 22-year-old Os-
car Grant superbly assayed by writer-
director Ryan Coogler’s historically
important, dramatically scorching
monograph, Fruitvale Station, sheds
light on the social conundrum.

Young Mr. Coogler astutely struc-
tures the back story and account of
events leading up to that terrible
moment when fear, impulse, enmity
and misunderstanding culminated in
a perfect storm on the BART plat-
form at Fruitvale Station in the first
hours of 2009. An eye-opening per-
spective is offered as once more our
domestic shame rears its ugly head.

 Oscar Grant, a financially troubled,
recently unemployed Bay Area fa-
ther excellently realized by Michael
B. Jordan, puts a face on the other-
wise anonymous population of Afri-
can-American men challenged by the
multifarious disadvantages that, de-
spite improvements since the Civil
Rights legislation of the 1960s, re-
main a harsh reality.

Oscar has already served a stretch
at San Quentin State Prison when we
meet him. A smartly textured series
of expository scenes, for the most
part sympathetic, paint a picture of
the daunting hole from which he
hopes to extricate himself. He’s in a
bit of a spot with Sophina (Melonie
Diaz), the mother of his four-year-
old daughter, Tatiana (Ariana Neal),
thanks to a recent indiscretion. Yet
he’s bent on righting that wrong. The
suggestion is, he’s about to grow-
up…the fast approaching New Year
marking the watershed.

As part of that resolve, he seeks to
convince the boss at the food market,
who fired him for being late, to rehire
him. Yet, in a dramatic balancing act,
Coogler effectuates to both cast a
shadow of doubt and evince the fes-
tering vexations his protagonist har-
bors, an ill-tempered Oscar grabs and
threatens the manager. In practically
the same time space, he good-
naturedly tries to help a customer
find the recipe for a perfect fish fry by
connecting her with his Grandma
Bonnie.

 Back and forth it goes…his at-
tempts to do the right thing inevitably
met each time with roadblocks real as
well as perceived. Not only is his rent
due, but so is his sister’s and, un-
aware that he is recently unemployed,
she asks his aid. So, he’s going to sell
some pot to make all the ends meet,
just this last time. But then something
happens there, too.

 We agonize and recall Kevin
Kline’s soliloquy in Dave (1993)
about the dignity a job brings…the
sudden sunshine that comes into one’s
life, enhancing prospects and allow-
ing us to dare dream of a happy
future. But the cards are stacked high
against Oscar who, though he sees
glimpses of escape from his star-
crossed circumstances, can’t quite
pull himself up from the morass.

 As a function of survival, Oscar
seamlessly switches his persona with
chameleon-like alacrity. In the white
world, as exampled in one seemingly
incidental scene where he shares a
momentary, encouraging camaraderie
with a reformed thief, the otherwise
prevalent argot born of culture and the
generation gap is all but absent.

 He is a doting son when with his
long suffering mom, compassionately
etched by Octavia Spencer; an enthu-
siastic, fun-loving dad when rough-
housing with Tatiana; a mixture of
bravado and contrition when trying to
smooth things over with Sophina; and
a cool dude — just one of the guys,
digging the vernacular — when hang-
ing out with his boyhood pals. That’s
the group he and Sophina join on their
trip to Frisco that doomful eve.

Director Coogler shows filmmaking
ability and philosophical maturity that
belie his mere 27 years. A product of
the geography and society he so studi-
ously dissects and analyzes, it will be
interesting to see if he can bring the
same, emotion-filled talent and insight
to his next feature-film project.

 His storytelling is pungent with a
disquieting portentousness whether
you know the saga or not. He mixes
conventionally staged drama with
skillful, handheld camera work and,
adding a revolutionary wrinkle to the
muckraking art, responsibly incor-
porates actual cell phone footage at
crucial moments. He is decidedly
compassionate but confidently re-
signed to objectivity.

The known facts, corroborated by
the trial that followed, are artistically
presented with wrenching panache.
Frustrated, we can only conclude that
this heartrending symptom of a rag-
ing epidemic must be placed under a
benevolently committed, national
microscope. Only then can we begin
to heal the disgraceful wound that
bleeds so lamentably during its ill-
fated stop at Fruitvale Station.

…
 Fruitvale Station, rated R, is a

Weinstein Company release directed
by Ryan Coogler and stars Michael
B. Jordan, Melonie Diaz and Octavia
Spencer. Running time: 85 minutes.

A Day in Iceland: Glaciers,
Waterfalls, Volcanoes, Geysers

By FRED T. ROSSI
Specially Written for The Westfield Leader and The Times

Imagine a place where you can
hike, bike, climb mountains, camp,
ride a snowmobile on a glacier, go
horseback riding, stroll along unique
and beautiful beaches, stand next to a
geyser as its spews steam high into
the air and walk behind a 200-foot
high waterfall — and do them all
within a short drive of each other.

Last week, we explored Iceland’s
capital city of Reykjavik, a charming
fishing village that’s not quite big
and busy enough to be accurately
described as a city. But the really
spectacular sights in Iceland are to be
seen outside of Reykjavik, and how-
ever you choose to venture out of the
city, make sure to allot enough time
— i.e., a few days — to ensure that
you’ll see some of the most breath-
taking sights imaginable.

We chose to forgo a rental car, al-
though Iceland’s highways and major
roads are far better maintained than
their New Jersey counterparts. Rural
roads in spots can wind their way up
through mountainous terrain that can
make driving for the uninitiated a bit
hair-raising, especially on steep and
twisting roads that often lack guard-
rails separating the road from the val-
ley below. Plus, it’s the law in Iceland
that only four-wheel-drive cars are
permitted off the main roads due to the
more rugged conditions.

If driving yourself is not an option,
there are plenty of organized tour
groups in Iceland that will take you
all over this country that is roughly
the size of Kentucky. On my recent
trip, I concentrated on seeing the
southern side of this island nation of
320,000 people.

The Golden Circle is one of the
must-dos. This tour, which lasts about

eight or nine hours, will take you in a
large circle of about 200 miles to the
east of Reykjavik and into central
Iceland. Along the way, besides the
gorgeous grass- and moss-covered
mountains, you’ll stop at Thingvellir,
a national park known as the spot
where the continental shelves split-
ting North America from the Eurasia
land mass have separated, and con-
tinue to do so at rate of a few centime-
ters annually. It was also here that the
Icelandic parliament — the world’s
oldest — first met in the year 930.

Not far away is the Gullfoss water-
fall, a staircase-style set of wide and
fairly ferocious falls that twist first in
one direction, then the other. It was
from the parking lot at Gullfoss that
I spotted, off in the foggy distance,
my first glacier, tucked almost omi-
nously amongst the mountains. You’ll

also spot numerous hot water springs
dotting the landscape, and in the particu-
larly geothermally-active valley of
Haukadalur, you’ll see two big and well-
known geysers, Geysir and Strokkur.
Iceland is powered almost entirely by
steam from the hot water springs, and
the network of pipelines running from
power plants sitting astride some of the
bigger springs out in the countryside are
hard to miss. Some of these plants are
open to the public.

Another tour to consider — no,
don’t consider it, just do it! — is one
along Iceland’s south coast. We took
an all-day excursion that took us to
the tiny hamlet of Vik, located about
two hours from Reykjavik. Along the
way were some of the most amazing
and picturesque sights imaginable.
Not more than 30 minutes outside of
the capital, most evidence of civiliza-

tion ends and nature itself takes over.
On one side of the road, you may see
meadows populated by sheep stretch
into pretty mountain ranges while on
the other, the rocky and ash-covered
landscape probably looks little dif-
ferent than it did in prehistoric times.

Two spectacular waterfalls must
be seen up close. Skógafoss is a tall
and powerful waterfall at nearly 90
feet wide and 200 feet high. You can
climb to the top of the falls to take in
the beautiful view and also to hike
towards two glaciers, one of which
— Eyjafjallajkul —erupted mightily
three years ago. The other falls,
Seljalandsfoss, are even more spec-

tacular and it’s also possible to walk
behind them.

Just before Vik — the southern-
most village in Iceland with a popu-
lation of less than 300 — is
Reynisfjara, a beach of black volca-
nic sand that is surrounded by soar-
ing cliffs made up of beautiful and
intricate rock formations and dotted
with small caves. Nearby are the rock
formations at Dyrholaey, where you
can see beach sand so black it looks
like the asphalt used in resurfacing
roads. Here, you can also see a vari-
ety of birdlife, including colonies of
orange-beaked Puffins, the national
bird and also an item on the menu in
some restaurants. The black sand
comes from the periodic eruptions
over the millennia from nearby vol-
canoes. We couldn’t resist taking a
few scoops of beach sand — which
ranged in size from granules to pea-
sized pebbles to thumb-sized stones,
all a deep black color.

After stopping for lunch in Vik, we
headed to the highlight of a day al-
ready filled with highlights: the
Solheimajokull glacier, which is ac-
tually a glacier tongue on the south-
western outlet of the Myrdalsjokull
icecap. Situated about two miles off
the Ring Road, the highway that en-
circles Iceland, this glacier is about
five miles long and about a mile wide.
We parked about a quarter-mile from
the glacier’s edge and our guide, an
Iceland resident for 20 years, in-
formed us that a decade ago, the edge
of the glacier was closer to the park-

ing area itself. A warming climate
has contributed to a receding of gla-
ciers in general, he said.

Up close, the massive ice caves and
cliffs, dirty with volcanic ash, slowly
drip water into ponds that are always
growing in size. The ice in many
parts is an aqua color, the result of
thousands of years of compression
that has eliminated all of the air
bubbles within. It was a bit humbling
to realize that as recently as several
hundred years ago, the area where I
stood was covered in hundreds of
feet of glacial ice. The entire area —
the glacier and the surrounding moun-
tains — looks like it could be the
location of a movie set in prehistoric
times. If stark can also be beautiful
and breathtaking, then
Solheimajokull is just that.

On our last full day in Iceland, we
ventured about 30 minutes out of
Reykjavik to the Esja mountain range
that’s visible across Faxaflói Bay. As

was the case with every other place
we visited, the scenery here was spec-
tacular and the views were sweeping
as we hiked up to the 2,700-foot peak
of Thverfellshorn, one of Esja’s high-
est points. The journey to the top
takes about two hours on this moder-
ately difficult course but the opportu-
nities for picture-taking and quiet
meditation are endless.

Prior to leaving on our five-day
visit to Iceland, I was a bit con-
cerned about whether there would
be enough to do in what I thought to
be a pretty desolate locale and won-
dered whether I should have per-
haps shortened the trip by a day. But
I discovered that Iceland cannot be
adequately seen and experienced in
just a few days. We only explored a
small fragment of this beautiful
country that is one of the world’s
best-kept secrets. Some places are
great to visit just once; Iceland mer-
its a return trip.

Fred Rossi for The Westfield Leader and The Times
NOT ICY, BUT GREEN. .. Despite its name, Iceland is not very icy. Instead, much
of the countryside is covered in green grass, moss and other plant life.

Fred Rossi for The Westfield Leader and The Times
CONTINENTAL DRIFT...Thingvellir, a national park in Iceland, is home to the split between the North American and
Eurasian continental shelves.

Fred Rossi for The Westfield Leader and The Times
ICE AGE...The Sólheimajökull glacier in Iceland is a small part of a larger icecap.

SHAKESPEARE AT MINDOWASKIN....Erin Sciallaba of Westfield, as Cordelia,
pleads with her father, King Lear, played by Hank Barre of Basking Ridge, in
Troupe Of Friends’ upcoming production of King Lear. Three performances are
scheduled for Labor Day weekend in Mindowaskin Park, on Friday and Saturday,
August 30 and 31, at 7:30 p.m., with a Sunday matinee on September 1 at 2 p.m.
All performances will be free, and in case of rain, the show will be performed in
the Community Room at 425 East Broad Street.


