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Welcome to our fourth edition of  
Expresso, Highland Park Public Library’s very 
own Teen Magazine.   
 
We’re a group of teens dedicated to creating 
entertaining original fiction, artwork, and po-
etry.   
 
If you would like to contribute to the spring 
publication, the staff would greatly appreciate 
your input!  The next Expresso meetings will 
occur on Thursday afternoons in March. 
 
Keep your eye on our website to see what’s 
coming up www.hpplnj.org. 
 
If you want to contribute, but can’t attend the 
meetings, just drop off your submissions by 
either of 2 options. 

 
#1 E-mail it to us at  

expresso@hpplnj.org (preferred) 
 

Or 
#2 Drop it off in the box behind the Ref Desk. 
 
Please be sure to include your name, age and 
contact information. Thank you! 
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 Recipe to Brighten  
Someone’s Day 

                           By Tanisha Stoute 
 
 

FIRST, MEASURE OUT A SMILE 
THEN, SPRINKLE KIND WORDS 

ADD TWO LISTENING EARS 
AND A BENEVOLENT HEART 
SPOON IN A HELPFUL HAND 

MIX LOVINGLY 
FINALLY, SAVOR THE  

EXPRESSION OF  
GRATITUDE 

        ON THE PERSON’S FACE. 
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  Family 

 By Victoria Rooms         
 

I      love      to      read 
I     love       to      bead 
I     love       to      write 

   I     fly     a     kite 
But     in     the     end    I     love      one    thing 

My       happy      little      family! 
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The Crow’s Dagger 
                                       By Josh Cohen 
                                                                        
(Continued from Expresso, Summer ‘06) 
Read it online at our website!                                                 
www.hpplnj.org/teens 

 
I wish to note here, that it had not been 

madness that drove me to kill what was once my 
dear friend. It was not but pure greed that influ-
enced the deed. I have always been a greedy man, 
that’s why I spent my day counting people’s 
money. You may feel that I am wicked and cruel 
man, which I cannot deny. But, I am not, I have 
never been nor will I ever be a madman. 
 I looked at the body that now lay in front of 
me, his once golden hair was now stained red with 
blood; his young and bright face now pale and de-
void of life. This was perhaps the only time I felt 
anything that can be mistaken for regret.  It wasn’t 
quite regret I felt of my foul deed or remorse I felt 
for this man, it was more an emptiness that was 
hard to describe. Whatever it was I felt, I recov-
ered quickly and moved the body on to the bed of 
the truck. I then tucked the knife into my coat 
pocket and drove off. 
 I had barely driven a couple of miles when 
a police car waved me down. I pulled over imme-
diately. My heart was in my throat. A police offi-
cer got out of the car and walked over to my win-
dow. The man’s face was very corpse-like; without 
without any of the fat one might find in a normal cheek. 
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He seemed rather old, but had a bit of a spring in 
his step and a lot of youthful energy. He had little 
hair, and what he had was as gray as a sheep dog. 
His right eye’s expression seemed blank and dis-
tant, indicating that that eye could no longer see. 

“Do you know why I pulled you over?” he 
asked. Despite his serious tone, his voice itself was 
very innocent sounding and full of as much youth 
as his strut was.  

“Because of the dead body I have in the 
bed of my car?” I asked jokingly. He laughed at my 
joke but checked under the sheet I had used to hide 
the body. Fortunately, I had covered the body with 
two blankets. So when he looked underneath, all he 
saw was another blanket.  

“No,” he said with a wide smile, showing 
his disgustingly yellow teeth, “Your left taillight is 
out. You should have it fixed.” 

“Yes,” I said, trying to hide the relief in my 
voice, “I’ve been trying to do that, but I haven’t 
recently found the time. Besides, I’ve just recently 
come into some money so I think I’ll buy a new 
one.” 

The officer allowed me to get back on my 
way, and he returned to his car. I drove off, glad to 
be rid of the man. But, I couldn’t help looking in 
the cracked rearview mirror to see if the body was 
still there. Finally, I reached the river that ran by 
near my town. I dumped the body in and watched 
the water turn red, then quickly back to its original 
colour. I then washed my arms and hands, which 
were covered with blood, and the dagger in my 
coat pocket. 

It was here that I noticed something rather 
odd. I told you before that I had counted the rubies 
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on the hilt back where I found it, and there had been 
twelve. But now, I counted again and noticed a small 
thirteenth ruby. “It is so small”, I thought to myself; “I 
probably just didn’t notice it before.” I decided that this 
must have been the truth, got in the truck again and 
drove home.   

My wife was there to greet me when I reached 
home. Because someone probably cares, her name was 
Wanda. She was simply stunning. She had bright red 
hair, like the rubies on the dagger. She had a small, per-
fectly shaped nose surrounded by exactly sixteen freck-
les that gave her a youthful appearance. Her lips wer 
large but not so much, that you were afraid she’d swal-
low your head if you kissed her. She had a superb 
body; I will not go into detail, there so as not to sound 
perverted, but it was great. She has long, shapely legs 
that she walked on with the grace of a gazelle. She was 
very well read and educated, and someone I could talk 
to.  

She welcomed me home with various symbols 
of affection I am too ashamed to describe. It was then 
that I showed her the dagger. “It’s beautiful,” she ex-
claimed. When she asked me where I found it, I re-
plied, “Upon my way here I passed by a river. Feeling a 
need to freshen up, I went over and cleaned some filth 
from my sleeves. I then saw a glint from inside the 
river and pulled out this dagger.” This response seemed 
to satisfy her; she always was trusting of me. What I 
said next still puzzles me. I said, “Won’t it look great 
on the mantle?” Her face immediately showed her dis-
appointment. I’m still not sure why I didn’t tell her we 
should sell it. That was clearly what we both wanted. 
Perhaps I desired a trophy, something to show how I 
had bested Francis, like how a hunter brings back his 
game stuffed. Or, perhaps I was still puzzled by that 
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small ruby I had overlooked. I was far too good an ac-
countant to have overlooked it. But, whatever the rea-
son, we kept it on our mantle. 

For the rest of the night, we didn’t speak of the 
dagger, nor did we wish to. We went to bed and spent 
the rest of the night as though it never existed. I awoke 
at my usual time that next morning. The sun had just 
barely risen above the horizon. Wanda was still fast 
asleep. Soundlessly and peacefully she sleeps, without 
any snoring or tossing or turning. It is almost impossi-
ble to tell if she is even alive. I got up as quietly as I 
could so as not to awaken her. I did my regular morn-
ing ritual, showering, shaving, eating, and all the nor-
mal daily activities. During that brief moment, it 
seemed like any ordinary day. 

It wasn’t until I got outside that I noticed it. I 
had just walked out of my house to get to my car, one 
provided by the company, so not the horrendous pick-
up truck, when I saw a large crow. It wasn’t nearly as 
large as the crow that had attached me the previous 
night, but it was still larger than your standard crow. Its 
feathers were more a dark gray than the usual black 
color and its beak seemed to curve out at odd ends, 
similar to a human nose. Like the crow from last night, 
this one also had red eyes, but with a touch of pale blue 
in some spots, giving it a sad appearance. 

I turned around to approach my car when the 
crow flew down and began to scratch at my face. I 
raised my briefcase to defend myself, but the crow 
pecked at my fingertips on the other side of the case. I 
made my way to the car, lowered my briefcase and ran 
inside. I drove off quickly. I then looked in the rear-
view mirror for the bird, but it was nowhere to be 
found. I then inspected my face to find several scars 
left from the crow’s talons. I drove on, but couldn’t 
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shake the feeling that the bird was following me, like 
the feeling I had after speaking with the cop. 

Finally, I reached the building. I entered; trying 
to avoid people I knew who would ask about the scars. 
I didn’t want to have to say that a crow, that vanished 
shortly afterward, attacked my. They would think me 
mad, which as I stated before, I am not. I may be 
greedy, prideful, and a bit paranoid, but I am not in-
sane. 

I entered my office and began to do my work. 
For those of you who don’t know what accountants do 
all day, we spend the better part of it counting rich peo-
ples’ money who are far too busy being rich to do it 
themselves. There is nothing duller or more belittling 
than counting another mans’ money, so I shall skip 
ahead to parts of greater importance. 

Eventually, it came time for my lunch hour, 
which I like to spend eating out in a park. I find the 
sunshine and fresh air peaceful. So, I bought a hot dog 
and some fries from a vendor, found my favorite bench 
in the park and ate. I was about halfway through my 
meal, when I spotted the crow again, standing out in the 
sunny, peaceful park like a stain on a white rug. I got 
up quietly, thinking it hadn’t seen me yet. But it found 
me shortly and began to, once again, claw and peck at 
my face. I managed to remove the bird from me and ran 
for my life. I got in my car and drove back to the office 
building where I work. 

The rest of the day continued unexcitingly until 
it was time to leave. As you probably predicted, the 
bird was waiting outside and chased me all the way to 
the car, scratching and pecking at my face. When I got 
home, Wanda was not there to greet me. She was in the 
kitchen making dinner. I entered and attempted to greet 
her but she ignored me. When I asked her what was 

9 



wrong she told me about the dagger. “I don’t like it,” 
she said, “I feel we should sell it and let it be someone 
else’s problem.” This made me very angry. After going 
through the bird attacks at work, the last thing I wanted 
to hear was her 
telling me what 
we should do 
with my dagger. 
Soon, this argu-
ment became an 
all-out verbal 
war, ending with 
me keeping the 
dagger and 
sleeping on the 
couch. 
This went on for many days. I got ready for work eve-
ryday and was attacked by the crow three times, going 
to work, my lunch hour, and returning home. Mean-
while, my relationship with my wife continued to grow 
worse each day. I soon began to find her unattractive 
and contemplated divorce, but I couldn’t risk her taking 
the dagger in the divorce arrangements. Besides, I 
knew somewhere in the hag she had become was the 
woman I married. So, I was stuck with her. 
I began to find that the bird seemed to know my sched-
ule. He was always waiting for me wherever I hap-
pened to be when I was away from my home or office. 
So, I hatched a plan. One day, when my lunch hour 
came round, instead of heading to the park like I usu-

ally did, I went home. This way 
I would avoid the bird and 
patch things up with my wife. I 
ever bought her a lovely ruby 
necklace.  
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When I reached my house, I found my plan to be a suc-
cess. The bird was nowhere in sight. I entered the house 
and called for my wife, there was no reply.  
 “Wanda!” I called louder this time, still no re-
ply.  
 I went to the top floor, the only place out of the 
hearing from the first and found the bedroom door 
closed. I approached the door and listened. If you have 
a treacherous wife or girlfriend then you probably al-
ready know what those sounds were, coming from the 
room. I slammed the door opened to reveal a horrible 
sight. In my bed, lay my wife, with another man. There 
are only two things that two people can do in a bed and 
you should neither with another’s wife. 
My wife sat in the bed, trying her best to explain, but 
all I could hear was a faint buzz. I recognized the man 
immediately. He lived three houses down out street; I 
passed him everyday on my way to work. He was of an 
average height; black hair slicked back, thin and appar-
ently worked out a lot. He didn’t say a word; he just 
stared at me in horror. It was in this moment that my 
hatred of my wife bubbled over. I went to the middle 
floor and grabbed my dagger from the mantle. When I 
returned, my wife and neighbor were putting their 
clothes back on. I grabbed the man by the belt and 
pulled him down while he was tying his left show. I 
then raised the knife and buried it in his throat. My 
wife’s scream at this gave me a sort of sick pleasure, 
it’s hard to describe. I then turned to face her, still half; 
naked. I charged her, pulling out the necklace I bought 
her. She tried to escape, but I grabbed her around the 
neck with the ruby necklace. In my other hand I held 
the dagger. I raised the dagger and stabbed her in the 
very center of her back. I then carved a crescent moon 
shape in her back.  

11 



Afterward, I stared over the two barely clothed corpses. 
Logic came back, and I realized that a neighbor was 
bound to have heard 
the screaming. I 
rushed down stairs 
and got newspaper, 
cleaning utensils, 
and a few garbage 
bags. After doing so, 
I returned upstairs 
and set out the news-
paper, and I moved 
the bodies onto it so 
as not to make any 
more of a mess. The 
next thing I did was chop the bodies into several small 
pieces, stuffed the pieces in the garbage bad, and 
placed few whole pieces of clothing they had left in the 
washing machine. I then cleaned up the blood from the 
floor; fortunately it was a wooden floor and was easy to 
clean. Finally, I washed the dagger and myself. While I 
did this, I heard a police siren outside. I quickly re-
turned the dagger to the mantle, hid my wife’s bag in 
the refrigerator, her lover’s in the garbage and went to 
open the door for the police, fully prepared. 
I opened the door to reveal the same ghastly cop from 
the night when I found the dagger. “Well hello again, 
officer,” I said, trying to fake a smile, “what seems to 
be the trouble?” 
 “We got calls from the neighbors,” replied the 
officer, “said they heard a woman screaming from your 
bedroom window.” 
 “Screaming?” I said, trying to sound as inno-
cent as possible, “I’m afraid there must be some mis-
take, I’m here all by myself, and as you can clearly see,  
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I am not a woman.”  The officer did his same lively 
chuckle from when we last met. “Well,” he said 
through guffaws, “would you mind if I had a look?” 
“Of course not,” I said, “come in.” 
I closed the door behind him as he stepped inside. I led 
him to the bedroom, stopping him on the middle floor 
to show him my mantle.  
 “I do enjoy the treasures in this mantle,” I said 
gloatingly, “I particularly favor the dagger with the 
golden…”  
 I stopped as I looked at the dagger. In my rush, 
I realized I hadn’t washed all the blood off the blade 
and a faint ring remained on the edge. I rushed him up-
stairs hoping he hadn’t noticed. 
I watched as he inspected the room thoroughly. Due to 
my excellent work, he was unable to find a trace of 
blood. I then noticed two crows lying on my bed. These 
were not the same crows as before. The one on the left 
was the smallest of them all. 
It  were slicked back and 
almost glossy like when hair 
is pulled back with gel. The 
only thing they had in common 
was their burning red eyes. 
I immediately removed the offi-
cer from the bedroom and fled. 
The crows followed and flew 
ahead of us down the stairs. 
Why didn’t the cop see them? It 
must have been his blind eye. I 
flew down the stairs in search 
of the crows. I found them 
perched on the armchair glaring 
at me. I picked up a nearby 
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broom and swung at them. I missed. I swung again and again. Again, I missed 
both times. 
I then headed to my mantle and grabbed the knife.  
 “Good heavens,” screamed the cop, “what are you going to do with 
that!” 
  “There are two crows in the house,” I replied, “I must deal with 
them.”  
 I chased after the crows into the kitchen. I swung at them, missing 
every time. Now the first crow flew into the room. My anger grew, and I 
swung more violently. I kept missing them. I swung at the first crow with gray 
feathers, and hit the freezer door. I pulled with all my might and the door 
opened and my wife’s head fell out. The cop came in at that moment and stared 
at the head. He recovered quickly and pulled out his gun. I dropped my dagger 
knowing I could not win this fight. The lover was found shortly afterwards. 
 
I was tried and convicted at court for multiple murders. I confessed to killing 
Francis, knowing that they would eventually find out anyway. Prison isn’t as 
bad as you might think. You have free food and bed, and an interesting story to 
tell. The real torture comes from outside my window. Right in front of my cell 
window lays a graveyard, made ever more frightening sight by the bars on the 
windowsill.  
 
And in that graveyard, one can see very clearly, three large crows. They are the 
three crows that have caused me so much misery. There they sit on three sepa-
rate tombstones, staring up at me. Watching, waiting, glaring with their horri-
ble red eyes.   
 
 
 

THE END 
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         CREEPY  CREATURES   
           by Victoria Rooms 
 

 
 

CREEPY CREATURES RULE THE NIGHT 
 

CREEPY CREATURES GIVE ME A FRIGHT 
 

WITCHES,WEREWOLFS,GOBLINS,GHOULS 
 

BING,BANG,BOGGLEING,BOOM. 
 

TONIGHT IS THE NIGHT I'LL FROLICK AND   
LAUGH 

 
BUT I'LL WATCH OUT FOR THE CREATURES      

 AT  PLAY!          
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Farmer to Sun 

                    by Gabriella Nussbaum 
 

My son, I think that you and I 
Should have a little talk. 

You and I, we’re from th’ same good 
Earth 

I’ve known you since before you 
could walk 

 
I’ve seen you at the end of the day 
When all your hard work is done. 

You lean on that hoe and heave a great sigh 
As you gaze at the setting sun. 

 
You want the fame, you want the glory, 

The city offers with glittering hands. 
You want the adventure, the love, the money 

You think these lie in other hands? 
 

But let me tell you, son, that’s folly. 
Keep this lesson I now teach: 

If you open your eyes to the world around you 
You’ll see all you yearn for is all in your reach. 

 
Fame and glory?  Why do you need ‘em? 

Round hereabouts you’ve got a good name. 
You’re known and respected around these parts, 

Fame and glory, that’s about the same. 
 

Adventures, why, you’ve had plenty! 
Near-death escapes, escapades fine. 
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And farming itself is just as risky, 
There’s a chance all your work may be in vain. 

Have just one hailstorm to many 
And all your work goes down the drain. 

 
You want love? You’ve got love here, boy 
From all those you have known so long. 

Your friends and family all adore you, 
For time makes bonds of friendship strong. 

 
Don’t seek the company of city dwellers 

Who have never owned a bit of land, 
Who have never toiled over soil, 

They will never understand. 
 

And money?  Well, we’re never hurting, 
We do quite well, quite well indeed. 
We’ve got enough to keep us happy, 

Great riches always lead to greed. 
 

You’re really someone special here, son. 
In the city you’d just get lost in the throes. 

We’ve got the homestead to keep us settled, 
While farming keeps us on our toes. 

 
Don’t look at me with such shock now, boy! 

Don’t gaze at me with such surprise! 
You see? All you wanted was all in your hands, 

All you had to do was open your eyes. 
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Blobs 
by Carl Lin 

 

That’s what you’ll see, 
If you looked down, 

From far above, 
Apart, away, non-caring, 
But if you looked closer, 

If you were slightly more curious, 
And looked more deeply, 

You would see masses and mobs, 
Craziness, 
Confusion, 

A mess, 
A blanket of sadness and grief, 

The people 
The faces, 

The cold, hard, eyes, 
No happiness, no joy, 

You suddenly fell frozen, and drained, 
You pull back, 

Wanting to leave that place, that time, 
You want warmth and caring, 

You’re apart again, 
Forgetting that place, 

Pretending it’s not there, 
But it is. 

The following poems were written by participants in the 2006 
Summer Reading Program.  Local teacher, Coleen Tyler led 
us through a poetry workshop.  We worked with pictures, 
shapes, colors, beginnings and endings.   The following poems 
were a result.  Enjoy and thank you to Coleen. 
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Untitled 

By Jack Yang 
 

When I walk to school on a 
Monday morning, the first thing I 

Think is, it’s 8:00!  
Mostly because 

I’m usually running late on schedule. 
Time for another day of so called 

“learning”.  
As soon as I reach my 

homeroom, I see yet another 
student with a bad haircut.   

I take a seat  
and start doing my DOLS, 

when my mind starts wandering  
and I start staring outside. 

“TIME’S UP” , shouts the teacher, and 
immediately, I am back in the  

class room. 
 “Jack, why don’t you read 107” 

Oh great, another day  
Of hell on earth 

Note: Doesn’t refer to author’s point of view 
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World Cup 

By Rathiesh Pandian 
 

The world cup is over, 
With a winner crowned. 
The winner was Italy, 
Who France lost to. 
The finals ended in  

Penalty kicks, 
Which Italy won with their  

Tricks. 
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Karate 

By Naomi Hanoch 
 

It started at the beginning 
when I was 4 

I got there and my heart 
started swinging 

I started at White Belt 
And my weakness started to 

melt 
And it took 8 years until I 

had fears 
8 years of waiting + training 
The day finally come, and 

It wasn’t a game. 
The test took 2 hrs and I was 

So tired. 
I had to write an essay 
And the finally, got it,  

XS. 
The test had 5 parts- 

Board Breaking, 
Sparring, 

Offense + defense, 
Bag work 

And fitness. 
Now all I have to do is get serious. 

Demos, tests, and working on the floor 
It was all part of Black Belt galore 

This poem doesn’t sum it a bit, but the next time I 
test it will be for first degree! 
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Untitled 
 

By Emmanuel Diaz 
 

In the beginning of time, 
love roamed schools and classes. 
if love would be a music track, 
it would be an instant classic. 

 
Yet there was almost no love, 

at the beginning of a fight, 
when our love was 

hurt with great might. 
 

There was too much pride when the end 
of time came, and everyone 

knew things wouldn’t be the same 
and when our hearts broke in 

half, no one but ourselves 
were to blame. 

 
I wish life would be like the 
end of a book, full of joy, 

nothing in life, would’ve been 
so I destroyed,  

maybe my heart will unite,  
possibly at the end of time.  
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By Yonah 
Paley 

 
At the start 
Beginning of 

the world 
Start of 
school 

Slavery 
Head 
Birth 

On (switch) 
Recharge 

Create 
Light 

In the end 
End of the world 

End of school 
Being released 

Feet 
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Death 
Off (switch) 
Burn out 
Destroy 

Burn 
By Yonah Paley 

 
There was once a book, 

That was stolen by a crook, 
I started to cry, 

I just don’t know why, 
It flew through the air, 

Into the giant’s lair, 
I ran after it, 

And fell in a pit, 
The future was upon me, 

There was no one to warn me, 
A whole mystery arised, 
And now I’m surprised,  

That all of this came from a book. 
The End 

P.S.  A tribute to books, 
 I hope it’ll get looks. 

I’m not good at writing poems, 
So I’ll write this thing instead.   

It has to do with something that I just said 
I know that it may sound kind of dead. 

The poem is none like you’ve ever heard before, 
Though it may be a very big bore.  

Now as you listen, my story I will unfold, 
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A Haunting Melody 
By Rebecca George 

Continued from Summer ‘06 
Read it online at www.hpplnj.org/teens 

 
 
A voice was calling my name. 
Melody was waving to me from the edge of the deep blue ba-
sin of the lake. 
"Hi!" I shouted. I ran up to her and slid onto my knees in front 
of the lake, sending water out in a glittering sheet. 
Melody looked up at the early evening sky with eyes that were 
looking at something, something I couldn't see. 
"This may seem....odd......but can you take me to see what a 
sunset looks like from up high?" 
I shrugged. "Mmkay...But how am I going to do that?" 
She turned her head. "W-well.....you could grab me around 
my waist....." 
I shrugged and slowly sloshed my way through the shallows. I 
looped my arms around her waist, made sure they were secure, 
hugged her towards me, and flew. 
 
Circling around on the early evening updrafts,  we headed for 
the treeline on the horizon. A flick of my wings, and I was in 
front of a large tree.  
I set Melody securely down near the trunk of the, and turned 
her towards the west. As a response, she buried her head in her 
hands and quietly muttered "Nn...it's high....." 
I smiled. "It's alright." I said, putting my arm around her. 
"You're not used to heights. and don't worry, I won't let you 
fall." 
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The sun was setting, seemingly setting the clouds on fire with 
its orange glow. As we watched, the color deepened and 
changed to a fierce, fiery red, then to a purple, then to a dark, 
dark blue, making the sky and lake seem to melt into one. The 
blue slowly faded to velvet black, a void.  
. 
Melody sat in silence, staring at the sky long after the sun had 
gone down. 
Suddenly, she seemed to jump, and unfurled her hand that she 
had been clenching for the whole time. 
 
"Uhm.....Tek.......I found this......and I'm giving it to you......." 
She held up her open palm, and in it was a stone with a beauti-
ful blood red hue, strung on some sort of string. 
I assume I must have been staring at it with some sort of be-
wildered fascination, because Melody smiled shyly and placed 
the blood red stone in my upturned palm. 
"They're from the bottom of our lake. No one knows how 
they got there. Some people think that they fell into the lake 
long ago, during the first battle between the dras and the 
Moana when the world first began." 
"The what?" 
"My people. You don't think we all call ourselves 'mer-people', 
do you?" 
She placed the stone around my neck, the red contrasting with 
my green scales.  
I held her hand in mine, and stood up, nearly falling off the 
branch. 
"I'll make something for you. Something you wouldn't be able 
to get underwater otherwise....." 
Melody smiled and leaned into the tree. 
"Alright, Tek. Alright." 
We fell asleep under the stars, bathed in the light of the moon. 
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A Short Story 
By Ken Chen  
  
 On the day of my birth, the world burned, a lonely place, but I 
did not mind because I knew my purpose. Over the years, the world 
cooled and yielded to the tides of time. However, my function remains 
the same; the force of time has no sway over me. The constant demand 
for my duty keeps me busy. I am a doctor, of sorts, the very best. I only 
own one remedy, but only require one. My cure heals incurable with no 
exception. I ease the pain of others while inadvertently hurting others. I 
bring rest to the restless. I am also a guide; a guide for those who can’t 
and will not see the path. Yet, for all the good I do, people fear me, 
despises me and shun me to their very bitter end. 
 It was a bright and sunny day as I went forth to my first ap-
pointment. The city where my patient resided varied very little from my 
last stay. It retained its charm and humor through the ages, even in the 
later stages of summer with hints of somber autumn showing. The 
smell and taste of careless summer filled my nose while the wind of fall 
chilled me to the bone. As the dwelling of my dear patient approached, 
the mien changed to that of solemnity. Drapes of black satin hung from 
the windows in a gesture of mourning. From where I stood, I could 
already smell the incense. For a brief moment, I hesitated before the 
gate but the choice was already made. Inside, the relatives, friends and 
loved ones gathered to bid one last farewell. Though, for some, the 
masks of sorrow were only skin-deep. Between my dark grave attire in 
direct contrast with my pale skin and the look of professional solem-
nity, I blended right in. I observed all while observed by none. How-
ever, the man on the deathbed separated me and the crowd with one 
glance. “Are you the doctor I called for?” he inquired. I nodded, once. 
With a resigned look in his eyes, he bemoaned, “What more can a mere 
doctor do?” “You’ll be surprised”. Intrigued, he gave me another look, 
this time with closer scrutiny. Shock, fear, puzzlement and then anger 
followed each other across his face. As expected, the tirade begins. I 
am used to such an exchange of words. I can predict his spiel, first, 
outrage, second, pleading, third, bargaining, and lastly, accusations. 

“A murderer, a filthy murderer”, he raged, “You invade homes 
and feed on the weak. The weapon that you carry in your bloody hands 
is the instrument of your monstrous work.” 
My response was simple and devoid of any passion. 
“I am not a murderer and my tool’s purpose is to reap the laden ripe 
wheat and clear the earth for the new”, I answered, “Now, will you 
accept my cure for your ill health?” 
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“NO, I SHALL NOT”, he bellowed back with a passion, “I 
WOULD SOONER DIE THAN TAKE YOUR PATH”. He fell silent 
when he realized the implications of his words. During this whole time, 
the unwilling observers of this argument despaired for the man’s antics 
only served to convince them of his apparent madness.  This man, 
though not in his prime, was still a very intelligent person. I merely 
waited him out for the rest of this “debate” as time is on my side and he 
soon arrived at the same conclusion countless others had. 

“Are you ready now, Jacob, son of Thomas?” I asked. Jacob’s 
eyes lost their newly gained fire and retrogressed back to dull accep-
tance. “Are you ready”, I repeated, slightly annoyed; my next appoint-
ment nears. 

“Yes, I accept your remedy”, responded Jacob. My only reply 
was to offer him my hand. Slowly, testing his joints, he arduously 
stood. Looking back, he commented, “How restful and peaceful I 
look”. 

“Are you not restful and peaceful?” 
With a hint of surprise, he nodded once, and once more with 

more vigor. Noting his discomfort, I said, “Don’t sulk, as I am the con-
queror of men, for I am the keeper of time and time conquers all.” 
While guiding Jacob on his last journal, I gave the hall mirror a cursory 
glance. A pale gaunt man in colorless clothing with a farming apparatus 
in hand glanced back. I raised a hand in a salute. The pale man mirrored 
me. Taking Jacob’s shoulder firmly, I guided him out the gate and on 
his voyage. Before the gate slammed shut, we heard a new wail of grief 
start behind us. Jacob desired one more answer. 

“Does my odyssey have an end?” 
For the first time during this appointment, Jacob astonished 

me. Nature endowed him a precious gift of insight indeed. I, for once, 
could not reply with anything but “I don’t know; I, myself have yet to 
set out”. 

He acknowledged with a sigh that nobody possesses all the 
answers; not even the shepherd knows the uneven and treacherous 
roads that lay ahead for his flock. 

“Take a moment to memorize everything; I discovered that 
memories often last longer than the memorized” 

We easily lost ourselves in the rush from work. Like shades 
lost in the sunlight, we merely faded away in the dominating urgency of 
the hustle and bustle. It always, without fail, brings a smile to my other-
wise grim face. The very thought at how people rush back and forth as 
if they’re attempting to reach the end of their journey faster. Now, I 
must tarry no more, for my next patient calls for my infamous panacea. 
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               Tear out his page and turn it in with your answer 
 
      Name_______________________ Age__________ 
      Phone Number_____________________ 
      E-mail address_____________________ 
     Answer___________________________ 
     

             Jack’s Chess  
                   Challenge 
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Want to improve your game? 
 

 Join our  

Chess Club! 
 

           We will discuss strategy and try 
out our  new moves on one another   

          
 The club will meet in  

January on Tuesday afternoons  
4—5 pm.   

Jan 9, 16, 23, 30 
 

All levels are welcome 
Ages 10 and up 

Please call the library to register 
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Untitled 
By Anonymous 

 
Birth 

A seed 
 

Falling 
 

Into life giving water 
A new start 

Life 
 

A weltering plant 
 

Dying 
 

Outliving its time 
Death 

 
The Grim Reaper awaits 
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Eden 
By Sophia Weissmann 
ignorance is bliss, 

childhood innocence makes 
childhood joy. 

natural playpen, 
sturdy grandmother. 

butterflies; little dashes of  
color, felt like 

eyelashes on a plump  
baby cheek. 

grass, dew soaked, pleasantly 
caressed tiny pink feet 

laughter, wordless chatter, 
fascinating and meaningless. 

safe, secure, we lived as a  
pack of playful puppies, 
In a backyard, filled to  

the brim with roses 
a backyard, filled to 
the brim with roses. 

Hyacinths, sunflowers, 
scents intoxicating, yet  

liberating, wafting 
into miniature nostrils. 

we loved the fairy house, 
our favorite pink shirt, 

alas, it shrunk,  
we grew and left 

now, feels like so long ago, 
we can only recall 

the moments of 
perfection in a dream, 

a flavor,  a picture. 
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          Holiday Recipe 
           

             Caramel Corn 
 
Caramel popcorn.  Great for holiday parties, gifts, 
and goodie bags. 
 
Ingredients 
 
7 quarts plain popped popcorn 
2 cups dry roasted peanuts (optional) 
2 cups brown sugar 
1/2 cup light corn syrup 
1 teaspoon salt 
1 cup margarine  
1/2 teaspoon baking soda 
1 teaspoon vanilla extract 
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Instructions 
 
1. Place the popped popcorn into two shallow 
greased baking pans. You may use roasting 
pans, jelly roll pans, or disposable roasting pans. 
Add the peanuts to the popped corn if using. Set 
aside. 
2. Preheat the oven to 250 degrees F (120 de-
grees C). Combine the brown sugar, corn syrup, 
margarine and salt in a saucepan. Bring to a boil 
over medium heat, stirring enough to blend. 
Once the mixture begins to boil, boil for 5 min-
utes while stirring constantly. 
3. Remove from the heat, and stir in the baking 
soda and vanilla. The mixture will be light and 
foamy. Immediately pour over the popcorn in 
the pans, and stir to coat. Don't worry too much 
at this point about getting all of the corn coated. 
Bake for 1 hour, removing the pans, and giving 
them each a good stir every 15 minutes. Line the 
counter top with waxed paper. Dump the corn 
out onto the waxed paper and separate the 
pieces. Allow to cool completely, then store in 
airtight containers or re-sealable bags. 
 
From www.allrecipes.com  

Enjoy! 
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 The Best Books We Read this Summer... 
Participants of the 2006 summer reading program were asked to 
name their favorite books that they read this summer.  Check out 
their answers and then come by and check out the books! 
 
Zack Chen said…. 
Harry Potter and the Half-Blood Prince.  I liked it because… 
It was a book about sorcery and magic.  It was a long book. 
 
Julia Dougherty said... 
The Elvan Bane by Mercedes Lackey.  I liked it because…. 
It was really witty and clever.   
 
Harry Greenberg said… 
Lost and Found by Alan Dean Foster.  I liked it because… 
It is an in-depth story that although comical. Is still full of action 
and suspense.  It is a real page-turner.   
 
Thom Kidwell said… 
Knights of the Kitchen Table by Jon Sciezka.  I liked it because… 
It was about knights, primarily the Black Knight, and the medieval 
period. 
 
Mary Laurano said… 
Rainbow Road by Alex Sanchez.  I liked it because… 
It is very interesting and unusual in an unusual way!  It is about 3 
gay guys traveling to California together to make a speech about 
being gay. 
 
Rose Laurano said… 
Pride and Prejudice by Jane Austen.  I liked it because… 
It was wonderful!  It’s a social comedy, but also serious.  I loved it 
so much! 
 
Zach Caleb Laurano said… 
The Silmarillion by J.R.R. Tolkien, compiled by Chris Tolkien.  I 
liked it because… 
It is a really interesting book about middle earth’s history. 
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Daniel Leshkar said…. 
The DaVinci Code by Dan Brown.  I liked it because…. 
I never suspected what truly happened the whole book! 
 
Yonah Paley said…. 
Da Vince Code by Dan Brown.  I liked it because… 
It was good. 
 
Yonah Paley also said… 
The Sound and the Fury by William Faulkner.  I liked it because… 
It was good. 
 
 Rathiesh Pandian said… 
High King by Lloyd Alexander.  I liked it because….It was the final 
book in the Pyridian Chronicles.  It kept me in suspense until the very 
end of the book.  Also, in the book, they defeat the great evil. 
 
Bobby Reasso said… 
Sleeping Freshman Never Lie by David Lubar.  I liked it because… 
It was funny. 
 
Aiden Schore said… 
+Anima by  Karen Ahlstrom. I liked it because…. 
It was funny and serious at the same time.  It was about four animals 
people with  
animal powers on a journey to find where they will be accepted.  They 
meet more Anima on their quest.   
 
Tami Segal said… 
Pride and Prejudice by Jane Austen.  I liked it because… 
It was very well-written and not too many stories are like it.  It is very 
unique. 
 
Gabe Spector said… 
Cry of the Icemark by Stuart Hill.  I liked it because…. 
It puts a different perspective on certain magical races- vampires, were-
wolves, etc. 
 
Steve Zheng said… 
Flipped by Wendelin Van Draanen.  I liked it because… 
It was cool and funny. 
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Book Reviews 
 
Beating Heart by A.M. Jenkins 
Book Review by Sophia Weissmann, 13 
Genre: Horror 
 Beating Heart by A.M. Jenkins was a thoroughly 
interesting read.  It tells the story of a young ghost whose 
house is bought by a family with a teenage boy, who she 
mistakes for her boyfriend.  It shows the ghost’s conflict be-
tween letting go and punishing the murderer.  It also portrays 
the relationship Evan and his girlfriend, and how it is de-
stroyed.  This was a short, but touching story that makes you 
ponder about the afterlife. 
 
Blue Bloods by Melissa De la Cruz 
Book Review by Tami Segal, 13 
Genre: Mystery 
 The book is good, but at one point it gets better.  It’s 
about a girl whose family and classmates are from a line of 
people that descended from the Mayflower.  Those people 
that were from the first settlement were vampires.  It’s a sort 
of complicated story and it’s not really what you’d expect.  
My reactions to this book were odd because I thought things 
would turn out one way, but they didn’t and were in fact the 
complete opposite.  It’s definitely not predictable.  It really 
didn’t change the way I looked at things. 
 
Harry Potter and the Order of the Phoenix  by J.K. Rowling 
Naomi Hanoch, Age 13 
Genre: Fantasy 
 
In the book Harry Potter and the Order of the Phoenix by J.K. Rowling, 
Harry faces yet another struggle with Lord Voldemort.  Harry’s time is 
running out and Professor Dumbeldore comes to Harry’s rescue.  Now 
it’s Voldemort’s turn to be scared.  This thrilling tale of friendship, love, 
and magic will keep the reader’s imagination going.  This book kept my 
mind alive and I couldn’t put it down. 
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Bob’s Vocab 
Corner 

  
           Hey everyone!  

Bob’s Vocab Corner is back with some new 
changes – there will now be synonyms and/or anto-
nyms listed for each word. 

 
 

 Try to 
memorize some 
words each day 
so you won’t 
have to cram 
study for your 
English classes 
or the SATs. 

 
 And remember, try to use these words in a sentence 

to commit them to memory. 
 
 
burrow(n.) - a hole dug in the ground by an animal 

Synonyms - hovel, lair, retreat, shelter, tunnel, hole, gap 
mayhem (n.) - a state of violent disorder or riotous confusion 

Synonyms - commotion, destruction, disorder 
 
floundering (v.) - making clumsy attempts to move or regain 
one's balance 

Synonyms - butterfingers, gawky, graceless, inelegant,  
klutzy 
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A big THANK YOU to all who contributed! 
We are pleased and proud to be able to  

publish your work for all to see. 
We are always looking for new ideas and  

new contributors. 
 

You can submit your original work by  
e-mailing it to  

expresso@hpplnj.org 
or  

Drop it off in the Expresso Submission Box  
at the Reference Desk 

 
Staff 

Michelle Reasso, Advisor 
Rebecca George 

Jane Hand 
Wendy Pan 
Jack Yang 

 
 

A special thank you to  
 The Friends of the Library  & 

Highland Printing Center  
for their financial support  

and generosity  
 
 
 

      Highland Park Public Library 
          31 North Fifth Avenue 
        Highland Park, NJ 08904 
                  732 572-2750 

                     Be sure and check out our  
             Teen Page  for information on events 
                        www.hpplnj.org/teens 
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