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Librarian’s message 

This is our third issue of the Teen Zine. A large portion of 

this issue  features stories and art from our One City One 

Story (OCOS) Art and Writing Contests. Although the contest 

was open to kids in grades 3-12, the works featured in this 

issue are by teens only. We announced and showcased the 

winning entries during a reception on OCOS Day on March 

28, 2015.  Both contests were based loosely on the 2015 OCOS 

selection, The Book of Unknown Americans by Christina 

Henriquez, and captured scenes that depict family stories, 

immigration, or the American Dream. The “My Family Sto-

ry” Art Contest was sponsored by Art Center College of De-

sign. 

~Jane Gov, Youth Services Librarian, Pasadena Central Library 

jgov@cityofpasadena.net 
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One City, One Story 2015  
“My Family Story” Art Contest 

by Jane Gov, librarian 

Category:  Middle School (Grade 4-8), 1st place 

Caeden Becker, grade 7 

“United Under One Nation, We Stand Together”, Pen 

The image of the face directly matches the cover of The 

Book of Unknown Americans. The drawing uniquely encom-

passes the essence of the melting pot concept.  The face 

represents all ethnicities, but does not differentiate in the 

color of skin, but in textures.  There are different textures of 

hair, eye shapes, eye color, and facial markings such as 

moles, freckles, and whiskers.  Some may initially think the 

lines are distracting, but one could view it as puzzle pieces 

composing a true American face. 

Category:  High School (Grade 9-12), 1st place 

Julia See, grade 11 

“Yin and Yang”, Colored pencils, acrylic 

Breathtaking.  It is a piece of See’s own dual heritage sto-

ry.  The colors of the American flag are represented in the 

flower, and the golden baby asleep within it gives birth to a 

new life in a new land.  Added to that, the iconic image of the 

Statue of Liberty along with the Chinese dragon, both 

cupped into a pair of hands illustrate a precious hold-

ing.  They are very strong images, yet fragile in how it is held 

together, as if everything could all slip through the fingers. 

Category:  High School (Grade 9-12), 2nd place 

Angel Gomez, grade 12 

“No Solid Soil”, Ink, pen 

Gomez composed an interesting and surreal concept. 

The umbrella, which serves as protection in lands of 

both rain and sunshine, is suspended between two 

places: the shores of Mexico and sunny Califor-

nia.  The title indicates that she doesn’t belong in just 

one world, but two. 
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 Land of the Free              
by Judah Foster, Grade 9 

Yesterday my mom threw my baby brother over-
board the cargo ship. He flew from her hands like 
a bundle of trash and sank into the water until he 
disappeared completely. She nearly dragged me 
over also, but as a boy of thirteen, I was stronger 
than her and managed to slip from her cold fin-
gers. One of the traders, who saw what had hap-
pened, ran over and clutched my arm as I 
watched the captain of the ship throw his fists into 
my mom’s face and beat her until she stopped 
struggling. That was the last time I ever saw her. 
The trader who was gripping my arm threw me 
back below deck where the musty air and cluster 
of 400 other kidnapped Africans made me want to 

throw up. 

A lot of the men, women and children below deck 
were from my land. I didn’t know anyone personal-
ly and I didn’t want to, because now, they all 
seemed unapproachable and dead. It was as if 
they were taken so fast that their joy and person-
ality were left behind on the coast of Africa. Rub-
bing my sore arm, I forced myself past a few limp 
bodies and sat down, resting my sweaty cheek on 
my coffee colored knees while focusing on my 
shallow breathing. Somehow, the steady rocking 
and creaking from the ship, and the distant 
coughs of dying people drifted me to sleep. I was 
rudely awakened by the sound of a woman 
screaming. Before, I would’ve cared about what 
she was crying about, but now, I screwed my eyes 
shut and covered my ears because her shrieking 

was making me sick. 

When I woke up again, a rat was chewing on my 
earlobe. I felt his needle claws scratching at my 
face and his grimy, ash colored fur tickling my 
neck. He was so close I heard his teeth scraping 
together like sandpaper. I sat up with a jolt and 
swatted at my face. The man next to me chuckled, 
and I cracked a smile too even though I got 

scared pretty bad. I scratched my curly hair as I 
felt the ship stop abruptly. I heard the traders call 
for all the children to come out from below. I 
forced my way up with the other kids and had my 
wrists chained together with them all. I noticed 
that the line of children was shorter than when we 
first boarded the ship, which made sense, be-
cause a lot died on the voyage. I never found out 
why we were forced to get on the ship in the first 

place, or where we were going. 

The man who inspected me peeled my eyes open 
wide, examined my teeth, and hit my chest to see 
if I would cough. I didn’t. We stepped off the ship 
and stumbled around as if we were drunk or sea-
sick, squinting up at the glittering sun. Us children 
were immediately split apart and directed in differ-
ent directions without saying goodbye to each 
other. I was then chained together with ten other 
adults. We were sardined into the back of a car-
riage that took us to a small town where white-
skinned people stood and watched us, gathering 

around a platform. 

We were left alone to wait, so while the others 
stayed silent I prodded the shoulder of a dark-
skinned woman with no hair who sat beside me. 

“Where am I?” I asked her in our language. 

“America,” she said bluntly with no emotion at all. 

I didn’t believe her, because my mom said  Ameri-
ca was a land of opportunities and freedom. 

“When will I go back home?” 

“Never.” She chewed the inside of her cheek and 

scratched her skinny arm. 

I ignored her answer because I didn’t want to 
believe it. “Why is everyone mean?” I inquired, 

“did we do something wrong?” 

She didn’t answer me. She never even looked at 

me. 

I exhaled and hung my head in frustration. The 
sun was scorching my exposed skin and flies 
swirled around the dirt on my face. I felt like an 
animal. The white trader, as if he’d asked a million 
times before, yelled at us to get out and we all 

tripped off the carriage in panic and fear.  

One City, One Story 2015 

“Tell Your Story” Contest             

1st place                                

Grade 9-12             
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I was directed towards a stage and walked onto it 
with the others. A crowd of white skinned people 
stared up at us, some with curiosity, others with 

disgust. I wondered why. 

A large man who stood off to the far right began 
rambling quickly while the crowd responded by 
raising their hands and yelling out offers. The 
woman I spoke to was removed and given to a tall 
man with a cold stare and someone else was 
given to a small family of four. Finally, someone 
took my arm and threw me towards a man and 
woman who tied a rope around my neck, like how 
we used to do with the cattle back home. I won-
dered if they cared that it was hurting me. Some-
thing told me not to complain. We left the small 
community of people and hiked into the woods, 
coming to a miniature hut and barn that sat beside 
a dry garden. They tugged at the rope around my 

neck and led me to the barn. 

“You’ll be sleeping in here,” the woman said slow-
ly. “In the mornings I expect you to wake up early 

and get started on the garden, okay?” 

I nodded and the man pulled the rope tighter and 

yelled at me to say ‘yes, ma’am.’ 

“’Yes, ma’am’,” I droned monotonously, rubbing 

the skin below my chin in discomfort. 

The couple spoke to me in English, expecting me 
to learn quickly and getting mad when I didn’t 
understand something they said. They told me 
that they’d feed me and give me water if I behaved 
and did what I was supposed to. They said I 
should be thankful and asked me if I was. I said 
yes. I hoped they believed me and didn’t notice 
the stale enthusiasm and hints of deceitfulness 
behind my voice and in my gaze because I actual-
ly hated them. That same night, after they locked 
me in their barn with the animals, I felt more alone 
than when I was huddled below deck with the 
concentration of sour air and sick strangers. I 
stared at the ceiling and repeated to myself that I 
wasn’t really in a cold, eerie barn. I was dreaming. 
And soon, I’d wake up in my house by the Congo 
Ocean while the sun rose to bake the ocher sand 

that I used to run on. 

  

 

Anyone Can Be Successful 
by Julia Nail, Grade 9 

Kira came to the United States of America be-
cause her family was seeking a better life. Her 
mother stayed at home and took care of the chil-
dren, housework, and cooking, and her father was 
a successful software developer. They were not 
poor, so they were able to seize the opportunity to 
leave Japan and move to America for a safer 
environment and better education for their chil-

dren. 

Kira’s younger sister, Nagasaki, had cancer, so 
they wanted to leave the radioactive environment 
that began after the 2012 earthquake and tsunami 
hit the nuclear power plant located near their 
home. Their family came to the United States for 
better medical care and advanced medical tech-
nology only available through American engineer-
ing and research. Doctors in America could diag-
nose and treat Nagasaki’s illness more effectively 

than the doctors in Japan. 

Kira’s family had to speak, read, and write English 
fluently before the move. With great difficulty, they 
managed to learn the English language fluently 
within the two years before they left for the United 

States. 

In the United States, Nagasaki’s medical condition 
was diagnosed. Her medical treatments were so 
expensive, her mother had to work, eventually 
finding a job as a Japanese translator for a large 

American airport. 

Kira and her family are expected to conform to 
American society. Kira must attend public school. 
She is a seventh grader at the local middle school. 
She is quiet, and doesn’t talk to anyone because 
she lacks confidence in her English skills. She 
eats lunch alone at her own cafeteria table, and 

bikes home from school at the end of the day.  

One City, One Story 2015 

“Tell Your Story” Contest        

2nd place                                
Category:  Grade 9-12               
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School is difficult for Kira because of the language 
barrier, but even back in Japan, she didn’t receive 
the highest grades. The school demands that she 
must get a tutor, because she is not going to pass 
seventh grade. She has trouble grasping math 
concepts, and cannot write well, but she is very 
interested in science. She wants to do well, and 
she tries her hardest, but at the end of the school 
year, the school places her at the 6th grade level. 
Kira is devastated, and all summer, she worked 
with the school tutor to improve. She passed the 
6th grade the following year, two years older than 
the rest of her peers. Her parents cannot help her 
because they are too absorbed in their work, or 

taking care of Nagasaki and her failing health. 

Kira felt very alone in her family. She was jealous 
that her sister did not have to go to school, but 
instead took online classes, which were in Japa-
nese, so she excelled. Kira was angry that her 
sister caused her family to move to this foreign 
country. Her family was only thinking about her 
sister when they decided to move to America, and 
not how the move would affect her. Kira wanted to 
move back to Japan and go to school with the rest 
of her friends, but she couldn’t. The move to 
America had set her too far behind on her Japa-
nese schools’ coursework, so that if she were to 
return to Japan, she would pick up where she left 
off, and her friends would be in the grade above 

her.  

Kira was angry at her parents and wanted to rebel, 
and see if they ever noticed her. So, she decided 
to do something that she had enjoyed, but her 

parents would not approve of- sports.  

Since the new school year had just started, tryouts 
for volleyball were coming up. She knew how to 
play volleyball, and remembered enjoying it during 
the gym class back in Japan. In fact, she was 
quite good at it. The volleyball coach back in Ja-
pan had wanted her to join the team, but her par-
ents didn’t let her. So when she tried out for her 
middle school’s volleyball team, it was much to her 
classmates’ surprise. She was the best player at 
school, and all of the girls who tried out along with 
her were impressed at the quiet girl’s skill. She 
was elected team captain of the Varsity Volleyball 
team. When Kira joined the team, they won every 
single one of their volleyball games, shocking all 
of the other schools in their division. They ad-
vanced to state championships, a feat never be-

fore accomplished in the history of her middle 
school. Unfortunately, they lost at the state cham-
pionships, because other teams had more talent-

ed players. 

However, at the state championships, she was 
recruited and offered a sports scholarship to a 
private high school nearby. If she accepted the 
scholarship, that meant having to tell her parents 
about her participation in volleyball. Kira decided 
to accept the scholarship and tell her parents. 
When she told her parents, they were angry with 
her for not telling them that she had joined the 
volleyball team, but they were also relieved that 
Kira had found something that she excelled at, 
because school was not her forte and they were 
scared that she would not go far in life with her 
barely passing grades. They allowed her to accept 
the athletic scholarship, change schools, and 
continue playing volleyball. During the summer, 
they sent Kira to an exclusive volleyball academy, 
where she thrived. She met many nice people, 
and made many friends her own age. She was not 

as quiet, and came out of her shell a little bit more. 

When she started school in the fall, her grades 
were slipping due to volleyball: she had C-‘s and 
D’s. She had to use her free time in tutoring, which 
helped, but not as much as she had hoped. Her 
coach had to let her skip every other volleyball 
practice to meet with her tutor; otherwise, if she 
didn’t pass, she would be removed from the team. 
She managed to remain on the team, barely pass-
ing with one A in her AP foreign language class, 
only because she took Japanese as her foreign 
language. She earned one C+ in history, and C’s 

for the rest. 

Kira brought her high school team honor with 
many wins, and they dominated the nation during 
the four years that she was a student there. She 
was given full scholarships to many colleges; all of 
them begging her to join their volleyball programs. 
Kira went to the college with the best volleyball 
program, played successfully, and eventually won 
a bronze medal on the United States of America’s 
Olympic volleyball team. She never graduated 
college, but she became a professional volleyball 
player. After she stopped playing professionally, 
she coached volleyball for other Olympic volleyball 

hopefuls. 

Kira never returned to Japan.  
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She met a professional soccer player who had a 
similar immigration story as hers. They married 
and had two children in the United States. Her 
parents died in their 80’s, and her sister Nagasaki 
passed away from her disease not long before her 
parents’ deaths. Kira was decided it would be 
therapeutic to write an autobiography and share 
her inspiring story with others even if she had 
insufficient writing skills. With the help of five 
different editors, she finally published her story 10 
years later. Kira’s book was about an immigrant 
from Japan whose family had settled in America. 
She described her failures in the American, Eng-
lish-speaking public schools, but highlighted her 
successes as a Bronze medal Olympian volleyball 
player on the team of the United States of Ameri-

ca. 

  Coming to America  

by Elizabeth Nail, Grade 9 

Eleanor Beaumont // The First Day of School 

All throughout last night, I’d been up planning my 
outfit and wondering what the first day at my new 
school would be like. I dashed off a few emails to 
my friends back in Lyon, but the time change put 
us too far apart from each other; they were all 
asleep in France. I wasn’t there  with them be-
cause my parents had finally divorced. My mother, 
wanting to start afresh, had requested to be trans-
ferred to the American branch of her business 
company. They agreed and promoted her along 
with it, so now she has plenty of work to keep her 
happy and occupied. I was dragged along with her 
to spend my summer brushing up on my weak 
English while all my friends tanned on the beach 
and went shopping. But now, summer had come 
to a close and I was standing in front of my closet 
with my hair freshly braided, rethinking the clothes 
I had chosen last night to wear for today. They 
were cute and trendy, but I looked like I had put 
too much effort into it. And I had heard American 

teenagers had no sense of style; perhaps they 
might see me and laugh at me and then ostracize 
me for the entirety of high  school. I considered for 
a second longer, and then instead threw on a dark 
hoodie and scuffed shoes. I left the braid in, 

though. 

When I entered the kitchen, my mother was no-
where to be seen. I grabbed the strap of the back-
pack I had spent a week filling with colorful school 
supplies and called in the general direction of her 
bedroom, “Au revoir!” I heard some rustling, and 
she called back, “Good luck at school!” I waited a 
few more heartbeats for her to say something 
else, or to come into the kitchen and hug me, but 
when she did not show I turned and left the house 

to walk to Westbrook High School. 

Westbrook High. What a name. It sounded as 
though it was carefully constructed by some unim-
aginative administrator to be as inoffensive as 
possible like other American schools. And yet, that 
was the place I was headed to,  walking down the 
concrete squares of sidewalk. The trees hadn’t 

even turned color yet. 

Patricia Rodriguez // The First Day of School 

My mother stood behind me and braided my hair 
carefully as I closed my eyes and sighed. Butter-
flies had seized a hold of my stomach and were 
making me quite uncomfortable. For starters, the 
shirt and sweater I had planned to wear today 
were damp from the washing machine, and there 
was no way they would be dry in time for me to 
wear them today.  So I was wearing an old sweat-
shirt I had donned in frustration.  The nice new 
shoes my mother had purchased for me just four 
days ago had been found by Mullido, our dog. 
Now they were all torn up and dirty, and there was 
nothing that could be done to remedy it. I was just 
lucky my backpack, packed with all the books I’d 
need for my new high school, had been left on top 

of my dresser, where Mullido couldn’t reach.  

“There!” my mother exclaimed, stepping back from 
me and admiring her handiwork. I reached back 
and felt the glossy braid,  smiling and thanking 

her.  

One City, One Story 2015 

“Tell Your Story” Contest    
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“Oh, Patricia,”  she said, tears in her eyes, “I hope 
you have  a wonderful time at Westbrook!” She 
embraced me, and then looked at the clock hang-

ing on the wall of my bedroom.  

“Look at the time! You need to go to school!” I 
sprang to my feet, snatched my backpack off my 
dresser, and kissed my mother on the cheek. 
Yelling, “Adios, Papa! Adios, Antonio!” in the 
general direction of the kitchen, I sprinted out the 
door and down the pavement to Westbrook High 

School. 

I arrived at the imposing concrete building three 
minutes too late. I located the principal’s office, 
where I had registered earlier in the summer, and 
went in for a tardy slip. Upon entering, I saw an-
other girl who looked to be about my same age, 
with a small orange leaf tucked into the end of her 
braid. She looked up and smiled nervously at me, 
and then turned back to the principal, who was 

searching for a pen.  

“You know how it is, first day of school,” she was 
muttering, ransacking her desk and file cabinet, 

“can’t seem to find a thing!” 

I swung off my backpack and ruffled through it 
until I found my pencil case. Withdrawing the pen 
set, which I had secured together with a purple 
rubber band, I asked, “Are you particular about 

the color?” 

The other girl was looking at me strangely, and I 
felt a warm flush rise on my cheeks. Perhaps she 
thought I was a brown-noser for helping. The 
principal didn’t seem to notice. “Oh, what a dear,” 

she said. “Do you have green?” I handed it to her. 

“Now,” she said, more sternly, leafing through a 
binder for the tardy forms, “What are your names, 
grades, and reasons for delay?                                                                                
I looked at the other girl, but she was silent. After 
a pause, I replied, “I’m Patricia Rodriguez, I’m 
starting ninth grade, and I left the house too late to 
arrive on time.” The principal noted it, and then 
turned to the girl with the leaf in her hair. “Yes,” 
she said, with a strange, heavy accent. “I am 
Eleanor Beaumont, and am also in the ninth 

grade, and was… late in leaving the house.” 

The principal glanced up at her for a moment, 
then handed us our late slips, which we accepted 

quietly. “You’ll both be in room 206, second floor 
on the right,” she chirped, and Eleanor and I filed 

out. 

Eleanor Beaumont // A Possible Friend 

I was late to school. I had left the house early, and 
figured that I had plenty of time to walk around the 
area, so I departed on a search for trees with 
bright warm leaves. I became wholly engrossed in 
the experience, and eventually found one about 
half a mile away from the school. I took one of the 
leaves and inserted it into the tail of my braid, and 
then promptly forgot about it when I realized the 
time. Charging back to Westbrook High, I thought 
ruefully that I must be the only person to be tardy 
on such an important day. However, soon after I 
entered the principal’s office, another girl rushed 
in, clutching a stitch in her side from running. I 
followed her eyes to the orange leaf in my hair 
and blushed, smiling painfully. Her name was 
Patricia, and she was in the same class as me. I 
was slightly heartened to see that she did not look 
as though she was fully aware of everything that 
was going on, either. Perhaps we might bond in 
our shared confusion and sloppy style (for she 

was wearing an outfit much the same as mine). 

We entered room 206 right in the middle of the 
teacher’s speech. Patricia looked as unsure as I 
felt. The teacher recovered from his aggravation 
that we had interrupted him, and said, “Oh, look, 

it’s our two international students!” 

The kids in the classroom had mostly ignored us 
as we made our clumsy entrance, but at that they 
turned and stared at us. Patricia and I looked at 
each other. Two bright red spots had appeared on 
her face, and I imagined my own cheeks mirrored 

hers. 

“Yes, yes,” the teacher said, beaming, “why don’t 
you tell us where you’re from.” He started the 
sentence with a question word, but his voice did 
not lilt up at the end. It was not interrogative, it 

was imperative. 
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“I came from Mexico,” said Patricia. Immediately 

whispers echoed through the room. 

“I came from France,” I soon followed, eager to be 
done. The whispering intensified. I believe they 
were attempting to imitate our accents. Then 
Patricia and I made our escape to the two adja-
cent desks in the last row, while the teacher called 
the class to order. She smiled at me, and I smiled 

back, glad not to be alone. 

 Patricia Rodriguez // A Possible Friend 

Eleanor and I quickly took our seats in the back of 
the classroom, and the teacher settled the class. I 
realized that the children were very nice, and 
Eleanor and I liked most of them. But none so well 
as we liked each other, if only for surviving that 

first day of school together. 

The Cost of Freedom          
by Kaitlyn Chiu, Grade 6 

He sat on the neatly tiled roof, his long hair blow-
ing in the crisp, cold wind. Hao watched in horror 
as his older sister was questioned rudely by one 
of the Communist soldiers. His sister had taken 
her time, leaving the men pounding on the elegant 
door while Hao was sent up to the roof, his mother 
sobbing. She frantically packed him a sack of rice, 
a jug of water, and twelve gold coins. She stuffed 
a warm, silk coat in his sack, and a jade band with 
the family name engraved. “Be safe, my son,” she 
repeated over and over. She looked into her only 
son’s eyes with longing. Having four older sisters 
before him, Hao had been the family jewel, their 
pride. Since his birth, Hao had been pampered 

and valued above his older sisters. 

Hao’s mother climbed up and poked her head 
through the trapdoor in the roof. “He is here, Hao,” 
she whispered, her eyes glistening with tears. “Be 
safe, my son,” Hao’s mother repeated for the last 

time. “Bye, mama,” Hao quietly replied, giving his 
mother a hug. When his mother climbed back 
down, a strange man climbed up. He was a skinny 
and short man with tousled hair. Unlike Hao’s long 
hair, this man had a short crew cut, which ex-
posed his ears and forehead. He nodded at Hao, 
and gestured to the sunset. “My name is Sang. 
We leave when the sun sets,” the man said in a 
low voice. Hao jerked his head when he heard 

shouts from below. “ALL OF YOU! OUT!!!” 

Hao heard the door slam, and footsteps trample 
up the stairs. Sang walked to the trapdoor, and 
gently lowered the door, locking it shut. “Time to 
go, son.” Hao and Sang walked along the neatly 
tiled roof, and Hao glanced back one last time to 
the home he loved and had known all his life. 
From the roof, Hao could see soldiers marching 
down the streets, chanting insults to the onlook-
ers. Hao watched as his parents, sisters, and 
servants march out the door in handcuffs. Filthy 
rags that provided little protection against the 
harsh wind replaced the precious silk that his 
mother and sisters wore. His father was stripped 
of his jade and linen robe and whipped till his back 

shone with shining blood.  

Hao cried with rage, but Sang covered his mouth, 
stopping Hao from shouting.  Forcing himself to 
forget his family and his home, Hao reminded 
himself that his parents wanted him to carry on 
the family name. Continue the pride of his family. 
With a swift motion, Hao watched Sang leap from 
his home, to their neighbor’s roof. Hao copied 
Sang’s motion, and he easily glided over the 

street. 

Roof to roof, Sang and Hao leaped over the pros-
perous community. For what seemed like days, 
Hao and Sang jumped from roof to roof, hiding 
from the troops, which surrounded the houses like 

weeds taking over a beautifully kept garden. 

“Hao, one more, I promise.” Sang whispered. Hao 
sat leaning on a chimney. He was tired, sweating 
and afraid. “Tomorrow will be my fourteenth birth-
day.” Hao responded. “You will have a new life to 

get used to,” Sang replied.  

One City, One Story 2015 

“Tell Your Story” Contest    

1st place                                
Category:  Grade 6-8               

8 



 

Hao thought of the day he left his home with a 

strange man he had never known.  

“Take me home. Please.” Sang looked at Hao and 
said, “Your parents paid me to take you out of 
Vietnam. I will not fail, and I will make sure you 
are safe.” “Fine. One more.” Hao answered. To-
gether they leaped off the roof, and when they 
landed, Hao felt all his problems lift off his shoul-
ders. Hao watched birds fly over the crashing 
waves. His heart broke to see sailors escorted off 

their boats, Communist soldiers by their sides. 

Sang lowered himself down to the shore. He 
spoke quickly to one of the sailors and hurried 
back to Hao. “There is your boat. You will leave 
with them. Careful not to be seen. They are look-

ing for you.” 

Hao carefully observed the boat. He glanced at 
the captain suspiciously and boarded the ship. 
Hao went below deck, and unpacked his sack. He 
sipped his water jug sparingly, and he watched 

other passengers eye him enviously. 

The captain announced that they would be leav-
ing the dock, and Hao took out his coat, and 
made himself comfortable. He didn’t realize how 
tired he was until he set his head on the table and 

closed his eyes. 

 BAM! BANG! BOOM!! Hao jerked his head up. 
His head spun and his eyes blurred. “Son, son, 
get up,” a middle-aged woman said, nudging Hao. 
He looked into her eyes, and Hao felt hot tears roll 
down his face. The woman had the same caring 
face that his mother had. The warm eyes, and 
tender smile. He cried for his mother, his sisters, 
and for his father. He cried for home. He wanted 
to forget everything, for it to all go away. For it to 
be a dream. “Where are we?” Hao asked, his 
eyes focusing. “Pirates, pirates attacking,” she 

answered faintly. 

There were sounds of guns firing. A man fell down 
the stairs, and his face was covered in blood. The 
woman screamed and ran. Hao watched in horror 
as the captain was thrown down like the man 
before him. A rugged man in ripped robes kicked 
the two men out of his way, and pointed the gun 
at Hao. Not knowing what to do, Hao ran. He ran 
as fast as he could. Hao came to a stop when 
gruesome men pointing weapons at him sur-

rounded him. Just as one of the pirates was about 
to shoot, the woman screamed and began throw-
ing cargo, at the pirates. Momentarily, they forgot 
Hao. Hao ran into the cargo compartments and 
hid behind a massive crate. He held his breath as 
two men searched through boxes. When he was 
sure they were gone, Hao carefully walked out of 

the room. BAM!! 

Hao fell to the floor, his arm surging with pain. He 
cried for help, but all that came were sounds of 
harsh laughter. He grabbed his arm in pain and 
he saw the sticky red substance that stained his 
shirt. Pleased with their work, the pirates looted 
the ship of its valuables and returned to their own 
ship. Hao lay on the deck, holding his breath. 
They had not made sure everyone was dead, he 
realized. Hao slowly stood up and wrapped his 
coat around his injured arm. Cautiously, Hao 
walked around the ship, searching for survivors. 
He walked below deck and saw piles of men 
wounded and dying. “NO!” Hao found the woman 
who had distracted the pirates from him, a look of 
fear and terror etched in her face. Hao had no 
words to describe his feelings. He was alone and 

helpless, and no one could cure him of his pain. 

 Exhausted and tired, Hao slumped on the deck 
and fell asleep. He woke up to the sound of sirens 
and voices. Pirates! Hao thought. He got up and 
realized that it wasn’t pirates, but a local fishing 
boat. How far am I? Hao watched the boats come 
together. In a daze, Hao explained his situation in 
Chinese. Being one of the prosperous families, 
his parents paid for him to attend Chinese school 
so Hao could learn the language that dominated 
Asia.  Hao explained running on the roofs, and he 
showed the fisherman his gash. Seeing the gash, 
the fisherman immediately brought Hao onto his 
boat. The fisherman cleaned his wound and 
wrapped it with torn cloth. For the first time in 

months, Hao felt loved and cared for. 

“Boy, how old are you?” Hao woke up in a strange 
place. He was surrounded by pillows and bags. 
An older man stood over Hao concerned. He 
handed Hao a jug of water and said, “You are 
young to be out on your own. How is your arm?” 
Hao nodded and said, “I am fourteen. And thank 

you, my arm is much better.”  
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The two stared at each other for a few moments. 
The older man took a deep breath. “Son, you 
have sponsors. You are very lucky to only stay at 
the camp for a few days. Others stay much long-

er.” Hao felt a rush of emotions.  

“What are sponsors?” “They sponsor you to help 
get out of this place. You are leaving tomorrow 
morning. Come with me, you look very hungry.” 
The older man introduced himself as Quang-Han. 
Quang-Han had also escaped from Vietnam. 
Quang-Han led Hao to the food table, and Hao 
felt his stomach rumble and his mouth water as 
he watched a man empty a pot of rice into bowls 
for his family. Hao stuffed himself, like he had 
never before. Hao had never experienced hunger, 

and he hated it. 

That night, Hao fell asleep nervously, worried 
about what would happen on the way to America. 
There will never be a place safe for me, Hao 

thought as he drifted off to sleep. 

Hao woke up, cramped. He looked to his left and 
right, and saw men and children, fit tightly togeth-
er like sardines in a can. Carefully, Hao got up, 
and washed his face in the murky water outside. 
He walked to the food area, and Hao picked up a 
bunch of rambutan, a Vietnamese fruit that Hao 
used to eat when he was little. He sat in the shel-
ter of a tent, and watched as cars lined up in 

rows, not far from the living quarters. 

“HAO CHUNG!” someone called. Hao lifted his 
head, confused. “Are you Hao Chung?” Quang-
Han asked. Hao nodded. Quang-Han went back 
to their tent and returned with all of Hao’s belong-
ings. “It is time for you to start a new life.” Hao 
walked to the open fields, and he saw something 
he had begged his parents for when he was only 
seven. A plane. Just as Hao was enjoying watch-
ing the vehicle land, swarms of people rushed by 
him, all fighting to get onto the plane. “Hao go!” 
Quang-Han yelled, over the cries of babies. Hao 
pushed through, and he was shocked to see the 
United States soldiers blocking the many, many 
people who were trying to get onto the plane. 
“Only if you have a sponsor!!” a soldier yelled. For 
a moment, Hao was stopped too, but Quang-Han 
helped him get past the soldiers. Quang-Han 
helped Hao onto the plane, and he handed him a 
sack of food that he could eat during the long trip 

to freedom. 

Only three other people boarded the plane before 
it took off. Hao was exhausted, and he stretched 

out to take a needed nap. 

“Hao Chung!” the speaker called. Hao stood up, 
and walked to the counter. Hao and many others 
waited for their name to be called, so that they 
could go to a place that they could call home. A 
family stood behind the desk and smiled at Hao 
when he approached. “You must be Hao! I am 
Sage White, we’ll be taking care of you.” she said 
happily. Hao looked at her blankly and blinked. 
What are these strange noise this woman is mak-
ing? Realizing that Hao didn’t understand, Sage 
took out a piece of paper, and drew four people. 
She gestured to her family. Then she drew a 
home, and finally, a heart. Those three symbols 
were instantly received by Hao. He nodded, and 
followed them home. His new home in a new 

land. 

  

Jaol Esgo 

by Uriah Foster, Grade 7 

Jaol Esgo 

In the beautiful land of Ghana in the 1840s, there 
once lived a man by the name of Jaol Esgo.  He 
was a captain in the Ooda Clan army; he was 
very successful in his wars.  Then one day, the 
slave traders attacked his village, catching them 
off guard.  One warm night, crickets screeching, 
everything seemed perfect…until….Charge!!! A 
war cry, they descended into the camp, burning 
everything and taking everything, including the 
people of the clan.  After that, the night was filled 

with tears and screams and flames of fire. 

One City, One Story 2015 

“Tell Your Story” Contest    

2nd place                                
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The Boat 

Jaol awoke to find his people in chains, sitting on 
wet and soggy floors.  The smell of death sur-
rounded them.  His thoughts were interrupted by 

footsteps – clunk, clunk, and clunk! 

“Hello, Negros, I’m your new captain and my name 

is Jet.” 

“Where are you taking my people?” Jaol ex-

claimed. 

“That’s none of your business, fool! You’re my 
property now,” Captain Jet responded. “We have a 
long way to go still, so get comfortable if you can,” 

he sneered. 

Two months later, they hit land.  Jaol was relieved, 
excited to see land, but didn’t want to know his 
fate. He had heard about Africans being stolen 
away on ships, to be brought to a faraway land to 

work as slaves. 

The Trading Block 

“Good Morning, Negros!  Everyone get up and get 
into one line. Make it quick,” he continued, “I ain’t 
got all day.” The sun shone brightly as Jaol and 
his people walked out of the boat onto a wooden 
stage where he witnessed his people getting sold 
like animals.  “Next!” said the auctioneer.  That 
was the first time this great warrior had ever felt 
this amount of fear and humiliation.  As Jaol 
seemed to go into a daze of deep thought, the 
word “Sold!” echoed throughout the crowd.  With 
that, he was escorted off the stage and into the 

hands of his new owner. 

Master Johnson 

He rode in chains to his new life.  The cart stopped 
and Jaol opened his eyes to find a plump white 
man with short blonde hair and blue eyes. “John,” 
he said with a long pause in between, “what did 

you get me? Is that another slave?” 

“Yes, but he’s strong and hardworking, and I think 

he’ll fit right in with the others.” 

“All right, then just take him to the shed and get 

him cleaned up and fed.” 

“Yes, sir.” 

So John pulled Jaol along on foot as he rode high 

on his horse to the shed. 

New Folks 

Jaol arrived at his new home.  Waiting for him 
were four other slaves: two men and two women. 
Their names were Mary, Sarah, John and 
James.  Mary was short in stature with green eyes 
and light brown skin. Sarah was just the opposite, 
tall and lean with brown eyes and smooth dark 
brown skin. Her hair was long and silky black 
neatly placed in two braids. John was average 
height with huge muscles in his arms and shoul-
ders. He seemed like a quiet man who didn’t say 
much and barely looked up. The last member of 
the group, James, was also medium tall with green 

eyes and caramel-colored skin. 

The days went by, but Jaol was having a hard time 
adjusting to his new surroundings. He was con-
stantly being beaten because he wasn’t working 
fast or hard enough. He was caught several times 
a day dreaming out in the fields. He longed for his 
beautiful home in Ghana, but he knew he would 
never see the place he called home again. During 
most days, he and James worked together. They 
had gotten to know each other and would encour-
age and comfort one another on days when things 
were really bad. One day, James shared the news 
he had heard about an ex-slave who helped other 
slaves’ escape to the north.  He said her name 
was Harriet Tubman.  The route she used was 
called the Underground Railroad. Jaol was in-
trigued and questioned James more about this 

information. 

“Are you saying what I think you’re saying?” Jaol 

whispered. 

“Yes, you heard me right.” 

“I’m in!” Jaol agreed. 

The River 

James and Jaol were right at the water’s edge 
when they heard angry voice shout out, “Where do 

y’all Negros think youz going?!” 
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“C’mon James let’s hurry.” As they raced across 
the Ohio River, shots rang out, Bang, Bang! 
“We’re under fire!” James yelled.  “We’ve got just 
about another meter left to go. We can make it!” 
Breathing heavily, the two men realized they 
were standing on free soil. The two men em-
braced and decided they should probably split up 

and go their separate ways. 

A New Life 

Jaol settled in Michigan in a small town called 
Detroit. There he met his wife, Jaque, and they 
had four children together.  The second of their 
four children is my great-great grandmother, Ger-
aldine. The following generations of the Johnson 
family went on to work hard, build new lives, and 
fight in seven wars in order to protect the freedom 
of a nation who, in bringing them here, denied 

them theirs. 

 

 

 

 

A Young Girl’s Journey: 

Mexico to America 

by Eva Lindholm, Grade 6 

 Why can’t I be normal like the others? Mama 
says that being special and extraordinary is better. 
In my case extraordinary means having my family 
threatened and chased out of our small town of 
Chiapas and rushing to America before we die. 
What happens to me the special girl in our family? 
“Vamos Jessie , América será bueno para todos 
nosotros” says Mama. Her telling me America will 
be good for all of us makes me sick to my stom-
ach. I stare out at the blue salt water gleaming 
with the spray tickling my neck. So this is the 
United States. All I can see is people. I see girls in 
pretty dresses and guys riding pieces of wood that 
they call skateboards. I step off of the gleaming 
black boat and everyone stops in their tracks. 
They are probably surprised to see a bunch of 

Latinos and Latinas stepping out of a small 
packed boat in unusual clothing. My heart thumps 
and my stomach sloshes. The people all turn 
away and continue doing what they’re doing. Out 
of the corner of my eye, I see my old friend Beck. 
Beck has always been there for me but he is 
extremely small. I could step on him if I tried. 
Then, I see these big, tough boys dressed in all 

black come up behind him and take his bag. 

I could see Beck trying to fight back but it’s use-
less. I run up to Beck to help him and yell at those 
nasty boys to stop bothering my friend in the 
toughest voice I can conjure. They just laugh and 
the biggest, toughest one says, “Why would I 
listen to a little girl like you?” That’s when I get 
angry, my face burns and my fists clench. I’m not 
the sort of person to mess around with. I suddenly 
feel a surge of pressure in my head and every-
thing turns black. All I can see is the water swell-
ing up behind them, smashing into the boys. They 
fall to the ground and sputter out water while 
looking at me as if I’m a monster. I run away in 
fear of being caught. I left Chiapas and everybody 
in Mexico is scared of me for a good reason. I am 

scared of me. 

Beck thanks me as he runs after me across the 
moss covered dock. Right now I’m not in mood to 
talk. Mama said that I have to control these feel-
ings but they just happen when I get mad or sad. 
In Mexico, these powers were out of control. 
When I got mad, people died and things broke. I 
highly doubt that my time in America will be any 
better than my old life. I run as fast as I can sliding 
down the dock,  and I bump into someone, and 
sent him or her flying into the water. “Let me help 
you up,” I say, my heart still beating. The girl who 
is now drenched in moss and water spits it out 
then looks at me as if I’m a monster like the boys 
did. “Look what you did to her,” says her sur-
rounding group of friends, all as perfect as her. 
She jumps out of the water and runs away, her  
once strawberry hair a revolting greenish red. I’m 
smart enough to know that this isn’t a good time to 
stay.  Why did we have to come here? I feel the 
hot tears pressing at my eyes  like big oceans 
spilling out. So off I am again a whirlwind of emo-
tions pushing at me waiting to spill. I can’t let them 
spill because we know what happens when they 

do. 
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Sculpturing with 

Hot Knives 

Call them hot knives or hot wires, these little tools can cut through 

foam like butter.  Teen participants created their own sculptures 

using these knives to melt shapes and designs in foam. It’s a blend 

between sculpting and carving.  

 “Meme” by Emma A., 

Grade 9 

“Totem Pole” by Jane L., 

Grade 9 

“Moose and Bear Totem”  

by Maya L., Grade 9 

“Faces” by Nadia W., grade 11 “Lots of Creations”  

by Charlie C., Grade 7 
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By Madison Comick, Grade 7 

On Monday, April 13th, teens gathered in the Studio on 4th at Central Library to paint paper 

mache boxes shaped like books. 

The materials we used were hollow-cardboard boxes, acrylic paints, paint brushes, and sten-
cils. With these materials, participants created a simple (or complex, depending on the paint-

er’s artistic level) design from their favorite book or just any picture. 

We first started with our base coat using the color of our choice. After it dried, we painted our 
design onto the box. Some people just painted it directly onto their book, while others chose 
to use a stencil. Those who used a stencil, laid it flat onto the box and used a dry sponge to 
lightly dab a thin coat of paint onto it. Once the design dried, we painted on the title and au-

thor’s name. 

Many of the teens caught on to the process while others struggled a bit. For example, one 
teen was a painter, but had never used acrylics before, and therefore was using different 
methods of painting (she was used to painting with oils). Other participants, including myself, 
used an excessive amount of paint, so the box took a long time to dry and we could not 
move on to designing it.  Using less paint overall would improve the final results of each 

participant’s creation. 

The event was fun and a great learning experience for painters and non-painters alike who 
were all able to experiment with different strategies. It provided a hands-on experience for 
everyone in this activity. Many first time painters learned some rules of painting as they inter-
acted with others who shared the same goal. The participants were given the opportunity to 
redesign their boxes if they were not satisfied with their final product. I recommend this pro-

gram for those who have a penchant for paint and a love of books. 

By Nadia W, Grade 11 by Maya L, grade 9 by Carissa Paccerelli, Grade 9 

Painted Book Boxes 
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by Alexis K, Grade 9  by Lucy W, Grade 9  by Emma A, Grade 9  

by Nate E, Grade 10  
Background by Sarah, Grade 

7; face by Carissa Paccerelli, 

Grade 9  

by Yolanda S, Grade 9  

by Zoe O, grade 7  by Charlie C, Grade 7  by Madison C, Grade 9  
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Writing Workshop 
by Madison Comick, Grade 8 

I participated in a Young Adult Writing Workshop at the Pasadena Central Library. The work-
shop leaders were Nicole Maggi, author of Winter Falls, In the Mouth of the Wolf, and The 

Forgetting, and Michelle Levy, author of Not After Every-
thing, which debuted August 4, 2015.  Nicole Maggi also 
led another workshop with Charlotte Huang, author 

of For the Record, which debuted November 10, 2015. 

For the first exercise, we wrote down a description of our 
rooms, including our opinions and emotions we felt at a 
certain time of day. Next, we looked closely at the open-
ing lines of a story. We went through a list of opening 
lines and talked a bit about what we thought the rest of 
the book’s plot would be. These opening lines can also 
be called promise lines, because from that first state-
ment, a reader has an idea of what the novel is about 

and expects a certain outcome. 

During the second exercise, using our idea of a girl on a 
foreign planet, we created our own opening lines.  All the 
participants noticed that each of us had the same ideas 
in mind, but our different voices and styles revealed the 
narrator’s personality when telling the story. For exam-
ple, some used more of a sarcastic voice while others 
used a lighter voice.  Some even made analogies 

(like the Land of Oz and the Earth). 

The YA workshop provided a clear look at what YA is 
and how it’s formed, and how each writer, through a few 
steps, can find their own voice and style when writ-

ing their novel.   
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Gintama Dolls 
by Julia See, grade 12 

The kawaii doll making workshop took place after the Gintama Anime Afternoon. We made a 
little duck named Elizabeth. This is a character from the anime Gintama that the Anime Club 
watched earlier in the day. To make the doll, we first cut out different colored felt from sten-
cils, then we sewed it together. The instructor, Liane Shih, is a professional doll maker and 
showed us different types of stitches and methods to put together a doll. For some people, 
sewing came naturally and they quickly put together the doll in an hour and a half. Others got 
frustrated with sewing or cutting, and went home with an unfinished doll and materials (but of 
course they still had fun). Overall, it was a fun afternoon filled with cheerful laughter and 

cries of rage. 

Photos by Liane Shih 
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by Haneen Eltaib, Grade 11 

This year’s Summer Bash was a Harry Potter event. It was for all ages, but it 

was hosted primarily by the Teen Advisory Board. 

Magic Show: To start it off, a magician (by the name of Larry Potter, who was 
Harry Potter’s secret cousin) performed for over 200 people, making things 
disappear and then have them reappear in people’s socks! (Okay, the magician 

is really Eli Tanenbaum.). 

Potions Class: In Potions Class, witches and wizards created a Rejuvenation 
Elixir, out of ingredients such as mermaid nails (pop rocks), doxy eyeballs 
(gummy eyes), and ashworm (gummy worms). After the concoction was made, 
guests were free to take it home, or drink it. All ingredients were edible, so later 
on, participants could have a burst of energy when needed. TAB member Had-

ley taught this class. 

Wand-making: The wand chooses the wizard… Participants selected their wood 
color, the core (magical feathers, unicorn hair), and then personalized their 
wand with stickers and decorative tape. Many people chose to make Harry Pot-

ter’s iconic wand, holly with phoenix feather. Led by TAB member Kara Eng. 

Scavenger Hunt: The scavenger hunt was a self-directed activity that spanned 
the whole event. The objective was to find six of the Horcruxes (excluding Harry 
Potter). Each clue led to another clue and each Horcrux had a letter. These 
letters, when all collected and unscrambled should spell where Harry was. 
There were pictures of Harry throughout the library, and only one of the pictures 

was the “correct” one. Led by TAB member Haneen Eltaib. 

Trivia, Costume Contest, Quidditch: There were also several other events: Triv-
ia, Costume Contest, and Quidditch. For the costume contest, many people 
dressed as characters while others dressed simply as students. The Trivia 
questions were created by TAB member Cady West. Prizes for trivia were po-
tion bottles and chocolate frogs. The Quidditch pitch was hung from banisters in 
the patio. Participants had an opportunity to “try out” for Chaser. They threw 
practice Quaffles into one of the three hoops, while a Keeper blocked with a 
broom. Winners won prizes such as chocolate frogs, Weasley’s Wizarding 

Wheezes products, or Every Flavor Bertie Botts Jelly Beans.  
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Zombie Peeps 
by Cady West, grade 9 

My best friend and I, along with a couple 
others, had a blast creating zombie peep 
dolls, laughing, and admiring our efforts. 
We were given a wide choice of soft felt 
fabrics and then told to trace a shape 
and cut it out. Once that was done, we 
learned to sew with a needle and thread, 
creating a creature that was more than a 
flat piece of fabric. Then, we stuffed 
them to the brim. Next came the fun part: 
we got to use a variety of colored thread, 
patterned bows, and buttons to decorate 
our zombie peep and really make it 
unique. Some people made their peeps 
adorable and very un-zombie like, and 
others sewed on x’s for eyes and forgot 
a mouth to really make our zombie 

peeps weird. 

My advice for those who want to try this 
out is: 1) you don’t need to tie the thread 
to the needle, you just need to create a 
knot at the end of the thread to make 
sure the thread stays put as you sew 
your peep together, and 2) don’t rush to 
sew your fabric together. Make sure your 
stitches are at least semi-close to each 

other so that the stuffing stays in. 

The experience was fun for everyone I 
talked to my friend and I agreed we’d do 
it again in a heartbeat, just that next time 
we wanted more time to make another. 
What came out of it was a new creation 
(100% made by us), the rewarding feel-
ing of having learned a new skill, like 
sewing, and a great chance to use our 

imagination. Photos by Deborah Takahashi, 

Librarian, Linda Vista Branch 

Library 
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by Charlotte Dekany, Grade 8 
 
Brief explanation of the lyrics: 
A Pokémon Trainer is battling the Champion of 
the Pokémon League in Pokémon X/Y. He has 
her down to her last fighting Pokémon, but 
he’s down to one himself - an Espeon that 
seems to be his secondary battler. Espeon’s 
low on health, but the trainer used all the heal-
ing items he bought on his primary Pokémon, 
Mega Lopunny. The trainer resorts to using the 
healing move Morning Sun, which Espeon only 
knows because the trainer thought it would be 
cool to have it know Espeon’s signature move. 
 
The main verses are from the Espeon’s point 
of view, and the chorus is from the trainer’s 
point of view. 
 

Espeon  
Pokémon Parody of “True Faith” by New Order 
 
I feel so extraordinary 
Something's shining down on me 
I get this feeling I’ve just rested 
A sudden rush of energy 
You now care 'cause you’re up there 
We both hope you’re not there tomorrow 
Again and again, I've needed too much 

Of the milk that cost you so much 

I used to think that the day would never come 
I'd have to use the move Morning Sun 
The morning sun is the drug that heals my 
team 
From the super-effective Dazzling Gleam 
I used to think that the day would never come 

That my life would depend on the Espeon 

When I was a tiny Eevee 
Tiny Eevees played with me 
Now that we've evolved together 

They’re afraid of what they see 

‘Twas the price you had to pay 

To heal your precious Mega bunny 
I can't tell you what went wrong 

I guess it fought strong Pokémon 

I used to think that the day would never come 
I'd have to use the move Morning Sun 
The Morning Sun is the drug that heals my 
team 
From the super-effective Dazzling Gleam 
I used to think that the day would never come 

That my life would depend on the Espeon 

I feel so extraordinary 
Something's shining down on me 
I get this feeling I’ve just rested 

A sudden rush of energy 

The chances are we've gone too far 
The Moomoo Milks took all your money 
Now I feel you've left me standing 

Against a champ that's so demanding 

I used to think that the day would never come 
I'd have to use the move Morning Sun 
The Morning Sun is the drug that heals my 
team 
From the super-effective Dazzling Gleam 
I used to think that the day would never come 

That my life would depend on the Espeon 

I used to think that the day would never come 
I'd have to use the move Morning Sun 
The Morning Sun is the drug that heals my 
team 
From the super-effective Dazzling Gleam 
I used to think that the day would never come 

I'd have to use the move Morning Sun. 

Song Parody Contest  

1st place 



 

by Quintin Hollomand, grade 8 

 

This song is based on Holes by Louis Sachar.  

Hear a recording of the song on our Teen Blog. 

 

I Can't Dig This Hole 

Parody of “Can't Feel My Face” by The Weeknd  

 

And I know he'll be the death of me if I don't dig this hole 

Mr. Sir will get so mad at me if I don't find that gold 

At least I have my friend, Zero, to help me bare this heat 

This I know, yeah, this I know. 

 

I told him don't worry about it 

I'll teach you to read and to write 

If we put our heads together 

We can find that hidden tre-e-easure. 

 

I can't dig this hole in this dry heat, 

And I hate it, and I hate it, oh 

I can't dig this hole in this dry heat, 

And I hate it, and I hate it. 

Song Parody Contest  

2nd place 

About the Song Parody Contest: 

Create a parody of an existing song. Extra points if it’s 

about a book! The song must be at least one stanza and 

one chorus.  

The contest was part of Pasadena Public Library‘s 

“Read to the Rhythm” Summer Reading Challenge 2015. 
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by Mary Mejia, Grade 12 

 

Livin' in Hooverville 

Parody of “Nine in the Afternoon” by Panic at 

the Disco 

 

Into the streets is where we are 

Feeling as low as one can ever know 

Yeah we're feeling so sad 

 

Pickin’ up trash to build a house 

Government roused by the bad economy 

Because the stock market crashed 

 

Out on the streets is where we are 

Government can you help or could you give 

 

We live in a place that’s full of gloom 

We lived and consumed now we’re facing 

our own doom 

And we know that it’s our fault 

And we’re the ones to be blamed 

But ’cha know that it’s his fault too 

'Cause we’re living in Hooverville 

 

And Herbert ain’t got the will 

‘Cause he didn’t pass a reform bill 

We're feeling so mad 

With the way that this man 

Is handling this issue 

 

He says we can pull this through 

But you know that we can’t, so we’re 

screwed  

We're feeling so blue 

 

We marched on the street 

In front of D.C. 

Vets lost the bonuses they seeked 

When Hoover called in the Chief 

 

Back to the slums 

Where we now stay 

Man, does he want us to live this way!!  

Now this dude’s really mean 

 

Back to the street, because of the fact 

That he approved the Hawley-Smoot Act, 

hey 

Now we’re all screwed and there’s no going 

back 

'Cause we’re living in Hooverville  

 

And Herbert ain’t got the will 

‘Cause he didn’t pass a reform bill 

We're feeling so mad 

With the way that this man 

Is handling this issue 

[x3] 

No second term 

Song Parody Contest  

3rd place 
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Proud to be a Homework Helper 

by Evelyn Lopez, Grade 11 

I see children with different kinds of backgrounds, some are easier to 
understand than others, but they all come for one reason: they need help 
with their homework assignments. This is usually because their families 
cannot always provide the help that they need. Most of the children that 
come in are from Hispanic backgrounds whose parents do not speak or 
read English and this becomes a barrier between the parent and child. As 
a Hispanic teen, I am able not only to help these children, but to connect 
with them because I also grew up in a home where English was the sec-

ond language spoken. 

I remember one Tuesday afternoon ... A father walked in with his son and 
asked if I was able to help his son with his homework. I looked over at the 
little boy and he was extremely quiet. I responded, “Sure.” What caught 
my attention was that this little boy would read out loud to me very well 
when his father wasn’t around, but when he would notice his dad coming 
over, he would begin to stutter and get nervous. I wouldn’t ask the boy 
what was going on or why he would behave the way he did, but I did feel 
down when he told me, “Thank you for helping me and not yelling or hit-
ting me.” My eyes filled with water and I looked at him and said, “That’s 
what I’m here for.” There have been more stories, but this is the one that 

moved me the most. I am proud to be a homework helper. 

- - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - -  

Evelyn serves as a Homework Helper at La Pintoresca Branch Library. 
She was a great help last school year, sometimes coming three times a 
week to help the kids with homework.—Rosa Cesaretti, Librarian,  

La Pintoresca Branch Library 

The Homework Helper program was offered at  

La Pintoresca Branch, Hastings Branch, and  

Central Library during the 2014-15 school year. 

To learn more about volunteering at the library 

or about other library programs, please visit our 

website at www.pasadenapubliclibrary.net. 



 

by Julia N., grade 10 by Justice C., grade 8  by Scholar C., grade 7  

by Sierra P, grade 12  by Jessie S., grade 7  by Elizabeth N., grade 10  

by Aurelio M., grade 12  by Anna P., grade 11  

T-Shirt Painting Photos by Jane Gov 
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by Hadley, teen blogger 

 

On Saturday, May 23, twenty Young Adult authors and 
nearly 450 guests gathered at the second annual teen 
book festival, Pasadena Loves YA, at Pasadena Central Library. The keynote speaker was Mary McCoy, 
author of Dead to Me and a Los Angeles Public Library teen librarian.  All authors participated on a panel 
and signed books after their panel. The first 150 attendees received free tote bags (screened with the 
event logo) and first pick of the giveaways.  We gave away over 600 ARCs (Advance Review Copy)! 

This year’s attendance was three times that of last year and every panel reached standing room only.  

 

Participating authors: 

·Katie Alender, Famous Last Words 

·Victoria Aveyard, Red Queen   

·Alexis Bass, Love and Other Theo-

ries   

·Julie Berry, The Scandalous Sister-

hood of Prickwillow Place   

·Livia Blackburne, Midnight Thief   

·Virginia Boecker, The Witch Hunter   

·Jessica Brody, Unchanged   

·Stephen Chbosky, The Perks of 

Being a Wallflower   

·Brandy Colbert, Pointe   

·Ava Dellaira, Love Letters to the 

Dead   

·Kody Keplinger, The DUFF 

·Liz Maccie, Lessons I Never Learned at Meadowbrook Academy   

·Morgan Matson, Since You've Been Gone  

·Mary McCoy, Dead to Me 

·Lauren Miller, Free to Fall 

·Alexandra Monir, Suspicion   

·Jennifer Niven, All the Bright Places 

·Romina Russell, Zodiac   

·Sarah Tomp, My Best Everything   

·Kiersten White, Illusions of Fate  

Mary McCoy, author of Dead to Me, key-

note speech. Photo by Katie Ferguson  

Ava Delaira, Jennifer Niven, 

and Liz Maccie on the 

“Tough Topics” panel. Pho-

to by Katie Ferguson. 

Liz Maccie and Stephen Chbosky, 

moderator, on the “Tough Topics” 

panel. Photo by  Katie Ferguson 
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“From Draft to Finish Line” 
featured four authors from 
HarperCollins Publishers. The 
panel moderator was Kody 
Keplinger, the well renowned 
author of Duff and Lying Out 
Loud. The other three authors 
were Victoria Aveyard, author 
of Red Queen, Alexis 
Bass, author of Love and 
Other Theories, and Virginia Boecker, author 

of The Witch Hunter.  

“Has anyone ever given you a piece an 

advice that you came back to whenever you were preparing for your debuts to come out?” 

Keplinger: “Always remember that writing is an art and publishing is a business.” 

Boecker: “When I write, I don’t plot too heavily. I kind of have a general outline of what I want to do, 
but I find that the best ideas come from when I sort of pants it, which is where I go, ‘Okay, I’m going to 
go from Point A to Point B,’ but I’m not really sure how to get from Point A to Point M. I think some-
times not knowing that [outline] produces some of the best work. My editor points that out to me, say-
ing, “You don’t have to know everything that’s going to happen.” I try to be really open-minded when 

I’m drafting but especially when I’m revising.” 

Bass: “There’s no right or wrong way to do it. Let yourself be inspired. I think also good advice is to 
immerse yourself in the story and not worry about the future of it. I know that when I was first starting 
to get published, I thought you needed to have a life and death element in your story. So I was trying 
to write these life and death [stories] and I write contemporary. I don’t know why I let that feedback 

really affected me. So it’s almost like ‘stay on your side of the curve’ kind of advice.” 

Aveyard: “I have some advice that I always repeat from professors that I had, and one of them is, 
‘Good luck is when you get an opportunity and you’re prepared for it. Bad luck is when you get an 
opportunity and you’re not prepared for 
it.’ Another one is, ‘The spider doesn’t 
know what part of the web will catch the 
fly.’ I take that to mean, ‘Write every-
thing you can because you have no idea 
which thing is going to hit which person.’ 
Don’t write to a friend, or write what you 
think an agent wants to see, or what you 
think an audience wants to see, be-

cause usually you’d be pretty surprised.” 

Victoria Aveyard, Alexis Bass, Virginia Boecker, 

and Kody Keplinger on the From Draft to Finish 

Line panel. Photo by Alfonso Huerta. 

Victoria Aveyard posing with 

fans. Photo by Alfonso Huerta  
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The YA Sci-Fi and Fantasy panel featured Jessica Brody, author of 
the Unremembered series, Romina Russell, author of Zodiac, and 
Kiersten White, author of Illusions of Fate. The moderator of the panel 

was Livia Blackburne, author of Midnight Thief. 

What makes your story unique compared to other books of the genre?  

White: “I wanted my main character to live in a world that said to her, ‘Simply because of who you are, 
and how you were born, you do not matter.’ And the challenge then was to write a book in which there 
were big stakes and there was magic, and she couldn’t do any of it but she was still determined and 
smart and confident and hadn’t let that break her. So that to me was the spark and the reason why I 

wrote Illusions of Fate.” 

Russell: “I think the two things I wanted to be 
different about Rhoma (the female protagonist 
in Zodiac) was I didn’t want her to be a natural 
fighter, or someone who is naturally aggres-
sive. She’s more Prim than Katniss. She is 
more gentle, and I wanted to explore what 
that person would turn into when thrust into a 
more violent world and role. And two, she 
can’t wield a weapon, just like I can’t. She’s 
not athletic, and she’s definitely not a fighter, 
and I was like, “Well, how would that person 
save the world? How do you save the world 
when your weapon is your voice, or your 
heart?” And so many of, I think, the scars that 
stay with us are actually emotional, and 

they’re not really physical, and so I thought it’d be really cool if the realm that this was fought on was 

actually psychological and more kind of your soul as opposed to a physical fight.” 

Brody: “…To be honest, there is something I think that makes it unique—I can’t tell you because it’s 
the spoiler—but what I want to tell you is what I tell all aspiring writers or writers alike: what makes it 
unique is because you wrote it. A lot of young writers are like, “I’m so scared of someone stealing the 
idea or someone writing the same thing.” No one can write the same thing. You can take the same plot 
line, the same plot, the same synopsis, the same chapter outline, and give it to all four of us, and we’d 
give you four different books because we are four different people. And that is what makes everyone’s 
book unique. You’ve heard the old adage, “There’s no such thing as an original idea.” It’s totally true. 
All you have is an original take, or an original voice. I urge you, any writers out there, I urge you not to 
look for an original idea but to look for your voice because that’s the only thing that can make a book 

truly original.” 

Blackburne: “What I do like about Midnight 
Thief, and what I think is unique about it, is that I 
love playing with the complex moral dilemmas in 
the story, questions about how far do you go to 
fight for justice. If you harm some innocent peo-
ple along the way, is it worth it if it will save more 
people in the long run? And that was a lot of fun 

to play with.” 

Romina Russell signing a Pasadena Loves YA tote 

for a fan. Photo by Katie Ferguson 

Livia Blackburne on the YA SF-Fantasy panel. 

Photo by Alfonso Huerta 
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“Second Chances” featured Brandy Colbert, author of Pointe, Morgan 
Matson, author of Since You’ve Been Gone, Sarah Tomp, author of My 
Best Everything, and the panel was moderated by, Lauren Miller,  

author of Free to Fall among other well-known novels. 

“What would you do if you had the second chance to write your book?” 

Colbert stated that she would not change anything at the moment, while Tomp wished to rewrite her 
ending. Matson talked about how her editors ended up removing a scene from the actual story, but 
added it as a bonus chapter. She said that she wished she had fought harder to get that into the actual 
novel. Miller admitted that the third chapter in Free to Fall dragged on with too much detail, which she 
stated was not necessary for proper understanding of the book. She jokingly told the audience that 

they were free to skip that part of the book when they came to it. 

“Second Chances” panel from 

left to right: Morgan Matson, 

Sarah Tomp, Brandy Colbert, 

and Lauren Miller (moderator). 

“M is for Murder” was moderated by Mary McCoy, the keynote speaker and author of Dead to Me. 

The panel  featured authors (from left to right) Alexandra Monir, author of Suspicion, Julie Ber-

ry, author of The Scandalous Sisterhood of Prickwillow Place , and Katie Alender, author of  

Famous Last Words. Photo by Katie Ferguson 
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YA Book Club 

I’ll Give You the Sun by Jandy Nelson 

****Do not read beyond this point if you do not want SPOILERS**** 

How does the dual-narrative affect this story?  “I preferred the story this 
way. It makes me more curious about what happens next.  It builds sus-

pense.  I really, really like the style and the narration.” 

Who is/are the protagonist(s)?  “Although narrated by both Noah and Jude, 
it felt it was really more like Jude’s story.  She’s the actual hero.  While Noah 
was losing himself and Jude was struggling with guilt, Jude’s really the one 
who develops and grows throughout the story.  She solves the problems and 

comes to terms with her guilt.” 

Which twin did you like more? “I felt more invested in Jude’s story, but 

Noah’s prose was remarkable.” 

What surprised you? “There was no actual magic in the story. For a while, I 
thought the grandmother and mother were actual ghosts. Then we find out 
that it’s actually Jude’s imagination. This makes her somewhat of an unrelia-

ble narrator.”  

What are your feelings about the family dynamics? “The mom is selfish, 
the dad is annoying, the grandmother is quirky, and Jude and Noah are far 
too jealous of each other–probably encouraged by their parents playing fa-
vorites.  It’s not a healthy relationship.  It’s interesting to see Jude’s personal-

ity being shaped by her late grandmother and mother.” 

Ratings:  average rating for the YA Book Club is 4.5 out of 5 stars 

I’ll Give You the Sun by Jandy Nelson is a coming of age story about Jude and Noah Sweet-

wine, twins dealing with grief and a constantly changing family life.  I found the style in which 

this novel was written intriguing, enticing me all the way through until the very end.  Jude 

and Noah’s stories complete each other perfectly.  Noah, who tells his story at the age of 

thirteen, and Jude, who tells her story at the age of sixteen, are both perfectly flawed char-

acters that most teenagers can relate to on some level.  My only criticism of this story was 

the beginning, which starts off a bit slow for my taste.  Once I got past the first few chapters, 

I fell in love with both Jude and Noah’s stories.  Both stories perfectly capture the realities of 

family, grief, death, and love. 4 stars. –Bella, teen reviewer 
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Book reviews  
All the Truth That’s in Me 
by Julie Berry 
Two best friends end up missing 
from their hometown Roswell Sta-
tion only days apart from each 
other. Lottie Pratt winds up a float-
ing corpse in a river. Judith Finch 
finds herself wandering home two 
years later, alive, but missing half 

her tongue. No one wishes to hear her speak, not 
even her own family, so no one knows the truth 
about what happened to Judith. However, that does 
not stop the rumors from being spread. Cursed with 
the inability to speak, Judith attempts to live out a 
normal life away from the cruel and judging eyes of 
the public. But an attack on the town leaves Judith 
with the choice to bring the past to light or to let her 
childhood love, Lucas, and countless others face 
death in battle. She makes her choice, and nothing 
is ever the same for either of them. 
     The book is set in a time guessed by readers to 
be mid-1800’s, in a time without any modern medi-
cine or technology. The story has a uniquely vintage 
feel, a refreshing change from the overwhelming 
number of futuristic novels on the markets today. 
Perhaps not a popular choice for all young readers, 
but it is definitely a remarkable read.  The story is 
told from Judith’s point of view, where we read 
about her everyday actions while she retells the 
story of her disappearance at various intervals 
throughout the book. Her thoughts are sometimes 
addressed directly to Lucas, an interesting stylistic 
choice from the author which only adds to the charm 
of the book. Overall, this is a book I could not put 
down. There is never a dull moment with Judith, 
whose life is constantly changing directions. She is 
a character easy to empathize with, and someone 
whose undeniable bravery puts her at the top of the 
hero list. The tragic love story between Judith and 
Lucas will have you on the edge of your seat. I 
recommend this to my fellow romance fans looking 
for a story to take you on an adventure. This is truly 
a one-of-a-kind read. 5 stars.–Hadley, teen reviewer 

 

No Safety in Numbers  
by Dayna Lorentz 
Other reviews of No Safety in Num-
bers have claimed it to be like The 
Hunger Games inside a 
mall.  According to me, it is not, at 
least until the last fifty pages.  Up 
until then, this book is pretty 
slow.  I still enjoyed it, although it 

was not at all what I was expecting.  All four of the 
main characters’ stories interested me, but at some 
points, one character was not mentioned for a long 
period of time, and that would be all I was able to 
concentrate on.  I was also disappointed because 
there was little attention given to the bomb that 
caused everyone to be quarantined and where it 
came from.  I would recommend this book to people 
who like sci-fi and teen fiction with a touch of mys-
tery and romance. 3 stars. –Bella, teen reviewer. 

 

No Easy Way Out  
by Dayna Lorentz 
The only way I can think to de-
scribe this book is a cross be-
tween The Hunger Games and 
Lord of the Flies.  No Easy Way 
Out by Dayna Lorentz is the sec-
ond book in the No Safety in Num-

bers series, which tells the stories of four teenagers 
trapped in a quarantined mall.  This book was a lot 
more engaging than the first, but it found new ways 
to become repetitive of events that happened earlier 
in this book and in No Safety in Numbers. The end-
ing surprised me, not necessarily in a good or bad 
way, but it did seem a little cliché.  What bothered 
me about the ending was that the writing style 
changed, which I found completely unneces-
sary.  Overall, I thought this was a pretty good book, 
but it could have been half as long and it would 
have still told the story sufficiently. 4 stars. –Bella, 
teen reviewer. 

 

No Dawn Without 

Darkness  
by Dayna Lorentz 
No Dawn Without Darkness is the 
conclusion to the No Safety in 
Numbers trilogy.  I finished this 
book in a day, partially because I 
was intrigued and partially because 

I wanted to get it over with.  It was an interesting 
conclusion to the series, but it was also very dark.  It 
was more horror than suspense.  I didn’t especially 
like this book, but I think horror fans would like it if 
they could get through the first two books, which are 
more general YA suspense.  It was also confusing 
that the first two books were in third person and this 
one was in first.  I think the story was told better in 
first person, but I would have preferred this book to 
be in third person to keep it consistent.  Overall, I 
think this would have been a great book if I was a 
horror fan. 3 stars. –Bella, teen reviewer. 
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Love and Other Theories 
by  Alexis Bass 
Love is just a myth, a game, a theory 
to Aubrey Housing and her three best 
friends, Shelby, Danica, and Melissa. 
The four of them have come up with a 
set of guidelines to help them live the 
best possible high school experience 

and survive the world of boys. The rules are simple: 
(1) Do not give what you cannot bear to part with—
mainly, your heart—because it is likely it will end up 
down the drain at the hands of your typical guy. (2) No 
high school relationship will last, so take your pick of 
who, when, where, and how. (3) Do this knowing that it 
will not matter in the long run. Do this living in the 
moment and not planning on a future with them in it. 
 
Aubrey has made it to senior year following the rules, 
but something threatens to throw everything she 
thought was true and dependable out the window–
Nathan Diggs. The two instantly hit it off, ditching 
school and sharing secrets and throwing caution to the 
wind in every way possible.  However, tragedy strikes 
as Aubrey feels her hold on the theories—and Na-
than—slipping.  
 
This story is truly a great one because it makes you 
rethink everything you have ever thought was true. It 
can reevaluate your ideas of how to act, because the 
characters teach you what to do and what not to do, 
even if they think their actions will have the opposite 
effect. The flow of the story is great, and there is never 
a dull moment. There is constant character develop-
ment as the plot twists keep coming, and the story 
ends with lessons learned for both characters and 
readers. I recommend it to all my fellow romance fans 
that love a hint of humor.  This book is sure to make 
you laugh—and maybe even cry. Looking for a story 
on love, betrayal, friendship, and high school boys? 
Then this is your book! 4 stars. –Hadley, teen reviewer 

  

Red Queen 
by Victoria Aveyard 
Red Queen by Victoria Aveyard was 
fascinating. In it, Mare Barrow, a Red, 
endures. Reds make up the majority 
of this dystopian society, but are dom-
inated by Silvers, whose blood gives 
them great powers. After an incident 

involving a giant arena, flying box seats, and a talent 
show for all of the eligible Silver bachelorettes to show 
off for a prince, Mare discovers that she has her own 
Silver powers. The only problem? Mare’s blood is still 

very much red. While the premise of the book 
was not astoundingly unique, it had its own 
charms. The narration does a good job of 

portraying the gap between Silvers and Reds. Aveyard 
does a good job of utilizing Mare’s story to show the 
two extremes of this society. The story was also intri-
guing. Although some of the plot twists in the novel 
were predictable, I still found myself staying up until 
2am finishing this book. The book has intrigue, secre-
cy, and excitement in spades.  Once I started, it was 
hard to stop. Mare’s relationships and convictions 
could have had a better foundation. A lot of the time, 
Mare says that she has an incredible strong relation-
ship/bond with so-and-so, but we’re never given any 
glimpse as to why. Even relationships that are newly 
formed are not explained well, allowing us to have a 
dangerous sense of indifference towards characters. 
There were also a few loose ends that are never ex-
plained (and not in a this-is-leading-to-a-sequel-hint-
hint way). Overall, I recommend this to anyone who 
has a slight (or a large) interest in it, but not to anyone 
who gets frustrated by two-dimensional characters. –
Kara, teen reviewer 
 

Red Queen 
by Victoria Aveyard 
In this future, humans are divided into two classes 
based on the color of their blood. Those with silver are 
the elites and royals, and they have superhuman 
abilities. Those with red blood are normal, average, 
with barely any privileges and a guaranteed life of 
poverty. They serve the Silvers above them. Mare 
Barrow is a Red. One morning, after a day of raiding in 
the Silver city, she is summoned and is offered a good 
job at the palace. She accepts just in time to work the 
Queenstrial. The Queenstrial is a competition between 
the daughters of all the High Houses, where each 
Silver shows off her power in order to win the hand of 
the prince next in line for the throne, Tiberias the Sev-
enth. While working the event, something impossible 
happens to our Red protagonist that results in her 
being thrown to the feet of the unsmiling king and 
queen of Norta. Then, something even more implausi-
ble occurs: they offer her marriage to their second son, 
Maven. And with that, Mare becomes Mareena, and 
her life changes—for the worse or better. This book is 
one of the best I have ever read. Everything in the 
story is original, from the premise, to the characters, to 
the world they live in. I never wanted to put it 
down, as there was never a dull moment. The 
characters are relatable and completely their 
own, with outrageous personalities, abilities, 
and lifestyles. Mare is torn between two caus-
es and must choose to fight for one. The 
struggle is real and engaging. To everyone 
who is looking to read about a futuristic socie-
ty with the twist of both fantasy and romance, 
this is your book. 5 stars. –Hadley, teen re-
viewer 
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Lessons I Never Learned 

at Meadowbrook Acade-

my  
by Liz Maccie  
Roberta Romano is not as excited as 
a girl should be when her family gives 
her the opportunity to take a step up 

from her two-star public high school to the prestigious 
Meadowbrook Academy. Despite the fact that she did 
not have the bet experience at West Orange High, she 
is adamant she stays (though her reasons are not 
incredibly turnabout-invoking). Her mother reinforces 
the idea that this change will get her away from bad 
influences and help her get her grades back up. The 
truth is, Roberta knows that Meadowbrook is a school 
for rich kids. Her family struggles to get by every day, 
and she believes that she does not belong at a school 
like this. Insecure about her family’s money situation, 
and urged on by her relentless mother, she finds her-
self at the steps of the academy.  Roberta’s first day of 
sophomore year is told in less than 200 pages. Over 
the course of the day, she finds herself in plenty of 
sticky situations with potential new friends and school 
staff members. She finds herself in deep with a cute 
boy named Thaddeus, but due to choice events, she 
learns that she should spend her time with friends that 
count. This book is hard to explain, given it takes place 
over the course of one day, twelve hours at most, and 
any little detail could give away the whole story. Over-
all, I found this book to be good, but not necessarily 
great. The story does not grab your attention and hold 
it for very long. There is a big buildup for an event we 
know is coming, and in the end, I did not find it to be 
completely satisfying. However, Lessons manages to 
redeem itself with the lesson it gives on friendship. The 
best point in the story is that friends will help you 
through dark times. 3 stars.  –Hadley, teen reviewer 

 

Love Letters to the Dead 
by Ava Dellaira 
Laurel switches schools after an 
unfortunate accident leaves her moth-
er across the country and her sister 
May buried in the ground and the 
past. She believes that the best way 
to move on is to start over in a place 

where no one knows anything about her. So, as she 
makes the transition from middle school to high school, 
from Sandia to West Mesa, she moves on from her old 
life. Or tries to, anyway. Then, she receives her first 
English assignment: write a letter to a dead person. 
She writes her first letter to Kurt Cobain, member of 
the band Nirvana, and finds out the assignment is just 
what she needed to survive her new life. She takes it 
further and starts writing letters to numerable celebri-

ties, including Janis Joplin, River Phoenix, and Amelia 
Earhart. In her letters, she details the various occur-
rences in her everyday life, and eventually, her past 
and the accident. She begins as an outcast, just trying 
to find someone to talk to. She finds a friend in a fellow 
English classmate, Natalie, and together, they find 
themselves diving into many adult situations. Since 
Laurel started at the school, she has kept her eye on a 
mysterious boy who always finds himself on the edge 
of her social perimeter. Finally, after she is informed 
that he is another transfer student named Sky—a 
junior—they meet, and a friendship blossoms from 
there. Through Laurel’s letters, her thoughts and days 
come to life in a beautifully innovative format for writ-
ing. This book honestly took a while for me to become 
emotionally invested in. The reason for that is because 
the style of writing is so different, and I was unsure of 
it—but that’s what makes it great. No other book I have 
heard of or read consists solely of letters in the place 
of chapters. It makes this book unique, and adds to the 
general character of the story. Alongside that, the 
novel deals with adult situations that teens often find 
themselves in, making it all the more relatable. The 
characters are complex, with lots of hidden layers and 
charm that truly draw a reader in. I think all lovers of 
defied stereotypes and realistic teen fiction should 
venture out of their comfort zone and try out this style 
of writing.  It’s definitely worth a read. 5 stars. –Hadley, 
teen reviewer 

 

The Witch Hunter  
by Virginia Boecker 
Elizabeth is one of her country’s best 
witch hunters. She’s completely dedi-
cated to her quest of finding all magic 
users and making sure they burn for 
their “crimes.” Then, she gets accused 

of witchcraft herself and becomes the country’s most 
wanted fugitive. Finding herself with no friends and 
running from the only family she’s ever had, Elizabeth 
is forced to help the most powerful magic user and the 
witch hunters’ biggest target (besides her, of course). 
The setting was fitting. Throughout the book, I was 
constantly reminded of the seventeenth century witch 
hunts of Europe and America. The Witch 
Hunter seems to be placed during this time, 
but can still appeal to a more modern time. 
The magic is pretty traditional, but magic, 
although illegal, is so ingrained into the society 
that it gives the magic a casual feel. Although 
magic is still pretty cool in this book, it isn’t a 
huge deal. The book has a great plot that 
draws you in. Once I started, I didn’t want to 
stop reading until I found out what happened. 
3.5 stars. –Kara, teen reviewer 
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The Selection  
by Kiera Cass 
The Selection by Kiera Cass is a 
story about America Singer, a lower 
class girl living in a fairly young na-
tion, who gets selected to compete 
for the heart of a prince who isn’t 
anything like she expected him to 

be.  I found this book at a book fair in the sci-fi sec-
tion, and I was confused, but intrigued, by the prin-
cess on the cover.  When I first started reading The 
Selection, I thought it was going to be an average 
cliché fairy tale, but it was anything but that.  It has the 
perfect blend of action and romance, with a strong 
female protagonist.  Most people who like dystopian 
futuristic sci-fi stories might overlook this story, like I 
almost did, but it is one of the best I’ve read in the 
genre. Once I started reading it, I couldn’t seem to 
stop.  I recommend this story to anyone who likes 
action and adventure stories with a touch of ro-
mance.  5 stars. –Bella, teen reviewer 

 
The Elite  
by Kiera Cass 
The Elite by Kiera Cass is the sec-
ond book in The Selection series, 
which is about a girl who gets the 
honor of competing for a prince’s 
heart.  In this book, the competition 

is even more intense, now that the number of girls 
competing has gone from thirty-five to six.  There was 
a point early on in this book which would have made a 
good ending, but I knew the author had much more in 
store for me.  Then, the story took a dark turn down 
the road of cliché love triangles and frustrating misun-
derstandings.  America Singer, the strong female 
protagonist, began to look less strong and more 
whiney and dependent with every page I read.  That 
fortunately took a turn for the better by the 
end.   Although this novel was a little too cliché for my 
taste, it was not bad.  3.5 stars. –Bella, teen reviewer 

 

The One  
by Kiera Cass 
The One is the third book of The 
Selection series and the final book 
from America Singer’s perspective. 
In this book, the final four selected 
girls face outside threats from rebel 
forces while still competing for 

Prince Maxon’s affection.  Unlike the first two books, 
this book had more to do with the struggling govern-

ment of Illéa and the caste system in place 

than with the competition itself, which was a huge plus 
in my opinion. That, mixed with a touch of romance, 
made this book my favorite one in the series. It was 
thrilling, devastating, and sweet, all rolled into one 
amazing story.  This is one of the rare books I have 
been unable to find any criticisms for. Although I am 
satisfied with the ending to this book and wasn’t plan-
ning on reading the last two books in the series, I can’t 
get enough of this story and I know I won’t be able to 
help reading them when they are released. Kiera 
Cass is truly an amazing author and I can’t get 
enough of her captivating writing style.  5 stars. –
Bella, teen reviewer  

 
 

 All the Bright Places  

by Jennifer Niven 
What would you do if you met some-
one on the brink of death? Meet 
Theodore “Freak” Finch. The incredi-
bly charismatic, misunderstood in-
somniac who faces the constant 

challenge of dealing with the bullies at school. Meet 
Violet Markey. The popular girl with a love for writing 
who is weighed down with daily grief over her sister’s 
death. The two meet on opposite sides of the school’s 
bell tower (possibly, ready to jump) and later hide the 
tale from friends, family, and school staff. Violet is 
quick to move on from the incident and forget every-
thing that happened. Finch is just the opposite. When 
the time comes for the geography class to choose 
partners for the infamous “Wander Indiana” project, 
where the challenge is to explore their great state and 
write a report on it, Finch publicly asks Violet to be 
partners. Feeling like she has no say in the matter, 
she agrees, and thus, their wonderful friendship be-
gins. Together, they hit unusual landmarks all over the 
state of Indiana and learn lessons about love, life, and 
heartbreak along the way. This book is the best you 
will read all year. The heart wrenching tale of Violet 
and Finch is hauntingly beautiful. Their relationship is 
witty and enviable, the adventures they share will 
make you laugh, and the story will stay with you for 
months. Their story deals with tough topics, including 
suicide, depression, and death, so make sure 
you are prepared for these themes before 
braving the book. This novel is sure to make 
you both laugh and stock up on tissues be-
fore the re-read. For fans looking for a new 
and improved Paper Towns, a romantic tale 
of adventure, or a story to last a lifetime, you 
will not regret picking up a copy of this book. 
5 stars. –Hadley, teen reviewer  
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Art of the Zine 
by Haneen Eltaib, grade 11 
 
Before I attended this event, I thought a zine was just a mini-magazine, where people could 
publish articles, poems, or stories. I never thought a zine could be a self-published 8-page 
booklet that could hold anything, including cartoons, art, or essays. I also didn’t know anyone 
(yes, even you) could make one and sell it online. 
 
Yumi Sakugawa, professional cartoonist and zinester, conducted this event at the Pasadena 
Central Library.  She gave us the history of zines, as well as surprisingly easy steps on mak-
ing them. All you need is paper, a pencil, and ideas which could range from drawing big 
things in a small zine, to a zine that describes your summer.  Sakugawa also explained that 
zines are ways to show your emotions, or the struggles you’ve been through. 
 
I strongly suggest making zines–whether they be about your deepest wishes, or your pet dog
– and publishing them online. You could be surprised by the results!  
  

Photos by Jane Gov  

35 

http://pasadena-library.net/teens/wp-content/blogs.dir/18/files/sites/18/2015/07/20150712_155713.jpg
http://pasadena-library.net/teens/2015/art-of-the-zine/
http://pasadena-library.net/teens/wp-content/blogs.dir/18/files/sites/18/2015/07/20150712_155710.jpg
http://pasadena-library.net/teens/wp-content/blogs.dir/18/files/sites/18/2015/07/20150712_155727.jpg
http://pasadena-library.net/teens/wp-content/blogs.dir/18/files/sites/18/2015/07/20150712_135426.jpg
http://pasadena-library.net/teens/wp-content/blogs.dir/18/files/sites/18/2015/07/20150712_135413.jpg


 

 

 

Bella Arguello, Grade 8:  Bella enjoys skateboarding, volunteering, and reading. She attends 

Saint Monica Academy. 

Cady West, Grade 10:  Cady is a Summer Reading Program volunteer and is a huge Harry 

Potter fan, as well as a wealth of many other fandoms.  She considers herself a Slytherin. 

Christopher Gonzales, Grade 9:  Chris is one of the three remaining original TAB members 

since its formation in early 2014.  He enjoys playing the violin and just made it into his 

school’s chamber orchestra! He enjoys soccer and running with his cross-country team. 

Hadley W., Grade 10:  Hadley reviews books for Pasadena Library, Voice of Youth Advo-

cates magazine, and her book blog. She dreams of being a published author and is current-

ly in the middle of writing three books. 

Haneen Eltaib, Grade 11:  Haneen is an editor and contributor to the Teen Zine. In her 

spare time, she plays violin, cook up new ideas for her novels, or sleep!  

Julia See, Grade 12:  Julia’s artwork is featured on the cover of this Teen Zine issue.  She 

enjoys playing the flute, food, and the smell of books.  She’s also a member of the City of 

Pasadena’s Youth Council.  

Kara Eng, Grade 11:  Kara is one of our top book reviewers and is also a teen reviewer for 

Voice of Youth Advocates magazine.  She attends Westridge School.  She is currently wait-

ing for The Winds of Winter (Game of Thrones) to come out! 

Lauren Sugiyama, Grade 8:  Lauren is new to TAB this year.  She loves to read almost any-

thing! She has been volunteering for two years and attends St. Philip the Apostle School. 

Madison Comick, Grade 8:  Madison enjoys reading, karate, writing short stories, and volun-

teering. She served as a Summer Reading Program volunteer. 

Meep Gomez, YA:  Meep is new to TAB this year, but has been volunteering weekly since 

June 2014.  She enjoys reading and playing video games… and doesn’t sleep enough... 

probably. 

Michelle Fung, Grade 9: Michelle enjoys volunteering and playing sports. She attends 

Flintridge Sacred Heart Academy.  

Nathan Tadios, Grade 12:  Nathan is new to TAB this year and new to the library’s volunteer 

program.  He attends Marshall. 

Teen Advisory Board 
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From top to bottom: Monopoly Tournament at Central, photo by Dakotah Raines.  

Art display from Poetry Nights at Central, photo by Jane Gov.  

May 2015 Art Show at Hastings Branch Library, art by Carissa Paccerelli, teen. 
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