A message from the
Teen Librarian:
To mark the one year anniversary of our Teen Mental
Health Initiative, this issue of the Teen Zine highlights various
activities, services, and programs we’ve hosted on and
around topics of youth mental health.
In May 2016, the Teen Advisory Board launched a mental
health initiative to increase awareness and discussions
around topics of mental health, provide specialized services
and programs for teens, family and friends, provide training
for staff, and maintain a well-stocked, vetted, mental health
resource center. The Initiative is teen driven. From inception
to implementation, the Teen Advisory Board provided library
staff with direction and feedback to sustain a mental health
resource center, provide their peers with free access to mental health resources, and programs to advocate for teens with
mental illness.
~Jane Gov
Youth Services Librarian
Pasadena Public Library
jgov@cityofpasadena.net
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Our teen volunteers are
amazing!
During the 2016-2017 school year, our
volunteers collectively:
 worked nearly 5,000 hours
 wrote 64 articles
 helped increased library teen program
offerings by more than 35 programs
 helped increased library teen program
attendance by nearly 1,500

Most impressive
projects awards:
Kara Eng -Teen Advisory Board adviser,

Blog Manager, copyeditor, book reviewer Kara independently copyedits and posts
articles and reviews on our blog. Last summer, she taught a series of Scratch coding
workshops for kids.

Haneen Eltaib - Teen Advisory Board, Vol-

unteer Relations Chair, copyeditor - Haneen
has written the scripts for our annual Murder
Mystery for the past three years. She was
also featured in Voice of Youth Advocates
Magazine for this work.

Here are this year’s
volunteer award winners
for outstanding service
to the Pasadena Public
Library:
 Most hours this year: Madison Comick
 Longest active volunteer: Julia See
 Longest active volunteer at a branch
library: Julia Landis
 Most events attended this year: Frank
Montes De Oca
 Most dedicated: McKenna Blackshire
 Rising Star: Jane Lee

Nina Dinan -Teen Advisory Board – Volunteer Relations Vice-Chair - Nina developed
and led the “Breakin’ News” civic engagement programs. This idea was featured at a
local library conference and now, at least
three other library systems will be using this
game.

Hadley Willman - former Teen Advisory

Board member, Blog & Teen Zine copyeditor
and proofreader, book reviewer - Hadley took
a significant role in the Pasadena Loves YA
Angel Gomez -Teen Advisory Board adviser
book festival; she conducted a lengthy inter- Angel took a lead role in the library’s Teen
view with bestselling author Shannon MesMental Health Initiative; she will be featured
senger and developed some panel questions
in an upcoming video for the California State
for the festival.
Library about youth mental health.
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Volunteer @ the library
The Pasadena Public Library accepts volunteers ages 13-17.
To learn more, visit:
https://ww5.cityofpasadena.net/library/teens-services/#menu4
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DIY:
MUG PAINTING
Personalize your own mugs using markers! These instructions
are adapted from Popsugar. Here’s how:

WHAT YOU NEED


Oil-based Sharpie paint markers. These can be
ordered online or purchased at an art store.



White mugs. We ordered these in bulk from Dollar
Tree at $1 each.



(optional) Stencils. You can make your own using
paper, painter’s tape, or purchasing adhesive
ones. We got Martha Stewart adhesive stencils
from Michaels.

WHAT TO DO
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1.

Design your cup, then draw!

2.

Dry out the paint. An hour would do.

3.

Bake it in the oven. We sent our young designers home with instructions on how to
heat set the designs.

4.

Do not preheat the oven. Place the mug in
the oven, then turn it on to 350 degrees, wait
30 minutes, then turn off the oven, and wait
for it to cool.

5.

Wash the cups gently.

WriteGirl: Poetry Workshop
recap by McKenna Blackshire, age 14
There is always something daunting about
seeing or even being a part of a tight-knit
community such as WriteGirl. WriteGirl is “a
creative writing and mentoring organization
that promotes creativity, critical thinking, and
leadership skills to empower teen girls.” They
give teen girls the opportunity to work with
a writing mentor that they can meet with once
a week and host public events here members
can get together and attend mini writing
workshops with guest speakers and teachers. After having participated in only one
event, I could see the unspoken connections
that everyone in the room shared. They were
all there because of the passion they had for
writing. The sense of community was shown
in how kind everyone was, striking up conversations with those they didn’t know. The
event started with three unique speakers,
each bringing their own take and perspective
on writing and manipulating writing to highlight their passions and talents in their own
forms of the medium. Each of the speakers
lead a workshop. I participated in
one that revolved around the appreciation of your heritage and your

family. We each recalled a loved one and
used them as a way to inspire our writing. It
was a very different experience because, for
me, my writing revolves around my idealistic
standards. It pushed me to try writing in different ways, such as using others in my life
as inspiration. Write Girl is an amazing opportunity for aspiring teenage writers, those
who love writing as a hobby, or those who
just want to get better at it. It allows you to
write in a way that a typical English class
would not.

Photos by
WriteGirl
Volunteer
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ONE CITY ONE STORY 2017

This year’s contest challenged kid and teen writers to share a story about traveling or
travelers. Thank you to the writing contest judges: Tiffany Duenas, Jean Penn, McKenna
Blackshire, Madison Comick, Haneen Eltaib, and Maya Wong.
A first, second, and third place winners were selected for three categories. The elementary school category accepted entries from 3-5th graders; the middle school category was for
6-8th graders; the high school category was for 9-12th graders. Only the middle and high
school winners are featured in the Teen Zine.

MIDDLE SCHOOL
First Place
“Goodbye Vietnam”
Simone Nguyen, Grade 8, Blair Middle School

In 1975, the United States left Vietnam.
The U.S. claimed they “left with honor,” but
as my dad recalls, there was no honor when
they left. They were at war with the communists for ten years, but when they realized
they were going to lose they left, leaving the
South Vietnamese to fend for themselves. To
my dad and his family, the communists were
ruthless, merciless and evil. They wanted to
6

destroy capitalism, so naturally, my grandfather, a business owner, was scared and
knew that he had to leave. We see pictures
all the time of one main evacuation and I’d
like to say that my family somehow got on
that helicopter on the roof at the U.S. embassy in Vietnam and flew away to America.
Sadly, that didn’t happen. They were in Saigon, but they couldn’t leave.

For the adults, this was obviously stressful. For my dad, twelve years old at the time,
this situation was fun. Cousins and other
relatives that he’d never seen before were at
his house, and they had nothing to do, so
they all played together. It was an endless
supply of friends that distracted my dad from
worrying about the future.
Meanwhile, my grandparents tried to
leave many times. One time, there was a
huge boat, a freighter ship, which would take
them to Australia. It was docked at a warehouse near a river in Saigon. The family
went to the warehouse the day they were
supposed to leave to wait to get on the ship.
But they heard that North and South Vietnamese were back in negotiations, which
might make it possible to stay in their home.
When my father and grandfather went back
to the warehouse later on just to check if
they were loading, they saw that the ship
had left. My grandfather said that he had
seen a part of the ship floating in the river,
but my dad thinks that he said this to comfort
himself.
One night, a man came to their house
and told my grandfather that my grandfather’s sister had made a successful journey
to Thailand and had sent this man back to
Vietnam to take my dad’s family to Thailand.
They had a way out. My grandfather ushered
all the kids, six in total, to go upstairs. They
laid out the plan. In the morning, they were
to head down to the bus station. Then they
would take a bus to a little village south of
Saigon where they would get on the boat.
They could not walk together for that would
arouse suspicion. They couldn’t let anyone
know that they were leaving.
Very early the next morning, they got
ready and locked the door. I wonder if they
looked back. Walking with one child hand in
hand, my grandma carried one tote bag.
One bag for their trip. The children walked in
pairs about one hundred yard behind each
other. They took the bus to this village they
called the West, where they stayed at a motel for the day because the boat they were

taking leaves at night. In the evening, they
all went to the port, but my grandfather went
ahead. He got on the shrimp boat that would
connect to the boat that would take them to
Thailand. The children saw him in this boat,
heading along down the river and cried, “Hi
dad! Hi!” while waving their arms. My grandfather looked straight ahead in fear that other people would find out that they were trying
to escape.
The seven of them were alone on the
shrimp boat. It was small, about the size of
the closet. The shrimp boat took them to a
holding boat, where they would then wait for
the boat to Thailand. Finally, the boat arrived. It was small and it didn’t look like it
should be on the ocean. Nevertheless, my
family piled in it. There were about fifty people in the boat, all crowded in the engine
room. That’s it. People could go outside or
stay in the engine room. My dad remembers
seeing this light, this glow, of Vietnam on the
shore. As they went further and further into
the open ocean, the light receded. On the
first night, there was a storm. Violent waves
and icy winds forced the boat to stop at an
island to wait out the storm. The conditions
inside the boat were terrible. People got
seasick and they threw up inside the engine
room, which soon began to smell of vomit.
One of my aunts couldn’t stand to be inside
the boat any longer, so she went outside. I
picture her holding onto the side of the boat,
hair whipping around her face. At least she
got some fresh air. They persisted. Another
night, another storm. For this one there wasn’t an island for them to stop at. At one point,
you would see the sky, a second later, you
would see the bottom of the ocean. In the
daytime, it didn’t seem like they were moving
because they had no reference point. “Boat,
sea, sun, horizon. That’s it,” as my dad put it.
The trip took four days.
On the fourth day, they saw the glow
again. It was the refugee camp in Thailand.
My dad remembers that it looked very civilized. People streamed out from who knows
where looking for relatives on the boat. The
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boat docked on the side of the river next to a
park where everybody lived, surrounded by
barricades the police had put up. My dad’s
family set up homes for themselves made up
of bamboo, and they slept on mats on the
sand.

Those mats on the beach were the first
home the family had outside of Vietnam, but
it led to me writing about his journey in Pasadena. Even though I have never been to
Vietnam, I carry this journey with me.

Second Place
“Home”
Rhea Calva-Despard, Grade 7, Blair Middle School
Sometimes I feel like my life is one of
those inspiring movies, with the kid that gets
sick or injured, and then at the end, some
miracle happens, and they’re better. The only
difference: in this movie, I don’t get better. I
look at the white walls around me, covered in
pictures and get-well letters. The cards on
my desk look so cheery and colorful in contrast to my mood and physical feeling. I feel
like crud, which is not surprising, considering
my condition. I look at the needles and tubes
in my body and wish I could just go home.
Permanently. When I get the rare occasion to
stay home for a few weeks or months at a
time, my friends ask me a lot of things.
Like, Do I enjoy traveling? My answer: No.
There’s more than a one-word answer,
same as my condition. I have Alveolar Rhabdomyosarcoma, or ARMS if you prefer. Basically to summarize it, I have cancer in my
muscles surrounding my bones, which is
painful, and that’s putting it simply. Do I travel for fun? No. I travel for treatments, which,
let me tell you, is no party. My survival
chances: I have no idea. Everyone just tells
me that this will make me better, or this will
kill that stupid disease, but they don’t like to
mention it might also kill me. For kids my
age—ages 15 and younger, the survival
chances are 53% to 67%. I’m thirteen, and
I’ve been stuck with ARMS for a year and a
half.
I wish that when I travel, my hair could
grow back. Then the pictures mom took of
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me wouldn’t be pictures that I look back on
and automatically think, “That sucked.” I
remember when I got a treatment from a
specialist in Italy, Mom and I detoured before
we went home and visited the leaning tower
of Pisa. That was honestly a bad move on
both my mom’s part and mine. That treatment felt like knives digging into my joints.
Every time I moved or took a step forward,
Mom was there, holding my weight so I didn’t
collapse. I don’t think she enjoyed the trip
anymore than I did. If I hadn’t been sick, it
would have been fun. If I hadn’t been sick,
we probably wouldn’t have been anywhere
near Italy.
Before I was diagnosed with ARMS, my
parents were saving up for a trip to Bora
Bora. It was my dad’s dream to take the
family there, because that’s where he and
Mom went for their honeymoon. The whole
plan was scrapped when Dr. Todd announced my cancer. Now all the money is
wasted on treatments that so far haven’t
helped. I asked Mom if I could please use the
Make A Wish program to get our vacation to
Bora Bora as an apology for wasting their
money. But of course, Mom and Dad told
me, “Use the wish for yourself, honey,” and
“You’re not wasting our money!” Somehow,
they believe this will convince me that traveling to different states and countries doesn’t
cost much.
Doctors always ask me if my flight was
okay, and Mom always tells me to be polite;

in other words, be dishonest. The one part of
traveling I enjoy is when I get back home and
crash on my bed. I also like when we fly over
the ocean and go to tropical places. I enjoy
having a hotel room on the beach. I enjoy
every morning waking up, then walking out
and dipping my toes in the water. When my
family travels for fun, I seem to enjoy everything so much more.
“Maddie,” Mom’s voice interrupts my
thoughts. “We can leave now. They finished
the treatment.” I don’t remember getting any
injection surgery, therapy, or a heavy dose of
drugs. “But I didn’t get a treatment,” I say. “I
know,” Mom says. “We’re leaving right now
because we have to go home.” YES!!! No
offense to Texas, but I was not looking forward to any treatments. Suddenly it strikes
me. “Why?” I ask. “Because Dr. Todd believes your ARMS has transformed into arthritis!!!” Only Mom can say that with a smile
“Arthritis?” I ask. “Yes, but with physical therapy, the doctors think that it can recede to
only joint discomfort when your body needs
rest.”
“How long will that take?” I ask cautiously.
“About a year, max. At least, that’s what
Todd thinks.” Okay, only a year. This is crazy. Wait. Wait. What? “Wait, did Todd mean I
don’t have ARMS anymore? It’s just arthri-

tis?” I realize this was not clarified. “Yes,”
Mom replies. “According to most recent
blood tests, ARMS is gone.” “Wait. Really!?”
Tears stream down my face. I realize this is
the day that I, Maddie Owens, am free from
Alveolar Rhabdomyosarcoma.
The plane ride home goes smoothly until
the airport loses my luggage, but I’m so happy, I don’t mind. My coffee colored hair is
going to grow back, and I’m going to take
really good care of it. I might even dye my
tips a bright color! My whole family is at the
airport when we arrive with a sign that says,
“Congratulations!” Once we get home,
there’s a voicemail from Dr. Todd saying he’s
very proud of me, and that it’s unlikely I will
ever get sick again. I don’t need Make A
Wish anymore and I would like to stay at
home for a million years. Traveling is overrated.
I wake up to realize I’m alone, and that it’s
almost noon. My family arrives a few minutes
later with takeout. Later, after I brush my
teeth, I look in the mirror, I see a strong person, someone who has looked death directly
in the eye and survived. Traveling has left
me a little jetlagged but I don’t mind. I survived. And right now, that is enough for me.

Third Place
“Little Black Me—From Africa to America”
Ian Macklin Sims, Grade 7, Blair Middle School

Little black me, little black me,
In a world where my people are not free,
Where I need just a closer walk with Thee,
Little black me, little black me.
Funny black me, funny black me,
What’s so funny ‘bout little black me?
Living up to your ruthless expectations,
To then have to deal with your cruel confrontations.

Funny black me, funny black me,
You laugh as if something’s funny about little
black me,
You stare, then laugh, then repeat. What a
feat.
I have a slight glimpse now of what you think
is funny.
Ugly black me, ugly black me,
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What an ugly, bananna-lovin- monkey
What a disturbing sight to see,
That ugly black me.
The ugly black me that all of you see,
Whom you never appreciate… what a strong
word, huh?
Well, see, you “appreciated” us enough to
come all the way to Africa, the motherland of
Earth, gather us up, scare us by terror, throw
us on boats in which we could not move, fed
us nothing, gave us nothing, let us die in the
arms of our dead brothers and sisters, threw
us into the arms of the white man who threw
us into the arms of enslavement until Abraham Lincoln said THAT’S ENOUGH over 250
years later with the help of Harriet Tubman,
Frederick Douglass, Nat Turner, and
Soujurner Truth, then said “Wait, we don’t
want them here in ‘our’ America,” which everyone knows in their dear heart that it was
built by the bare hands of BLACK men and
women, blacks who were then segregated for
72 years, “let free,” then who were put back
on the slaveship going to either prison or the

cemetery, either life at Harvard or life gets
Harder, either fairly well or on welfare, enjoying the shade of tall trees and before we
know it, we are hanging from them.
Ugly black me gets his scars from all that
he’s been through,
So don’t call me ugly, call me human,
I know that my level of education surprises
you,
I don’t think you know that your little miseducation scheme, it didn’t
work.
Not many people can relate to my experiences.
Y’all just got little love taps.
We got fatal beatings.
A whipping sentence was a death sentence.
Sentenced to death while yearning for freedom, going to the extreme
limits to get it.
Yeah, I may be little, I may be funny…
But I know good and well God makes no
mistakes.

HIGH SCHOOL
First Place
“Blue Eyes”
Teresa Fundter, Grade 9, La Cañada High School

They say traveling the globe is peaceful,
inspiring, jaw-dropping. And it can be, if you
choose to avoid basic things in life along with
those wonderful moments. You need to embrace the darkness, the destruction, thepain in order to fully grasp the lives of the
people in the places that you travel. Let me
take you back to June of 2013, Syria.
I was resting in my small hotel room. It
wasn’t much. A desk. A bed. A lamp. I lay,
stretched across my bed, uploading the pictures that I had taken that day onto my laptop. I leave my room for a moment to use the
10

bathroom down the hall. A nervous woman
wearing a jet black Abaya walks past me,
and we make eye contact. I smile, nod, like
any courteous person would. Her strikingly
blue eyes contrast her dark skin tone, and I
stare. She nervously averts her glance from
mine and continues to rush down the dim
hallway.
I shake my head and smile, wondering if
my foreign appearance or my staring scared
her away. Perhaps it was a combination of
both. I shrug, shake my head again, and step
into the bathroom.

Like my room, it isn’t much, but it is something. Two small stalls, one dirty sink, a
cracked mirror, one flickering overhead light.
Luxury is just a material thing that many people cannot afford in Syria. I don’t mind,
though. I proceed to turn on the sink and
splash the frigid water into my travel weary
face. I turn off the sink, lean heavily on it, and
look in the cracked, dirty mirror. I wipe the
grime off of my face with my t-shirt and head
back to my room.
Once I enter my room, I hear yelling in
Arabic originating somewhere in the street
outside my window. This is common in Syria,
so I pay no attention. I check my laptop,
which tells me that it will be another twentyseven minutes before the pictures are burned
onto my computer. I flop onto my bed and
close my eyes. The yelling gets louder and
louder, then a woman’s voice joins in.
Screams of terror flood from building to building. I snap open my eyes and race to my
window. I throw the ratty shade to the side
and look out my window.
There, in the middle of the dirt street, a
woman in a black Abaya stands. She appears to be arguing with some men in front of
the hotel. I fling open the window and startle
her. The woman’s hand pulls back a flap on
her Abaya, revealing a small device. I cannot
tell what it is from my vantage point, but my
flinging open of my window has caught her
attention. She stares at me, her hand hovering above the small device. The striking blue
eyes that I saw in the hall stare back at me. I
see torment, inner conflict, hesitation… a
plea for help. My brow furrows. I open my
mouth to talk to her, and that is the moment I
realize. It is also the moment she pushes the
button on her suicide bomb.
Ceiling panels begin to fall to my feet and
the lamp flickers, once, twice, before cutting
off its light completely. I cower under the
desk, covering my head with my hands.
Once the initial shock wears off, I hear
screams and crying. I have to help. This is
my immediate thought, but it takes a moment
before my trembling limbs realize my brain is

yelling, Move, move, they need help!
I will the strength back into my body before pushing myself past the rubble and out
the door. Mothers crowd the doorways with
curious and frightened children hiding behind
them. Fathers speak rapidly in Arabic, only
worrying about the protection of their families. Then there are the few foreigners like
me that seem shaken. Everyone seems all
right.
I push my way through the growing crowd
in the hall to the stairway. I shove open the
door leading to the staircase and pound
down two fights of stairs. I race to the area
where the doors to the hotel once stood,
where there is now just open air. I sprint into
the street where the woman was. Everyone
is coughing, debris is falling; buildings are
collapsing. Please please please. Please let
her have survived. I prayed to whatever higher power would listen. She needed help; I
could see it in her eyes. Let me help her.
Please please please.
A young man stumbles by me with a
young girl, most likely his sister, limp in his
arms. An old man’s leg has been crushed by
a piece of debris that has fallen from the
building nearby. A child screams for its mother, waiting all the while. Dust clogs the air,
leaving those on the street coughing vehemently. I push these images to the back of
my mind, a memory of pain, of suffering, of
anguish. Something that will haunt me forever.
I finally reach the crater in the street
caused by her explosion. I fall to my knees
and peer over the lip, looking for any signs of
life. The dust is still clearing, but I can see a
dark form at the bottom, not moving, not
breathing. The dust soon clears enough that I
can see her lying at the bottom. She is missing her body from the legs down. I begin to
shake uncontrollably. My trembling hand
covers my mouth to keep me from throwing
up. I look away and clench my eyes shut. But
for some reason I force myself to look back
into the ditch.
There the woman lays, the remainder of
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her body spayed almost gracefully in the dirt. a face no longer covered by her Abaya.
Her body is covered in dirt and dust. My
Her striking blue eyes stare into mine, but
eyes slowly venture up to her exposed face, this time, they are content.
Second Place
“Dreams of a Refugee”
Sally Ho, Grade 9, Arcadia High School

Whenever I look up into the night sky, I’m
staring into a thousand twinkling lights and
realizing that each one represents a person
with light inside, even if it’s dark and cold on
the outside. The sun was still sleeping as my
oldest sister nudged me awake. In a few
hours, the sun would pierce through the cold
darkness and bring its warmth and light into
our world. Compared to the other members
of my family, I moved lethargically and with
hesitation. I was then told to gather my things
and be ready to leave. “How long will we be
gone?” I pondered. So, I grabbed my lucky
charm on a table beside where we slept. My
sister then took my arm and the next thing I
remember, is that we all ran. My father had
convinced a farmer to give us a ride along
the dangerous roads to a city north of Damascus, Homs. Hiding next to barrels of
chickpeas with limited space wasn’t great. In
addition, we were traveling in a donkey
drawn wagon on an unpaved road and whenever the road was uneven, my behind knew.
Sitting in that wagon was frankly, very tedious. So, I would sometimes imagine a place
where I had anything I wanted. Right then, I
had wanted to go home. But little did I know
that two years later, our little two-room place
would be nothing more than a chemical
wasteland.
It was the early hours of my twelfth birthday when gravity pulled large canisters of
metal filled with chemical gases towards the
ground of my home village. Luckily, I wasn’t
at home when it happened. After word of
“demonstrations” in March of 2011 spread,
my parents and older siblings fled Jobar,
12

which now lay in ruins on the outskirts of
Damascus. The number of deaths ranged
from about 250 to 1,720 people after the
Ghouta chemical attack. My parents had
saved up in anticipation of the current issues
getting out of hand. It turns out that the Syrian Civil War was caused by a group of rebels
who were protesting against the current leader, Bashar al-Assad. Then, the government
got violent and outside parties each took a
side. This caused the problem to turn into
absolute chaos. So, as an innocent civilian, I
was just trying to escape the war.
My feet had fallen asleep after sitting in
that wagon for a day. We were now in Homs
and about to make a four-day walk to Aleppo. However, after a few hours of walking,
my feet were blistered and my sandals were
worn out and ripped. But nonetheless, I had
to continue walking. During the day we rested and at dusk, night, and dawn we walked
quickly and silently. After reaching Aleppo,
we were ready to cross the Syrian border to
a city in Turkey, Kilis. Soldiers marched back
and forth walls of barbed wire and brick.
There was tents set up with people waiting
inside them. At the time, I didn’t understand
what they were waiting for. But now know
that it would never come unless they were
willing to sacrifice some lives.
My father had found an underground
tunnel that would let us escape, but we had
to wait for a distraction. One week later, our
miracle came. I had felt it at the tip of my
nose when it came. Syria rarely gets rain and
when it did, it really rained. As soon as the
guards started to retreat to their tents, we ran

to the tunnel. Although my feet were blistered, burned, and bloody, I ran as quickly as
I could because there was nothing more that
I had wanted than to get out of that situation.
After two more hours of walking, the clouds
had begun to clear up. I looked up into the
sky to find a rainbow that pointed me into the
direction I needed to go and sure enough, I
could see Kilis in the distance. Coincidentally, we had just enough money for a taxi to
take all of us to Gaizentep because it wasn’t
safe to be so close to the border.
After a year in Gaizentep, we had made
enough money to send my father and oldest
brother to America where they would find
better jobs to sponsor the rest of our family.
Another year had passed and we now had
enough money to send all of us to New York.
I had packed my things without hesitation
and was ready to go to the Gaizentep airport.
Fifteen hours after a long, enduring flight, we
had landed in America. I didn’t know any
English and so their words sounded like a
symphony of flies buzzing through my head.
“Haalima,” I had heard someone call my
name. I turned around, saw my brother

standing next to my father, and embraced
them in a hug as tears accumulated around
my eyes.
When people ask me what my name
means and where I’m from, I tell them my
story. A little over two years ago, when people asked me to tell them my story, I
would’ve told them the story of a little girl
who missed her home. Today, that little girl
isn’t a little girl anymore because she had to
grow up way quicker than she should have.
She knows that home isn’t a place. Home is
a feeling of safety and love that you get when
you’re around those you love. She found that
out when she discovered her hometown of
Jobar was destroyed and she would never
forget the people she knew or who she was.
Haalima’s name means ‘dreamer’ in Arabic. I
will be remembered as Haalima, the girl who
carried on the memories and dreams of her
hometown and delivered the stories of each
of the people from Jobar to the world. I
rubbed my fingers over the imprints in my
favorite charm and relived those memories of
home, the journey, and the present one last
time.

Third Place
“The Ghost of Theodore Bushnell”
Alaina Joby, Grade 9, Anderson W. Clark Magnet High School
The wind blew in a fury against the trees
that danced its wild routine as Mandy and I
followed the guide to the inn. Rudderford
Fields had only one inn—if you could call it
an inn. The hamlet didn’t have enough money to operate one so they set up an old
church for housing its sparse visitors. Mandy
insisted we come here; she had but a couple
weeks to turn in her report about some mysterious plant that only grew in these neck of
the woods. Truth be told, I was looking for an
adventure. And this ghost quiet village of
Rudderfield Fields seemed to be the apt
place for one.

The church was a run down Gothic structure, the type you would expect from the
movies. The sprawling gardens all shared a
grey hue, with wild brambles that rubbed
against our legs as we made our way to the
entrance. Shadows welcomed us when the
guide opened the rickety door.
Inside, makeshift room-dividers separated
the rooms, allowing for a limited amount of
privacy. That wasn’t really required, considering we were the only visitors this village
had at the moment.
We dumped our luggage into the far corner of our “room” and went down our sepa13

rate ways. Mandy scheduled a tour with the
innkeeper while I paged through a small
booklet about our vacation place. Mandy
seemed excited to come here; it would help
her research after all. As a staunch friend, I
just had to accompany her. I knew this little
village would satisfy my sudden thirst for
adventure. Something was creeping in between the crippling buildings; I could smell it.
“Oh, yeah,” Mandy was saying to the
guide, putting her glasses back on, “I heard
he used to be the mayor? What was his
name again?”
The guide was a thin little man whose
skin looked like it had been stretched across
his face. Everyone around here knew him as
“Moony” so that was what we called him.
“That is right, Ms. Garcia. Theodore Bushnell was a loved mayor. He started the Department of Agriculture & Tourism sometime
during the 20’s, but it died with him.”
“Rudderford Fields was a farm?” I asked,
surprised at how such a desolate place could
have once been an agricultural booming
spot.
Moony looked sad, or, to be more accurate, sadder. “This place used to be a traveling hotspot. That all stopped when Mayor
Bushnell passed. A couple tourists from Mexico once saw a fat burly man, pearly whitealmost transparent, walking around this
church. Folks say it is the ghost of Bushnell
but none of us folks from Rudderford Fields
has seen him. It’s always tourists.”
I felt Mandy’s shoulders tense.
And right on cue, a flash of lightning followed by the low rumble of thunder announced the beginning of rain as the familiar
patter of water hitting the weak church roof
rang throughout the inn. The sound of rain
seemed to be the only thing familiar to us in
this melancholy place. That, and Mandy’s
usual glances at the altar to look out for the
ghost of Theodore Bushnell.
“I hope Moony didn’t scare you, Mandy,” I
ventured after Moony had left.
Mandy managed to hold a brave face,
“What? No! There’s no way one little “ghost”
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is ruining this trip! We will both get what we
want and have fun doing it. One little story
won’t scare me.”
“Good,” I told her, “because, traveling
always brings up weird stories which we
should not let intimidate us. Embrace the
oddness.”
“Yeah,” Mandy muttered, “Embrace.”
Nothing eventful happened after that and
we settled into bed. The rain gradually
stopped and left the earth soft and musty as
the hours slowly dwindled away.
I was all snuggled up in bed when a sharp
scream rang through my dreams and woke
me up. Bolting up in bed, I realized the
scream had not come from my dream, but
from Mandy. Her eyes were focused on the
decaying altar and her whole body seemed
to be shaking.
“Mandy, everything okay?” I asked, hurrying to her.
“C-Catherine! There, o-on the altar. I saw
him!” she stuttered.
“The ghost?” I asked instinctively.
She nodded.
I went up to the altar to get a closer look
but there wasn’t a single living, or undead,
thing to be seen there. Even the rodents of
Rudderford Fields had standards.
“Mandy, there’s nobody here. It was probably your brain playing tricks on you,” I went
back to her, “You should really get some
sleep. That ship ride was tiring.”
We went back to bed but I could see Mandy restlessly turn around.
“Catherine, you awake?” she called out
softly after a while.
“Yeah.”
“I’m booking plane tickets back to San
Diego right now. I don’t want to spend another second here.”
I sat up in bed. “What, why? What about
your research? That’s the whole reason you dragged me to this place. Besides,
this is an interesting place don’t you think?”
“A bit too interesting, yes,” she said using
that tone she uses when she has set her
mind on something. I could hear her scuffling

around to get her phone. Oh, well. It was
interesting while it lasted.

Moony didn’t give us that. I’ve never seen
that box before.”
Mandy looked confused. “Well, I found it
“Hey, it was nice of Moony to get us this
in my backpack. Nobody could have sneaked
casserole dish for our trip back, wasn’t it?”
into the church,” she paused. “There’s a
Mandy asked me later on, the next day, while note.”
we were on the plane. “Did you tell him we
And I have to say, that one note changed
were leaving?”
our entire trip.
I looked up from my magazine and saw
Mandy holding a small box wrapped in brown You guys were fun! Come back soon!
paper.
-T.B.
“No, we just left. I didn’t tell anybody.

ART
This year’s art contest, like the writing contest, challenged kid and teen artists to explore
the theme of traveling or travelers. Thank you to the art contest judges: Mark Cedeno, Marie
Plug, Shauna Redmond, and Tara Smith.
A first, second, and third place winners were selected for three categories. The elementary school category accepted entries from 3-5th graders; the middle school category was for
6-8th graders; the high school category was for 9-12th graders. Here are the teen winners
from these categories.

MIDDLE SCHOOL
First Place
“By the Swamp”
James Fallon, Grade 6,
South Pasadena Middle School
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Second Place
“Pegasus Pulling Covered Wagon”
Anna Elizabeth Phelan, Grade 7, Canyon View Academy

Third Place
“Preparing for Takeoff”
Clarissa Ayala, Grade 8
St. Andrews School
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HIGH SCHOOL
First Place
“The Adventurer’s Cap”
Miko Sellier, Grade 9
Bellarmine Jefferson High School

Second Place
“Prologue to Waking Up in a New World”
Kristina Yin, Grade 11
Flintridge Preparatory School

Third Place
“One-Way Street”
Kira Toal, Grade 10
Immaculate Heart High School
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by McKenna Blackshire, age 14

The
Mental
Health
Resource Center
Reception began
with two Teen Advisory
Board members, Frissiel
Juscamatia and Meep Gomez, talking to the audience about their own experiences and beliefs related to mental
Health. This was followed by representatives
from several organizations, each specializing in mental
health, or more specifically, teen’s mental health in different
ways. Mental Health can stretch from feeling safe in your neighbor
hood and knowing how to take care of your physical self, to commonly
known conditions such as depression and anxiety.
The Pasadena Public Health Department discussed how hard it
could be to feel confident enough to get help for any mental condition you may have,
but that it is still possible to get the help that you need. I learned that 1 out of 5 people have
some form of mental illness. That is too large a percentage of the population for people to
still be ashamed of their conditions.
Emily Wu Truong of Each Mind Matters and NAMI shared her own story of living with
her mental conditions; she couldn’t find the resources she needed, so she made her own.
Emily taught herself how to live healthy and feel capable with her mental conditions until
she was able to find the help that best suited her. The organizations she represents both
enforce that mental conditions should not be stigmatized, they do not have to define who
you are and you should not have to hide them.
Elliot Snow, a teen representative from Teen Line, a hotline for teens where the calls
are answered by other teens. Teens can call to talk about any problem they might be facing or having difficulties talking to someone they know about mental illness. Sometimes, it
makes teens feel more comfortable when they can “talk to people within their age group
who are going through or have gone through something similar”.
Day One organization focuses on the things we wouldn’t usually consider factors in
or mental conditions: physical health and the certainty of our safety. Day One has a group
for teenagers that meet every Wednesday, where you can meet and connect with people
by sharing your problems.
The last presenter was from Dveal Family & Youth Services, an organization fo18

cused on teens in the foster system who are considered “mentally ill or unstable” and
“unwanted”. The presenter shared that specifically for one of the teens she fostered, the
remnants of the physical abuse they went through didn’t go away immediately after getting
out of that unsafe environment, that it still stuck in their brains and hearts. That is true for a
lot of different mental conditions especially because a lot cannot be “cured,” you have to
learn to live with the pain, sadness or exhaustion to a point where it becomes less difficult.
For more information about Mental Health, you can check out the still growing mental
health resource center located in Teen Central at Pasadena Central Library, or look online
at resources at http://cityofpasadena.libguides.com/webteen/

Photos by Jane Gov
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MOVIE DISCUSSION
recap by Angel Gomez & Genevieve Harvey at 3 North and reflected on it with a discussion and prepared questions.
Even though we live in an age where we
Though the overall opinion of the movie
can access information almost instantly,
was positive, most attendees felt as if the
sometimes it’s hard to spread awareness of romance was overbearing and took away
certain topics society views as “problems” or focus from other areas of the original story.
“controversial.” An example of this is the topic We believed that the 5-day stay was far too
of mental illnesses, mental health, and how
quick for a recovery though it was mentioned
to seek help. The Teen Advisory
that having Craig say he might never fully
Board decided to challenge the misconceprecover brought some realism back into the
tions and fears surrounding mental health
situation.
since it was a topic close and important to
Most in attendance agreed that Craig’s
members of the team. We planned to bring
thought process and hospitalization was
knowledge and tools through library events
accurate (even if his actual stay was not) and
and available resources so that more teens
appreciated that the rest of 3 North’s populaand young adults would be knowledgeable
tion was humanized and portrayed in a nonon their own and their loved ones’ mental
vilifying way. When asked if they would have
health.
acted similarly to Craig, those who have had
One way we decided to do this was
experiences similar to the movie’s situation
through a movie viewing and discussion of
reported that they would have liked to believe
the movie’s themes. A suitable choice for this they would, but often it was someone else
event was, It’s Kind of a Funny Story by the who noticed when they needed help. All
late Ned Vizzini in which the main character teens in attendance had some previous
deals with depression as Vizzini did himself. knowledge about mental illness and had
The movie focuses on Craig and his jour- either dealt with mental illnesses or knew
ney through five days of treatment at the
someone who had. After the discussion,
psychiatric wing he checked himself into. In
many felt they knew some more information
“3 North” (as the characters refer to the ward) and tools to help someone dealing with deCraig has a chance to work through what
pression.
troubles him. He makes friends and helps
Overall, it was an informative discussion
others as they help him, and he finds what he and helped us as TAB continue spreading
really wants out of life. We watched his stay information and awareness to teens and
young adults.
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Movie Discussion

Many
people feel
recap by Genevieve Harvey, age 13
uncomfortable
talking about the issue of
thought
mental illness, and thinking about how they
loved her. Sam doesn’t tell people her story
can deal with it or how they would react
unless she feels that the person is trustworwhen hearing someone’s story. The Teen
thy enough. Charlie decides to sit with Sam
Advisory Board has tackled that phobia by
and Patrick one day, which completely
showcasing a movie and discussion every
changes his life. He is accepted into this
month relating to mental illness. The time
group of “misfit children” that Sam and Patallows the participants to either share their
rick’s friends, who have also witnessed injusexperiences or just talk about how well they tices, are a part of. He helps Sam with her
think the movie portrayed mental illness.
SAT and over time falls in love with her.
This month’s movie, The Perks of Being a Symptoms of another mental breakdown
Wallflower, starts off by showing Charlie on occur as he realizes that the people who
his first day of high school. Charlie is a boy
helped get him out of his shell will soon be
who lost his friend to suicide the previous
going off to college. He cannot gain control of
year, writes to an anonymous person about his mind, and is hospitalized. In the hospital,
how his life is going, and recently had a men- he uncovers the root of his problem: he was
tal breakdown because of the injustices that abused by his Aunt as a child, and because
affect good people, who he believes don’t
she died in a car crash while retrieving his
deserve it, while he just sits and watches.
birthday present, he blames himself for her
Charlie tends to be alone, has no friends,
death. He talks more about his problems,
and instead wants to watch people live their understands that life has its bumps in the
lives instead of living his own.
road, and accepts that his friends will always
In his first class, an eccentric and outbe with him.
going senior named Patrick shows an imperDuring the discussion, our participants
sonation of the wood class instructor. He
were able to share personal experiences,
gets scorned for doing so, but his reason for connect with each other by asking very imacting up is so that the freshmen can feel
portant questions, and contribute to the diswelcomed and acquainted with the school.
cussion in someway. As a group, we were
Charlie appreciates how he cares about the able to see how realistic the movie was, and
freshmen and starts to admire how noncha- discuss how we could shift the view of menlant Patrick’s personality is. Patrick is homo- tal illness from an “undiscussable problem” to
sexual and struggles to keep his sexuality a a “network that helps to bring it to attention.”
secret while also protecting his boyfriend,
In the end, I believe the movie was a great
who plays on the football team and whose
way to allow viewers to see how other people
parents are also unaware of his sexuality.
view the world, deal with the world, and how
Patrick has a stepsister named Sam, who we can help to understand their perception
had been abused by many men who she
of the world.
21

Ceiling in the Floor – Lineage Dance
recap by Alaina Joby, age 14

The Pasadena Public Library hosted the
Lineage Dance Company for a performance
on February 11, 2017. The Lineage Dance
Company is a contemporary dance company
dedicated to raising awareness for several
non-profit organizations. The piece they
performed this Saturday was titled “Ceiling in
the Floor” and was about how a couple of
high school students – Brandon and Hillary –
connected through their similar passion for
music and became close friends. Their
friendship would have been perfect, had it
not been for Brandon’s depression that
caused him to get sudden seizures
and have suicidal thoughts. After college, he
suddenly cut Hillary out of his life and they
lived like that for a decade. Brandon had a
history of suicide attempts that continued
during this ten-year break. Unfortunately, this
time, he was successful and left Hillary with
only hours and hours of music he had composed for her.
Overall, the performance was excellent.
The program was part monologue and part
dance and it really anchored the tone of the
story. Told from Hillary’s perspective, the
narrative stirs great emotion among the audience. Personally, I liked the production for its
smooth narration and impressive dance
22
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steps. The dancers were well-rehearsed and
the moves flowed and synchronized with one
another. It was definitely a magnificent way
to raise awareness for people with mental
disorders and opened a doorway to see how
life might change for someone diagnosed
with one.

https://www.teenlineonline.org/
INTERVIEWERS: Jane Gov, Chris Gonzalez
INTERVIEWEES: Thomas Attwood, Elliot Snow

JANE: What do you do for Teen Line?

and emails as an observer, so they’re helpful too but the ultimate goal is to become a
THOMAS: I’m a “teen listener”, so basically listener and work your way up.
I’ve gone through all the training to become
a listener and a listener is someone who
JANE: So what inspired you to start volunactually answers the phone calls. We have teering for Teen Line?
the trainees, the observers, and the listeners. The trainees are when you go in, and
THOMAS: So, the honest answer is “school
you just learn about every topic imaginable community service”, but I mean it became
that someone could be calling in for. That
so much more that that you know, really
could be mental health problems, suicidal
fast. I needed something, so I applied, and
feelings, drug problems, family issues… so the next thing led to the next thing, and I got
you just learn about all of that in a big room involved, and it’s been the most amazing
with all the other people in your group, and experience. I do way beyond what my
once you pass that, you become an observ- school requires just because it’s a huge
er, and are able to answer emails. You
time commitment and it’s amazing, rewardactually go in on the shift and observe the ing work, so it’s more than that for everyone
shift, and you do what’s called “role play”,
who works there, for sure.
which are practice calls, and those are 15
ELLIOT: I had a lot of friends in Freshman
set topics, and you do a practice call, and
year who were going through a variety of
you pass or fail that call. Once you pass all different things. I had friends who were
15, that’s when you become a listener and depressed, and who went through a lot of
you can actually answer calls. I just became topics we cover at Teen Line, a lot of the
a listener maybe three months ago? So I’ve crisis, and going through that experience
been taking calls for three months.
made me want to help them better, and it
made me want to help others who didn’t
JANE: Does everybody who go through the necessarily have a resource to go to, so
other two roles that you mentioned end up that’s why I chose to join Teen Line.
becoming listeners?
JANE: What did you learn during training?
THOMAS: Well, it’s really up to you how
Was there any particular thing that you
long you take. You can go in all the time
found surprising when you first started goand rush, or you can just take your time, but ing through training?
most people become a listener, you know,
that’s the ultimate goal, that’s what they
THOMAS: The thing I think struck me the
train you for. But you’re still answering texts most with training was, you know you’re in
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a group of people, and you're talking about
really serious topics, and you kind of find out
what everyone’s going through in that group
because you're open to share whatever you
want, about your experience with this. So, it
just gives you a really interesting perspective
that everyone’s going through something and
a lot of the time it’s something really serious.
Because you meet people, and you don’t
really think about that, but a lot of people are
going through a lot of really hard things. Most
people, if not all.
ELLIOT: We covered a variety of things in
teen line because we don’t know what people are going to come back to us with, so
with the massive range of stuff I definitely
learned new perspectives that I didn’t necessarily have before. I had a lot of friends who
were depressed, but I haven’t had a friend
who has been sexually assaulted, so hearing
that testimony or being moved by that, especially in our day and age, going to an all-girls
school and knowing that that’s probably
something that’s going to unfortunately affect
people that I know, Teen Line really opened
my eyes to that. And also, we were in the
same training group and everybody was
really amazing so like, learning that community...was an amazing experience
JANE: Can you tell me about a time where
you felt that you didn't really know how to
respond to someone on the phone?

someone to talk to, they don’t have people in
their lives who they can talk to and that’s
what we’re there for, we’re there to listen.
But at some point they need to start accepting my feedback and my resources, because
that’s a whole big part of it, I’m trying to help
them. I’m happy to listen to them as long as
they’re willing to reciprocate that and try to
help themselves.
JANE: How many people were in your training group?
THOMAS + ELLIOT: About 19 or 20.
JANE: And you go through it with the same
training group as well?
THOMAS: Yeah, you go through it with them
and you all become very close. You open up
and you’re very vulnerable there, and you
talk about whatever you want to it’s a really
safe place. That’s a huge part of Teen Line is
the friends you make through that.
JANE: Can you tell me about a time you
didn’t know how to respond to someone over
the phone? What was the most difficult thing
or frustration you might have felt with someone on the phone.

ELLIOT: I think the most extreme call I had
was when it was 9:55 and we got a call. The
procedure you go through when you get a
THOMAS: I mean, it’s not uncommon to feel call is you make sure that the person is safe,
stuck on a call, there are things that you do and then if it’s not a crisis it’s ok to be like “
and you were trained to handle the situation. we’re wrapping up” and that’s pretty much
If you feel stuck you ask questions , like you what I expected when I answered the phone
know, “how are you feeling right now?” or
at like 9:55. All my stuff was packed, like, I
something. But here are some calls when the don’t have a car so my mum was waiting for
person is just very difficult to talk to, you
me in the lobby. I answered the phone and it
know. I would say for me are the calls where was a crisis and it was someone that anpeople aren’t willing to help themselves.
swered, and they were bleeding. I stayed on
the phone with them like for an hour and I’d
JANE: What do you think about people who been trained for it. And I still think about her,
call but don’t accept help?
but I think that the thing that made it difficult
was towards the end when it was really like,
THOMAS: A lot of people they just wanted
she really didn’t want any help. And that was
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understandable and I had to just keep her on
the line and keep talking to her.
ELLIOT: Yeah, I got a call once from a
twelve year old girl that was like “a boy
JANE: In times like that, do you have a pro- asked me out and I don’t like him but he’s my
cedure? When you feel that someone really friend”. We get phone calls like that too and
is probably going to hurt themselves?
those are perfectly valid so it’s like, it’s such
a massive variety.
ELLIOT: It’s difficult, for instance what hap- THOMAS: Right, exactly. You never know
pened to me that I was on the phone with her what you’re going to pick up to when the
a long time to the point that I knew that she phone rings. It could be anything.
was OK, and not dead when we lost connection, but we figured out enough information
JANE: Did you find that your experience with
to report it. It is really difficult to have some- Teen Line changes the way you interact with
body hang up the phone or have there be a people or talk about mental health or to other
disconnection or have it be a crisis and not
youth? Do you find yourself talking about
completely know whatever happened to that Teen Line everywhere you go, for instance!?
person. There are people I’ve had calls with Or you overhear someone talking about
that I still think about, and I think that’s diffi- mental health and you sort of insert yourself
cult. I think coping with that is why I’m grate- like “Well, Actually!” (laughs).
ful we’re trained to be so close to each other
because we have each other to lean on in
THOMAS: Yeah we definitely know a lot, you
that moment. And also just, taking the advice learn a lot in training. It is something I talk to
we give others. Knowing that we did our best my friends about it, my friends know I do
and thinking about what we would say if we Teen Line and it helps me with those friends.
called in to use and taking our own advice.
It’s given me the listening skills and talents
that you need to really help that person. So
JANE: On the lighter side, were there any
that’s been a really huge part of it, I feel like
phone calls where you felt like, “wow! I really it’s helped me in that way. And yeah the way
helped someone today”?
I approach mental health too, because I
know so much more about these topics and
THOMAS: Most of them, I would say. You
I’ve actually talked to people who have been
hang up and you feel awesome, you help
going through these things so it gives you a
them and they help you. One of the best
different perspective on that for sure.
things that some of us find is that, when
ELLIOT: Everything that he said, and just in
we’re having a hard week going into Teen
general, Teen Line taught me to be a good
Line is one of the best things you can do,
listener because I am a very talkative perbecause it lets you escape your own probson. OS even though I had experience with
lems for a while and talk to someone and
this Teen Line taught me how to be like a
help them with theirs and it’s therapeutic
better resource for my friends and how to
almost. It makes you feel like “I just helped
take a break and have them talk to me and
someone’s life for the better, whether it was how to ask them the right questions so they
small or big”> It just feels awesome so for
could get out their feelings and I could be
sure. Some of us just keep coming in bebetter help to them.
cause it’s a great way to deal with your problems.
JANE: So I know you want to be in real estate, but what kind of careers are you looking
JANE: Do you ever get like a five minute
forward to, and has Teen Line influenced
phone call or something like that?
that in any way?
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ELLIOT: Right now I’m interested in a variety
of things. I’ve been interested in marine science my entire life, but I also always had an
interest in psychology and neuroscience but
it was always an afterthought like “that’s
really cool but I’m not sure” and now Teen
Line has me looking at schools that have
both and checking to see if they have dual
majors, so Teen Line has definitely interested me into neuroscience and psych and also
social work in general. I now think that if I get
to college and the hard sciences don’t sit
well with me, I’m seriously considering going
into social work and pursuing that, and helping people. It’s something that Teen Line has
really motivated me to do because it’s made
me realize that I’m capable of doing it.
THOMAS: One thing about it is that no matter what career you pick is that, you're dealing with people all the time.

more experienced than the teens are. That’s
just goes on for five hours. But hey [the
hours] fly by in my opinion...because you're
helping people and doing stuff. And sometimes you have slow night but it still flies by
because you're with your friends.
JANE: Is it weekly, or do you choose shifts
based on what’s available?
ELLIOT: It’s a combination. Even if it’s long,
it’s very flexible. But the training hours to get
to that point are not flexible.
THOMAS: They want you to come in once a
week, but you know teens in high school,
everyone has crazy schedules. Usually you
go at least three times a month, you sign up
and you choose your own shift.
CHRIS: How long does training take?

THOMAS: [Training is] sixty five hours, it’s
JANE: I was about to say that you’ll probably Tuesdays and Thursdays from 4:30 to 7:30
have a lot better people skills.
and you can’t miss one, they’re super strict
about it because every topic is crucial to your
THOMAS: It definitely helps in that area, you training. You miss one and you’re out. I loved
know, listening to people and talking with
going through training. It was a wild time but
people for sure.
I loved it.
ELLIOT: Which to be honest when I found
CHRIS: I was just curious about how long a out about their policy I was really annoyed by
shift is? When do you go in and it ends at
it, and now after going through it, it makes
ten?
sense to me. (To Chris) But you should definitely join, don’t be intimidated by how long
THOMAS: You come in at five. It’s in a little training is because it’ll fly by.
room and basically have your individual little
cubicle with your telephone and your comJANE: anything else you guys want to add?
puter, and we have resources all on the walls
to help you. And the line opens at six, so
THOMAS: I just want to encourage people to
that’s when the phones start to ring.
call in because we’re well equipped to help
you with whatever you’re going through.
JANE: So everyone works the whole shift?
THOMAS: And then you work through
the whole shift. There’s emails going
on and text messages. There’s RA’s
going on who are training to be psychologists or something like that? So
they’re there and listen in on some
calls to give you feedback since they’re
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(310) 855-HOPE
(800) TLC-TEEN

by Alicia Zhang, age 13

On April 17, 2017, the Pasadena Central
Library hosted a Youth Mental Health First
Aid workshop, taught by Geoff Milam from
Pasadena Public Health. It was more of an
introduction to mental health first aid—not
to be used as a replacement for the eighthour youth mental health first aid program—but informational and insightful
nonetheless. We played some true or false
trivia which covered the basic facts and
statistics about mental health conditions.
The trivia set the scene for what was to
come. It gave a simple overview of the topic
to get us into the mood so we could delve
deeper and discuss more intimately about
specifics. Milam displayed a slideshow
presentation and carried us through more
particular mental health conditions, like
Depression, Bipolar Disorder, Psychosis,
and more, educating us about common

symptoms and how we could help. At the
end, he put up a written example scenario
of a girl going through possible mental
health struggles and asked us to brainstorm
ideas on how we would assist and support
her.
Overall, I found this workshop captivating and helpful. Although a licensed professional (and not a teenaged girl) needs to
diagnose mental health conditions, I now
know more than the basic “Depression is
terrible sadness” and that some common
stereotypes, such as Bipolar Disorder being
a mood difference between happy and sad,
are only misconceptions. Milam was thorough yet concise with his explanations and
I left feeling well informed about mental
health conditions and what to do in a mental health emergency, wishing to learn and
inquire more about this topic.
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Wolves at Bay:
an antibullying campaign to
create sustainable community
programs against bullying
by Paolina Acuna-Gonzalez, Age 16
Tips for Bystander
Intervention
In this workshop, we were taught the logistics of bystander intervention and how to
become an “Upstander,” one who speaks up
and becomes involved in everyday life. A
bystander is someone who is a witness to an
injustice such as bullying, abuse, and harassment. More often than not, bystanders do
nothing to help victims, the mindset being
that, “It’s not my problem,” or “Someone else
will act.” It’s completely understandable;
bystanders don’t act or speak up due to feeling overwhelmed and unsure. This presentation taught us exactly what people like these
can do in unsure situations. It’s important for
a bystander to be courageous and confident.
Bystander intervention starts with five simple
steps: notice event, identify if it is actually an
Suicide Prevention: How to Be
a Lifeline and Save a Life from
Suicide
Suicide is the second-leading cause of
death for 10 to 34 year olds and the tenth
leading cause of death overall. The first component in suicide prevention is knowing and
identifying the signs. Eight out of ten people
considering suicide give some type of warning sign, as many of those that experience
suicidal thoughts just want their pain to end,
not their life. Symptoms of suicide include a
change in mood, giving away personal belongings, self-isolation, and expressing feelings of helplessness and hopelessness, such
as comments like, “The world would be better off without me.” Other symptoms are saying goodbye to friends and family, increasing
the use of substances, talking about death
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emergency, take responsibility to intervene
(this is the most important), know how to
help, and finally, provide help. Your options
for intervention are part of the three Ds: direct, distract, and delegate. Talking directly
to someone works when you’re with people
you know, distracting from the situation
works in a loud setting, often when people
are intoxicated, and delegate works with
people you’re unfamiliar with by bringing
them into a larger group. If you’re not sure if
someone is in a bad situation, use the delay
tactic. For example, asking someone to go to
the bathroom or eat and drink with you so
you can get him or her alone and clarify their
situation. In bystander intervention, communication is key. Make sure to be civil, respectful, and appropriate. Some good intervention strategies are to use humor, a silent
stare, or nonverbal actions, like body language. Be careful not to escalate the situation or provoke the attacker, you wouldn’t
want to put yourself at risk as well. Finally,
it’s crucial to be aware of a victim’s requests
and follow their lead. With these tips, you can
learn to be more present and helpful as an
upstander.
often, and feeling unbearable physical and
emotional pain. Also, look at background that
might point to risk factors such as a family
history of suicide and abuse, mental or substance abuse disorder, firearms in the home,
or being released from jail, prison, or returning from war. Once you’ve identified someone might be suicidal, it’s best to immediately
ask the person if they’re thinking about killing
or hurting themselves. Be sure to be there
and present, be a considerate listener with
no judgment of someone’s pain. Regarding
their safety, reduce access to lethal items
within the vicinity and call 911 or take them
to the nearest ER. Help the person connect
with a support system, like a friend, family,
church member, or spiritual leader. Connect
yourself as well; make sure the person is
okay and seeking help.

HOLDING UP
THE UNIVERSE
by Jennifer Niven
recap by Madison
Comick, age 15
A couple of Novembers
ago, YA Book Club
read All the Bright Places by Jennifer Niven.
We thought it was literally the most amazing
story we’d ever heard of. I think we’re all still
fawning over that book. Recently, Niven created another story- this one is called Holding
Up the Universe– and being undying fans of
her writing since ATBP, we obviously jumped
at the opportunity to read it for May’s meeting, hoping for a gripping- and, for some, a
sad- story.
Before we go on about Holding Up the
Universe, meet Jack and Libby, Violet and
Finch’s total opposite. Jack is this popular
guy with “swagger” and everything going for
him- but here’s the catch. He has prosopagnosia, which is basically a fancy tonguetwister that means he can’t recognize a face
to save his life- at least not like others. Libby
is America’s Fattest Teen and has been
viewed and judged billions of times by people
around the world on YouTube. Now it’s her
junior year and she’s lost enough weight to
leave home and go to public school. She’s
thinks it will be AWESOME and “no one will
recognize me, I swear.” But then Jack plays
a joke on her as a dare. Then their relationship begins.
Our opinions were very similar- (but
please acknowledge the fact that there were
only two people present this past meeting).
We both thought Jack was self- pitying, obnoxious, selfish, and behaved in an overconfident manner. We viewed Libby as confident, mature, and outspoken. Our opinions of
the two did not change at all through the
story. They were the most developed characters- the ones with hopes, dreams, and fears.
And they were the only ones with obstacles-

Libby felt invisible and unwanted. Jack…
well, Jack needed to get over himself.
He needed to accept things: like the fact
that his friends were utter JERKS, including
his girlfriend. And the funny thing was, he
was only able to recognize them because
they were jerks. Except Libby. He recognized
Libby because of her “soul”- no offense, but
this cued an eye roll. What was so special
about Libby that caused him to recognize
her? This is a question to which we will never
know the answer.
We will also will never know the answer to
how their relationship is impacted by other
people in their lives. It was hard to pinpoint
because we only know situational factors of
their lives- their parents had certain problems, their friends had problems, but they
weren’t exactly developed. In fact, the whole
development of surrounding characters was
underdone. They were all too similar and we
couldn’t get a good grasp on them.
We also sometimes couldn’t get a good
grasp on Jack and Libby. The story was told
in alternating points of views- and we understood (sort of) why she did it. That’s how
ATBP was written, but the difference was
that Violet and Finch were two totally different people- and she pinpointed that perfectly.
But Jack and Libby were similar to the point
where we’d lose our place in the story and
forget who was talking. The attempt at two
different perspectives was forced- just like
their romance.
Really, everyone knew they were better
off as friends. It seemed too quick and we
disliked it because it seemed as though Niven was attempting to make a romance like
Violet and Finch’s, which developed slowly
and not over a few weeks.
So yeah, we weren’t exactly fans of the
romance. But we loved a few other concepts
of the story. The You Are Wanted flyers
brought to the story the sense of empowerment- the fact that even with your problems,
someone will love you. Libby’s desire to drive
and dance and date implied every teen’s
desire to experience something on their
29

own for the first time- first guy, first kiss, first
love, first everything. And Jack’s brother’s
self expression showed that even little kids
can be confident- but when he stopped expressing himself, it showed that not just
teens are judging and being judged. So are
young kids. Children and teens- and adultsare afraid of what people think. That was the
most important lesson of all.
Overall, we were a bit disappointed. While
I myself was hoping that the book would be
similar to Violet and Finch’s story-(to be honest, in the sense that it was sad and would

SCYTHE
by Neal Shusterman
recap by McKenna Blackshire,
age 14
Scythe by Neal Shusterman,
the first in the Arc of a
Scythe Series, was read by the library’s YA
Book Club in arch. Scythe deals with the
ideas of violence, morality, humanity and
death. Due to Scythe being a part of a series,
it left members of the book club with questions about what would happen to the characters. Everyone agreed it was worth reading. The plot of the story was original compared to previous book club books. It was
well written and the story line was easy
to follow along with. It caused us to look at
our world in comparison to that of Scythes
and see similarities to our world, such as the
idea of being corrupted by power and just
generally how the teenage protagonists were
portrayed. Overall, everyone agreed that it
was not a realistic book due to the lack of
morality. The world of Scythe is significantly
worse than ours today. Most of the book club
did not like the idea of people having control
over others and the right to kill, and brought
up the idea of “What does it mean to be innocent?” and “What gives one person the right
to kill another?”
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cause everyone to cry and wonder what
exactly they’re even doing in life)- I was disappointed because Jennifer Niven had potential to make it into a great story, but she
forced unnecessary ideas. If she hadn’t, we
would have rated it 4 out of 5 stars. But she
did, so Book Club has rated Holding Up the
Universe an average of 1.1 stars out of 5
stars. What a bummer.

The book club enjoyed some scythes and
despised the others. There were noticeably
bad scythes. We didn’t know who was good
or bad due to the lack of morals. But, we did
manage to note that the favored scythes
were Curie and Faraday.
There wasn’t much favoritism towards the
two protagonists, Rowan and Citra. The only
complaint was that their relationship did not
fit well with the rest of the story and appeared to have only been added for conflict
and that was somewhat cliché. There were
some members who did enjoy the pair and
had found it to be an addition that was enjoyable to read. The majority of the book club
did agree that they are planning to read the
rest of the series, the overall rating was 4.1
out of 5. If you enjoyed Scythe, some recommended books are The Hunger
Games, Crowns Game, and The Shadow &
Bone series.at their relationship did not fit
well with the rest of the story and appeared
to have only been added for conflict and
that was somewhat cliché. There were
some members who did enjoy the pair and
had found it to be an addition that was enjoyable to read. The majority of the book club
did agree that they are planning to read the
rest of the series, the overall rating was 4.1
out of 5. If you enjoyed Scythe, some recommended books are The Hunger
Games, Crowns Game, and The Shadow &
Bone series.

Falling Kingdoms
by Morgan Rhodes
recap by Madison Comick,
age 14
Even if you're a fan of magic and kingdoms,
you may not like this story; participants at the
YA Book Club this April meeting didn't, even
though 3 out of 4 of us enjoy fantasy novels.
The fantasy novel this month was Falling
Kingdom, the first book in the series of the
same name, written by Morgan Rhodes. With
the least amount of spoilers and offense to
the characters involved, all that can be said
is that there are three kingdoms between
which war ensues, involving a useless princess and her guard, a sorceress, a prince
who's in love with his sister and thereby turns
into an insufferable jerk when he's rejected, a
boy who hates every form of royalty, exiled
goddesses whose powers are pretty much
useless, a good King, evil King, and phony
chief.
Each character, we observed, was annoying, underdeveloped, and too exaggerated in
their personalities. Cleo- the princess- was a
bit naive, the sorceress was too nice, the
prince was too much of a jerk and overprotective of his sister, and the boy- Jonas- was
too angry. Each character was either going
overboard or underboard with their emotions
and there was never a balance. The only
character who seemed to have a reasonable
explanation as to why his emotions were so
over the top was Jonas; he hates all royalty
because royalty killed his family. But even
then, we didn't think he should've gone and
killed a whole kingdom because of it.
Despite these flaws of the characters, our
favorite characters were Lucia and Jonas,
and our least favorites were Cleo and Magnus (to be honest, we couldn't find any good

qualities that would distract us from their
flaws). One of us hated all the characters(!).
Laying aside our love and hate for the
characters, we enjoyed the progression of
the novel, including a few other concepts.
We liked the backstories of the characters,
but we thought they could have been introduced in a way that didn't abruptly interrupt
the flow, but instead was rather unified with
the plot. We enjoyed the originality of the
involvement of magic; it was known but rare
and forbidden. We liked the representation of
some of the characters: King Corvin represented benevolence, Gaius represented evil,
Basilus represented having no political power and being weak, and the exiled goddesses being old ladies symbolized physical
weaknesses and intellectual wisdom. However, there were some things we didn't like at
all.
We thought the romances were too much
to handle. There were way too many love
triangles; it was almost exhausting. We
thought the attraction of Magnus to his sister,
Lucia, was just plain creepy while Cleo and
Theon's love was so quick it was ridiculous.
Jonas' attraction to Cleo was contradictory to
the fact that he hated all royalty, so we could
tell that was forced in. Overall, we determined the book would be better off without
all the "love".
What do we expect for the sequel? Well,
two of us already read three of the books in
the series. The first book's been spoiled
enough, so nothing can be said about the
sequel- except that there are more love triangles coming our way. Because of this, some
of us won't be reading the sequel- and we've
rated Falling Kingdom an average of 2.12
stars out of 5.
Obviously not many of us liked the story,
but we can guarantee you we loved the book
cover.
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is structured so that it is hard to tell where
the two themes don’t overlap. Magic and
politics give power to both the antagonists
by Alwyn Hamilton
and protagonists of this novel. This novel is
recap by McKenna Black- appealing to most young adults interested in
the fantasy genre because of the fantastic
shire, age 14
creatures the story features such as djinn,
more commonly referred to as genies. EveryRebel of The Sands, a
young adult’s fantasy nov- one in YA Book Club also had an opinion,
el by Alwyn Hamilton, was overall a very positive and enthusiastic one,
about the relationship between the main
read by the YA Book Club
characters Amani and Jin. Their relationship
this month. The book,
holds a lot of phases starting as accomplices
though quite complex and hard to follow at
points, is one of few fantasy books that take and developing over stages into acquaintances, friends and eventually
place in the Middle East. Amani has
to pretend to be a boy to succeed and follow what we interpreted as a romantic one as
her passions in the town of Dustwalk, which well. This book goes above and beyond its
label as a fantasy novel. In this well-written
tells us a lot about the time and place this
saga, the topics of sexism, culture, love,
story is taking place in. The not-sounderlying sexism Amani faces in her day to politics and self-worth are touched as well
giving the reader much more than they
day life adds the power of unexpected female voices in a genre that has typically only signed up for. The final rating was a 4.2 out
given power to male characters and awarded of 5. For those who enjoyed this book we
them the title of lead protagonist. The novel recommend the following: The Clockwork
holds the overarching themes of power, mag- Angel, The Hunger Games, A Thousand
Splendid Suns, Lord of the Rings, Lord of
ic, romance and politics. It was agreed that
politics played one of the biggest roles in the the Flies, Daughter of Smoke & Bones,
and Shadow & Bone.
novel alongside magic, in fact the story

Rebel of The Sands

had a gambling addiction, something that
isn’t talked about a lot in YA. The plot was
by Leigh Bardugo
thrilling and just as shocking as before. There
wasn’t a part that felt truly unnecessary. Unrecap by Kara Eng, age 18
like the Shadow and Bone series, this book
focused on the people and what they were
For February, YA Book Club read doing rather than just on power and how to
Crooked Kingdom, the sequel to handle it. Everyone agreed that they would
Six of Crows, which we read in
watch an adaptation of this series, but that
it’s TV show material and not for the big
November 2015. Previously, Six of Crows
was our highest rated book, but Crooked
screen, simply because the plot is so complex and needs more time to develop. Many
Kingdom has now taken that spot. Many
thought that Crooked Kingdom was even
recommend the Rebel of the Sands series by
better than Six of Crows. This time, you got
Alwyn Hamilton and the Falling Kingdoms
to know the characters a lot more as well as series by Morgan Rhodes for those who abtheir back stories. Most tended to favor cer- solutely love this series and want something
tain characters over others (nobody liked
similar. Overall, YA Book Club was very satisfied with how the series ended, giving an
Matthias’s narrations). The characters felt
realistic and were relatable; one character
average rating of 4.5/5 stars.

Crooked Kingdom
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Book Reviews
An Ember in the Ashes
by Sabaa Tahir
For many years the Scholar
nation has been controlled and
abused by the Martial Empire. A
young Scholar named Laia is forced to watch
her grandparents killed and her brother jailed
for drawing weapons. She flees to a resistance group who gives her a mission to
spy on a military school in exchange for her
brother’s freedom. Meanwhile, a final year
named Elias in the same Martial Empire’s
military school plans to desert. However, he
is forced to take part in a competition to find
the new emperor. Through fate the two of
them meet and work together to achieve their
goals. However, things go wrong, and many
problems arise. Laia gets closer and closer to
being discovered, and Elias starts to lose the
competition. Will Laia get her brother back?
And will Elias win the competition? This book
was an interesting read. I enjoyed the universe and mythology the writer created. The
characters and world felt real to me, and I
could understand what was happening. However, the author could have elaborated more
on the military academy. Despite most of the
story happening at the military academy, I
didn’t know much about the academy itself. It
deserves 4/5 stars.– Jacob Chon, age 14
The Stranger Game
by Cylin Busby
If you can’t get enough of CSI:
Crime Scene Investigation on
TV, here is a book equivalent in
mystery and suspense.
Nico Morris is a sixteen-year-old girl
whose sister Sarah had been missing for the
past four years. Imagine her shock when
Sarah comes back home. Her perfect, athletic, mean older sister has transformed into this
weak, scrawny, super nice girl in the course

of four years. Nico never admitted this to
anybody but she was actually relieved that
her sister wasn’t around to torment her anymore, so it comes as a surprise when Sarah
acts so nice to her and her whole family. The
police and detective force are shocked at her
reappearance but can’t get much out of Sarah. Her retrograde amnesia had caused her
to forget where she was and what happened
to her during the past four years. Still, life
couldn’t be better for the Morris family. But,
there’s something Nico knows about the day
Sarah disappeared that no one else does.
There’s something that makes Sarah’s sudden appearance almost impossible. And Sarah’s best friend, Paula, seems to know about
it, too. Nico wants to keep the new Sarah she
has with her now but Paula seems to be
threatening to destroy the Morris family’s
peace by revealing the truth. Nico knows the
real Sarah is dead. So, what is this new Sarah’s story? Why is she here, impersonating a
dead girl?
Overall, the main aspect of this book I
liked is the way it is laid out, as a series of
events that all connect to form a larger mystery. The chapters alternate between Nico
and new Sarah so it is left to the reader to
piece together the events to solve, or understand, the story altogether. It’s like a plot
within a plot, a twist within a twist. Busby has
done an amazing job by keeping mystery and
excitement high with each chapter which
automatically gets you interested in finishing
the book. The characters are well-developed
and you can feel a range of emotions in the
different aspects of the story. Overall, this is a
really good book and I can’t wait to read more
from Busby. —Alaina Joby, age 14
American Street
by Ibi Zoboi
Extremely beautiful and touching, American
Street tells the events that occur in Detroit’s
West Side, when Fabiola Toussaint leaves
Port-au-Prince, Haiti, to live with her loud,
bad mouthed, inappropriately humored, and
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terribly hilarious American
cousins and Matant Jo. Awkward and foreign, she expects to navigate Detroit with
her mother, but government
officials detain her and send
her to a detention center in
New Jersey. Fabiola ends up
going to school with her family and meeting
her future boyfriend.
This is not your normal story about a foreigner. It’s funny and sad at the exact same
time, and the author also adds a mix of faith
and religion to combine with the modern
American setting. Fabiola is caught up in
certain situations and a new romance with
the bad guy’s best friend, but she shows that
faith in your beliefs and bravery and love for
others will get you through your struggles
and hardships. She teaches you to stand up
for who you love, even if they’re confused.
And if you betray one person, you betray a
whole line of other people. These teachings
make this story a constant page turner- but
not without the help of every character.
Zoboi tells the story from the point of view
of Fabiola, but with certain interruptions to
tell the stories of every character, which give
a certain perspective of the reader towards
each person. She gave the character a
chance to be in the spotlight, to become
more of a human being and less secondary.
Fabiola is the foreigner, but it’s not all about
her. It’s about everyone around her. Ibi developed the character very well and made
them unlike any other person. Everyone had
a part, and no one was a background character. Yes, they seem normal and irrelevant
at first-even small parts about them
(Princess’s bumble bee hat and how it
makes her look like a boy, for example, turns
into a much bigger part). That is, until you
turn the next page. The insane man seated
on the bucket outside their house was Papa
Legba, who disappeared and appeared like
smoke, always armed with a new song to
learn a lesson from. The two boys mentioned
were important factors in both Fabiola’s and
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her family’s lives. And the normal girls minding their own business or bullying Fabiola
weren’t just friends, or acquaintances, or
bullies, or lovers. They were examples of
every other person in Detroit.
I could keep going on about this story.
American Street was beautiful and powerful
and full of surprises and twisting events. One
minute I was laughing and the next minute, I
was about to cry. It’s so beautifully told. If I
could give it 10 stars I would, but I can only
go up to 5. This is the story that you “save a
little bit of tomorrow, and the next day, and
the next day after that.” —Madison Comick,
age 15
Romantic Outlaws: The Extraordinary Lives of Mary
Wollstonecraft and Mary
Shelley
by Charlotte Gordon
Charlotte Gordon’s Romantic
Outlaws: The Extraordinary Lives of Mary
Wollstonecraft and Mary Shelley is a dual
biography about two remarkable women. It
takes place in an age when girls were taught
from infancy that their duties were solely
domestic, when intelligent women were encouraged to hide their abilities in order to
render themselves more pleasing to men,
and when even progressive writers such as
Rousseau asserted that a woman “has nothing in her favor but her subtlety and her
beauty.”
A brilliant philosopher and fierce polemicist, the enchanting and headstrong Mary
Wollstonecraft wrote numerous pamphlets in
which she explored topics far outside
“feminine” territory. Challenging some of the
period’s greatest thinkers, she championed
women’s rights while denouncing slavery and
monarchy. Her most famous work is A Vindication of the Rights of Woman. Wollstonecraft’s daughter, Mary Shelley, wrote one of
history’s great horror stories, Frankenstein.
In this dark story, she, like her mother, ventured beyond light, customary female topics

and explored the consequences of unchecked male ambition. Rebellious as well
as brilliant, Shelley eloped with a married
man at age 16 and wrote several novels in
which she upheld her mother’s values.
The chapters in Romantic Outlaws alternate between mother and daughter, giving the reader the unique opportunity
of following the two lives at once. This method proves poignant on more than one occasion. For example, the suicide of a despondent 19-year-old is followed by her birth in a
subsequent chapter and her early years as a
lively, happy child. This book is as fast-paced
and exciting as any novel I have read, complete with romance, scandal, heartbreak, and
an excessive amount of laudanum. This side
of Victorian society, full of trailblazing men
and women whose radically progressive
views and lifestyles seemed completely out
of their time, was new to me, and I found
their stories inspirational, hilarious, and
deeply moving. The escapades of Mary
Shelley’s poet husband Percy were extremely amusing. (As a young child he set fire to
his house. Despite being punished, he only
regretted his failure to burn it down.) This
book is so well written that while reading it I
forgot that the characters were long deceased, and that fact was difficult to face at
the end. Everyone should read this book.
—Nina Dinan, age 13

spends too much time setting it all up. While
I was reading, I kept expecting things to
happen, only to find out that they weren’t
going to happen until later novels. The book
moves too slowly; it sets up the rest of the
series, but you don’t really want to read the
rest of the series because this book takes
this long to progress.
The narration style wasn’t new or done
that well. I am a fan of multiple narratives. I
know how to keep up and keep track of
storylines, but it didn’t really work for Three
Dark Crowns. Instead of becoming equally
attached to each sister, I didn’t like them
equally. Some storylines developed quickly
and without my knowledge (because the
narrative was focusing on the other sisters at
the time) while others moved at a snail’s
pace. I had a favorite sister and reading
about the others became a trial in comparison. The multiple narratives was probably
intended to allow you to get to know and like
all of the sisters, but it didn’t work.
Overall, I only recommend it for those that
are very interested in the plotline and are
willing to commit to slow installments
throughout the series. —Kara Eng, age 18
The Night Circus
by Erin Morgenstern

The plot of The Night Circus,
the debut novel of Erin MorThree Dark Crowns
genstern, is extraordinarily
by Kendare Blake
hard to explain; particularly
because it is everything happening at once.
Three Dark Crowns follows
One can view it as a story of star-crossed
three soon-to-be queens. In
lovers who are manipulated into a game of
this kingdom, three queens are their own demise. Others can view it as a
born to the throne and excautionary tale of two ancient beings, with
pected to kill one another for the one crown, too much time on their hands, that meddle
as there can only be one queen. Not only are with the affairs of normal people and cause
they raised and trained separately, but each catastrophes one after another. My favorite,
is gifted with their own power: control of the and the one I most adhere to, is the story of
elements, immunity to all poisons, and con- how a magical circus was formed and how it
trol over animals.
affects the quirky people in and around it.
I found Three Dark Crowns to be drawn
The Night Circus is unlike any other book
out. It’s the beginning of a series, but Blake I have ever read before. Erin Morgenstern
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weaves and spins the words of the novel like
a master seamstress. Her writing style is
incredibly detailed yet enigmatic, depending
on which is more appropriate. Some of her
imagery is so intense and vivid that they are,
quite literally, all that I remember of a chapter. In other times, Morgenstern is an expert
at subtlety: purposely leaving details unsaid
for the readers to join in on the mystery. This
novel is really, really a literary masterpiece.
By all means, I should hate this book. I am
not fond of being trapped other people’s
imaginations and I find it incredibly hard to
suspend my disbelief in anything fantastical.
Furthermore, I tend to gravitate towards
more straightforward storytelling and than
overly stylistic endeavors. The Night Circus
is shining paradigm of books I normally
avoid: books that, as much as they try, can’t
convince me of their fantasies. Everything
about The Night Circus is enveloped in an
atmosphere of magic and mystery, and its
writing is purposely fluid to enforce that. Sure
enough, during the earliest chapters, I did
have trouble letting go of reality. Yet, slowly
but surely, I fell in love with the circus’ magic.
Above all, this novel was nothing short of
enchanting. I imagine it can appeal to a multitude of people. Those that really appreciate
a well-crafted romance will definitely be satisfied. Others, like me, could be more compelled by a strikingly beautiful and unexpected world. Even if fantasy is not your cup
of tea, I say try reading The Night Circus
anyways, because it has certainly made me
besotted. 5/5 stars. —Kristina Yin, age 16
Blood, Bullets, and Bones
by Bridget Heos
Interested in all things murder
and mystery? Curious to know
how murders are analyzed?
Are murder mysteries really
part of everyday life? This book
is for you. Though, the concept of forensic
science seems modern and complicated, it
all started way back in ancient China. This
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book acts like a history encyclopedia containing different aspects of forensic sciences and
how they came to be as developed as they
are today. First up, poison tests. The famous
arsenic poison cases of Mary Ann Cotton is
introduced and the step by step procedures
for its investigation is given in full detail. This
chapter also introduces different methods for
testing poison. The next chapter elaborates
on the rise of medical coroners and autopsies and gives an insight into interesting
fields like toxicology and forensic pathology.
The Brides in the Bath case is explained
along with a significant number of other murder cases and renowned people within their
fields. The book also dedicates a portion to
the first official detectives and elaborates on
the story of Eugène François Vidocq – a
criminal who uses his crime network to later
help the law. Other topics this book focuses
on are Firearm Analysis, Blood Analysis and
DNA Testing. When I first saw the title, I
thought it would be a violent read. Turns out,
it is pretty interesting if you are into mystery
and murder and want to read about real life
cases. Though this book is a work of nonfiction, it is just as good as reading Nancy Drew
or the Hardy Boys. The author uses a light
tone while laying out the case and the investigation behind it, which is usually tinged with
a little humour here and there that keeps the
reader excited and focused. The book is fact
filled and makes you want to join the FBI or
MI7. The way the book is organized also
helps readers. Each chapter talks about a
specific field of Forensic science so you can
just flip to a particular chapter to learn more
about that field. Overall, I would definitely
recommend this book to anybody curious as
to how crimes are solved. Heos does an
outstanding job in showing that baffling murder cases are not just a part of a Sherlock
Holmes novel. They are part of everyday
life. 4.5 stars. —Alaina Joby, age 14
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