My Sister’s Keeper by Jodi Picoult

Anna asks her parents how babies are made - and sure, she gets the 'same old story' I'm sure all of you have heard if you've taken 9th grade health.  She also gets the real story - she wasn't just an accident of nature where sperm and egg combine to create a child, she was designed. Her brother and sister were born the "regular" way - but her sister was born with a rare and viscious form of Leukemia. The doctors didn't give her long to live. 

This, then, is why her parents designed Anna - to be a daughter, but also to be a lifeline for her sister Kate: to provide blood and transfusions so Kate could live.

Anna wonders what would have happened if Kate had been born healthy. She'd probably be a spirit floating around still waiting to enter a body. She's sure she wouldn't be part of this family.

But she loves her family - and her sister Kate. She doesn't love the hospital visits, the blood transfusions, the painful bone marrow transplants. But she's glad her sister is still alive.

Anna is 13 now, and Kate's kidneys are failing. Anna wants to keep both of her kidneys - she thinks. So she goes to a lawyer, a lawyer who once sued God (or at least a church-run orphanage) to get medical treatment for a boy who lived there.

Campbell Alexander, Esquire, does not want to get involved in a case with another kid, no matter how touching Anna's case is. And Anna? She loves her sister. She wants to keep her own kidneys. How can she decide what's the "right thing" to do? Will she sue? Will Kate live if she doesn't get a kidney? And how will Anna survive, how will her family survive, once the lawyer is hired?

My sister’s keeper by Jodi Picoult

Rats Saw God by Rob Thomas


“What happened in Texas?” DeMouy, the senior guidance counselor at San Diego’s Wakefield High asked me in one of my frequent disciplinary excursions. “Steve, according to your transcripts, you had a 4.0 GPA through your first five semesters of high school. Near-perfect attendance. Then, the last semester of your junior year, it just falls apart. You even failed English III. Do you mind telling me how someone who makes a 760 verbal on his SAT fails English?”


I didn’t answer him—I couldn’t. There’s no way I could explain what happened in Texas that would make any sense. It was like I was a different person now.


Then DeMouy reminded me that I was still short one credit in English. “Maybe we could work something out that would allow you to graduate on time. I want you to write a paper—one hundred pages. That’s one hundred typewritten pages. You do have a choice. Summer school would probably be easier. But you get to choose the topic. It can be fiction or nonfiction, an action adventure, a tale of teen angst and neglected cries for help. Though I would suggest you choose a topic you know something about. You’ll turn pages in to me, five to ten at a time.”


I would do anything, even spend a weekend bonding with my famous astronaut father, listening to him berate me about my pierced ears, my car, my eating and sleeping habits, basically everything about me, to bypass summer school, so I’ve agreed. And since I have a hundred pages to do it in, I’ve decided to answer DeMouy’s questions and tell him what happened. But that means opening wounds that have never really healed.


So, a few pages at a time, DeMouy finds out about Steve and Doug and Skate or Die and all fourteen of the students who make up the Grace Order of the Dadaists. And most importantly about Dub and Sky and just exactly how a National Merit finalist can turn into a school-skipping, English-failing pothead in just a few months. Listen up, and Steve’ll tell you too.

Rats Saw God, by Rob Thomas.

Note: Adapted from a booktalk by Joni Richards Bodart, from Radical Reads, pp. 203-4.

Nika Frenkel

Bras and broomsticks by Sarah Mylnowski

Little sisters can definitely be a pain in the butt. Rachel knows this. But mostly, her little sister, Miri, is not so bad. They get along pretty well, even, until Miri finds out she’s inherited her mother’s witch gene - and Rachel’s left holding the “I’ve got a zit and can’t cast a spell for anything” gene.

Rachel hopes Miri will help her out with a popularity spell - or even a "please know I'm alive spell" for the cool boys at school, but her Mom's pretty clear: no spells. None. Not until Miri has practiced and learned. 

How long will that take? Longer than it takes to ride the train to their Dad's place on the weekend and put up with the soon-to-be new wife who is cruel, unless she's talking to her own daughter. Longer than Rachel can wait, with dances coming up, a wedding to avoid (her Dad's). Longer than Rachel knows she can wait. But can she convince Miri of this? Miri, who always does the right thing? 

Bras and broomsticks by Sarah Mylnowski

Marvel 1602 by Neil Gaiman


Queen Elizabeth of England is dying. The Inquisitor - the highest ranking person in the Spanish Inquisition - continues to torture, burn, and kill any who show signs of witchcraft. But don’t ask him how he knows a witch is a witch…in league with the devil…he’ll probably kill you just for asking! Then he’ll tell you the two people who work for him aren’t “witches” even though they use magic to sniff out other witches - because they work for him, they have the grace of God.


It’s 1602, and in this alternate history, things are stirring - not just the politics of countries and kings and queens - but mutants.


At Charles Xavier’s Select College for the Sons of Gentlefolk, (show page with picture of school sign) there are four students who do not fit in with the rest of humanity; there’s a blind bard who travels singing for his supper; Otto Von Doom plots the overthrow of the crown with the death of England’s Queen - at the hands of his mechanical miracles and chemicals; an old man leaves Jerusalem in an inconspicuous cart, carrying a treasure that may save the world - if it makes it into the right hands.


Marvel at the wonders of this world four hundred years ago, where fate, destiny or a simple accident of galactic proportions has wakened superheroes and mutants four hundred years too early - dooming not just this world, but maybe all worlds…unless…

Marvel 1602 by Neil Gaiman

24 girls in 7 days by Alex Bradley

Jack Grammar would never try to fondle your butt during a slow dance,

Jack Grammar is a gentleman, owns his own tux, 

And has superb taste in corsages.

Jack Grammar is looking for a prom date. Could it be you?

E-mail MyNewPromDate@yahoo.com

Jack learns about this post at work, and sends an email right away: 

Dear MyNewPromDate@yahoo.com

It is with deep gratitude that I thank you, benevolent and anonymous benefactor, for the intelligent and human personal ad, which I’m sure will prove to be a pivotal event in the narrative of my maturation.

Your humble servant, Jack Grammar

P.S. I will poke your eyes out with a coat hangar.

Natalie, Percy, and Jack have been friends forever, and while it's true that Natalie and Percy are always making fun of Jack's love life - or lack thereof, Jack can't believe they did this to him. It's bad enough he doesn't have a date for the prom, a week from now, without being humiliated.  But now, he has an even bigger problem.  Too many people responded to the ad, and even with Natalie and Percy narrowing the list down, Jack finds out he has to date 24 girls in 7 days to figure out which one he's going to ask to the prom and then, he has to choose just one.   24 girls in 7 days - by Alex Bradley

The Battle of Jericho by Sharon M. Draper


“Kneel Pledge Slime!” Pledge Master Rick shouted at Jericho.


“Take off my boot Pledge Slime!”


Jericho shivered as the rain came down harder and made him sink deeper into the mud.


“A Warrior of Distinction is not afraid to lower himself for his brother. A Warrior of Distinction does not show fear. Are you afraid Pledge Slime?”


“No Sir!” Jericho replied. “I am not afraid!”


Jericho pulled the boot off with difficulty. The stench of Rick’s feet was enough to make him choke.


“Now take off the sock.”


Jericho did as he was told.


“Your really want to be a Warrior of Distinction?” Rick asked.


Jericho though of the prestige of having one of those black silk jackets, or one of the cool leather ones the warriors wore when looking tight.  He thought of Arielle and how much chicks dug the jackets. He tried not to think of the cold and the rain and the mud and the stink of Rick’s feet.


“Are you willing to do anything to be a Warrior of Distinction?”


“Yes, Sir! Yes Master Senior Sharp sir!”


“Then suck my big toe.”


Jericho looked around desperately. He had no idea what the other 14 pledges were being forced to do.


“If you want to be a Warrior of Distinction you must suck my big toe. Now!”


As he lowered his head closer to the mud and closer to Rick Sharp’s big toe, Jericho wondered miserably how he could have sunk so low.

The Battle of Jericho by Sharon M. Draper

Sandpiper by Ellen Wittlinger


Sandpiper can trace all of her problems back to 8th grade - when her best friends, Melissa and Allie, figured out a way to get guys to like them. Melissa was the first one to figure out the foolproof method. Allie and Sandpiper were disgusted at first, but after a few weeks, figured they’d give it a try. It worked, like a charm. Who knew? Obviously, the way to an 8th grade boy’s heart was through the zipper of his jeans. It probably wasn’t the only way, but it was the only way they knew.


It’s high school now, and even though Melissa and Allie have had the same boyfriends for a long time, Sandpiper is still going through them like Kleenex during cold season. And as is an ex-boyfriend showing up in the park and yelling “slut” at you at the top of his voice wasn’t enough for a bad day, Sandpiper's Mom is stressing out and giving her a hard time at home.


And then there’s Walker - or the Walker - a kid who you can always find walking around town, but nobody knows who he is or has ever talked with him - they just see him walking - walking everywhere - in a leather jacket with sleeves a few inches too short. What’s his story? What secrets does he keep? And is there anyway they can possibly be worse than Sandpiper’s?

Find out in Sandpiper - by Ellen Wittlinger

The Burn Journals by Brent Runyan

Hi – I’m Brent and I’m 14 years old, and I wonder why all of the ways I’ve tried to kill myself haven’t worked.  I mean, I’ve tried hanging.  I used to tie a noose in my closet, and I’d go in there, slip it over my head, and let my weight go. But every time I started to lose consciousness, I’d just stand up.

I tried to take pills. I took 20 Advil but they just made me sleepy. And all the times I tried to cut my wrists, I could never cut deep enough.  That’s the thing – you’re body tries to keep you alive no matter what you do.  I’ve got to think of a way to kill myself that I can’t turn back from…

I take off all my clothes and put on the pair of boxers my mom bought for me at the mall last weekend. I bring my bathrobe into the shower and pour gasoline all over it. It’s wet and heavy when I put it on but there’s something comforting about the smell. I can hear my brother Craig shooting hoops outside.

(speed up pace for next two paragraphs) I strike the match, but it doesn’t light. Try again. I bring it closer to my wrist and then it goes up, all over me, eating through me everywhere. I can’t breathe. I’m screaming “Craig! Craig!” I fall down. I’m going to die, I’m finally going to find out what death is like. 

But it hurts too much. I stand up and walk out of the bathroom. Craig is there and Rusty our dog. Their faces…they look…Craig runs downstairs, is dialing 911, and he hands me the phone and runs off – probably to find mom or dad somewhere. The woman on the phone tells me the fire truck and ambulance are on the way. She asks “are you still on fire?” I tell her I don’t think so. It’s then I see myself in the mirror, see my blackened hand holding the phone.

When Brent Runyan was 14, he lit himself on fire in the bathtub of his house. This is his diary – his year spent in the burn units recovering from what he did to himself. And because Brent isn't just a character in a novel, every word of it is true. 

· 1 pair of boxers

· 1 nice robe

· 1 can of gasoline

· 1 book of matches

· 1 year in the Burn Recovery Unit

The Burn Journals by Brent Runyan.

