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Leo's going nuts. His mother's screaming upstairs and yelling at him and he's hiding in the dark, on a couch, in the basement storage area of his apartment complex.

"Leo, come here this minute you worthless turd!" His mother screams out as Leo cowers on the couch. He knows she's just getting started, that it will get worse as the night progresses because of the date. It's the anniversary of his sister's pointless, brutal murder by her boyfriend. A boyfriend Leo didn't really like, but he backed up his sister when she asked to stay out late with the guy, because at 13, Leo thought he was setting her up as an example, and when he was her age, he'd be able to stay out late with his girlfriend. But that was before the police called, and showed his mother pictures of his sister with the stab wounds, and asked about the boyfriend and what he looked like and how he acted.

"Leo Damn you to hell, where are you?" His mom's screaming still and Leo knows he has to get out, leave this house or go insane as he watches his mother, who drinks too much now and just isn't sane anymore, since his sister's body was found, a year ago. He knows if he doesn't leave he might fall asleep, and the dreams, the dark dark frightening dreams, will catch him.  But if he stays awake, he has to fight off the buzzing noise in his head, the noise that threatens to drown out the whole world. He must concentrate, sneak upstairs and grab his keys, escape the house and just drive away, at least for this night.

Bree lives in another town, and she's not having any fun at home either - but it's a very different home. It's a house, not an apartment, and her parents, instead of yelling at her, have planned her future in fine detail: to marry Jesse - who they like (because he's rich enough and his family has enough status in town) and to go to college with him until they get married. She can't stand it anymore, she wants away - someplace different, someplace where people don't have a lexus and a volvo and a boat. Someplace where her mother doesn't constantly wonder why she would apply to Mount Holyoke (it's far away) since going to Tuft's with Jesse is, of course, what she's going to do. She puts on clothes her mother would faint dead awayat if she saw her wearing them, and takes off.

This is destiny: Leo - angry at the guy who stabbed his sister to death, escaping his psycho mom and driving around trying to stop the buzzing in his hhea. Bree, needing to get out of a life well-manicured by confining parents, walking down the street in her town - a street her parents won't even drive on, let alone walk through. 

Leo sees her walking, dressed like that, at night, and knows that this is the person his sister's boyfriend should have stabbed, nobody would miss her. She should have been the one stabbed 57 times until she was totally totally dead, not Michelle, his sister, who had a family that loved her. He pulls the car over in front of Bree, wondering what he's going to do next to stop the buzzing noise in his head.

This begins The Long Night of Leo and Bree by Ellen Wittlinger.
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Have you ever felt like you were living a lie? Like, right before breaking up with a girlfriend or boyfriend you pretend you still like them?  Well, Zach’s lie is a bit bigger than that. 

First, his name is Jack, not Zach. But he’ll never be able to use “Jack” again. Never. 

Second, some guys broke into his house and duct-taped his mother, his sister and Jack on the couch. Then they held a phone up to his mom - and told her the only thing she could say to Jack’s father on the other end:  they will kill us if you talk.  When the police found them, they were happy. When the DEA found them a little later, they were shocked. Jack had no idea what was happening or had happened with his Dad to so completely mess up the family.

But that’s the way it was.  Jack and his family (except for his Dad who's still in jail talking to the DEA) fly to parts unknown, start new lives with new names, and live a lie. Jack meets other kids at school but has to watch what he says: he's Zach now, and anything he says might put his family in jeopardy - just like his dad did. He must avoid this, but it's not easy to blend in when you're worried that anything you say will blow your cover. What parts of the lies he has to live now will hold up?

Zach’s Lie by Smith, Roland
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Cody flunked out of just about every school in town. He even failed homeroom this last time. Straight F's in all his classes. There aren't that many choices left for Cody - in fact - there are only two. One of them is just out of the question. Our Lady of Perpetual Homework would not appreciate Cody's talent for homework avoidance. The other school, Vlad Dracul, is just weird. But there Cody is, sitting with his father in the principal's office of Vlad Dracul, talking with a seven-foot tall, pale principal (Mr. Horvath) and his pet wolf. 

Mr. Horvath asks Cody if he can swim - and Cody tells him:  I got my red cross beginner's badge before we moved.

Mr. Horvath says: "Ah, the Red Cross, we are very supportive of that organization - blood drives." 

Cody shivers at the look on his face.

Horvath goes on about the importance of extra curricular activities and asks Cody if he'd be willing to try out for the Water Polo team. Cody figures he'll flunk tryouts since he's never even played Water Polo, so he agrees.

And just like that - Cody's in. In school. At Vlad Dracul. Suddenly he's surrounded by pale, very pale, quiet students who study a lot and have fangs. And then Cody finds out there are no tryouts for Water Polo - he's just automatically on the team. The rest of the team, loud, boisterous and obviously not Water Polo players, try their hardest to avoid actually getting wet. The coach, getting stinking drunk in his office, could care less.

Cody suddenly has it made: he'll get straight A's if he stays on the Water Polo Team and loses all the games with the rest of the team. Then he gets to go to a great college. So, why's he suddenly so unhappy? Why does it startle him when one of the students shows his fangs? And how the heck is he going to spend a year surrounded by these creeps just to finish school?

Vampire High by Douglas Rees
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Fables (Vol. 1): Legends in Exile – Bill Willingham & Lan Medina


A woman is missing, there’s blood everywhere, and the Big Bad Wolf is on the case.  How can a storybook villain be the good cop in a murder mystery?  Welcome to Fabletown.  

Hidden right in the center of New York City is a community of exiles from a thousand fable kingdoms who were driven from their homelands by a dark force they’ve named The Adversary, a man with an army who toppled each kingdom one by one, and named himself Emperor over all. 

Those that did not die or become subjugated escaped to this world, and have been living among those they call Mundys, or non-Fable people for 400 years.  Those who could not pass as Mundys live on the Farm in upstate New York:  the Three Little Pigs and Goldilocks’s Bears, as well as any giants, Thumb-sized people, dragons, fairies or Gingerbread Men…but the Farm is another story – there’s an investigation going on.


Rose Red is missing, and Fabletown’s sheriff, Bigby Wolf, has compiled a list of suspects that keeps growing [count off on fingers]:

•
Jack (of beanstalk fame), who is always looking to turn a profit, no matter who or what he hurts in the process – just ask the giants he killed to get those golden eggs.

•
Bluebeard.  He was seen dating Rose Red, and took her to last year’s Remembrance Day ball.  You know the fate of the women unfortunate enough to get involved with him...let’s just say it wasn’t his charm that made them lose their heads.

•
Prince Charming.  He’s had to work hard wooing the pants off of rich women around the globe to maintain his princely standard of living.  His luck hasn’t been the same since he got caught in bed with Rose Red by his first wife…

•
Snow White.  She might have waited until she was in the right position of power to exact vengeance on her sister for sleeping with her husband.  And, as Deputy Mayor, she’s now got just enough weight to throw around, and she’s Bigby’s boss, so he hasn’t been able to keep her out of the investigation.

•
The Adversary.  It is distinctly possible that agents of The Adversary have infiltrated their exile, and this is just the first in a long string of murders to come.

One problem is that the reputations of the suspects can’t be used against them because there was an amnesty declared right after Fabletown was established, and all past crimes were forgiven, no matter how terrible.

Who killed Rose Red?  Read Fables (Volume 1): Legends in Exile by Bill Willingham & Lan Medina to find out.

Kelly Sundin
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Have you ever been embarassed by your parents? I don't mean - "aw, gee, don't do that" but a full-on, high scale, "I want to die and fall off the face of the earth" embarassed? Well, Cal is not embarassed by her mother, even though she's sitting in the back of a police car because of her. She and her mom were at the library when her mom had "one of her episodes." Now, Cal knew it would pass, the episodes always did, but the people at the library called the police. Now Cal's mom is on her way in one car, and Cal's locked in the back of the other car - going a different way. Cal had never been in a police car, let alone the back of one, and she figured most people would be having a conniption by now. But not Cal. Cal Lavendar never had conniptions. She didn't put up any fuss at all. Cal was worried the police officer might turn on the siren, though. That worried her. Strangers would look at the car and wonder if a killer, raper, murderer/arsonist were sitting in the back seat.

If Cal were writing a story of her life, she'd add a part that says: Cal lavendar hates it when nosy strangers think it's perfectly okay to stare at people in situations they know nothing about.  Thankfully, the siren didn't happen - she was perfectly anonymous in the back of the police car. She was glad no one was looking at her there, thinking she was a cold-blooded killer/arsonist/drug dealer instead of just a girl whose mother happened to have "episodes" once in a while.

The police officer kept trying to sneak glances at Cal in the mirror and finally said "No problems back there Miss?"

Cal gave him The Face For Unbearably Unpleasant and Embarassing Situations. Cal spent many hours in front of a mirror, imagining embarassing moments even worse than this one, and making sure that whatever jumpy feeling was going on inside her, she, Cal Lavendar, would have the same fixed expression on her face. 

Any other kids might have been scared, locked in the back of a cruiser, not knowing where they were going, but Cal  wasn't scared. Her knees were aligned, her hands folded on her lap. 

Why should she have been scared? After all, this wasn't her story, it was just a short temporary detour from what she called life. What I call life, by Jill Wolfson.
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You've got to want it more than the other guy. Nick knows "wanting it" means playing every second of your game as if it's the biggest moment of your life. It's in you - or it isn't. He knew it wasn't in his older brother Scott, even the their father kept hoping it would be. He just wasn't sure if he had it or not - he knew he needed to find out.

He didn't even have to go to the town court anymore to play - his dad had ripped up his mother's rose garden and laid a basketball court in the backyard. Polite, icy silence followed that move. Now Nick didn't have to worry about Trent coming onto the court to spoil the play with his violent fouls and nasty moods. Trent, his brother Nick, and their mom moved in across the street a while ago - and since then the neighborhood's gone down the street: loud parties, cops. His dad told him to stay away from the neighbors.

Scott's playing his trumpet again - the only thing he really cares about, and Nick's tossing balls through the hoop in the backyard. Their dad is wishing Scott would step up to the plate and score, win and build himself into the basketball champion he never became. Nick would love to have that attention - would love to prove to his dad that "he has it" so his dad would realize Nick was his son too - not just Scott, the older one who would rather blow notes on his trumpet than shoot hoops all day.

It's dark out - Nick's hoops swish with finality as he plays through the night. But suddenly, Trent is there - not mean, not looking to pick a fight, just wanting to play hoops. They spar and play - and it's like magic. No violent fouls, no angry words, just the hoop, the ball, and two guys who would give their all to make it work. Night hoops by Carl Deuker.
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Stephanie wants it. She wants it so bad she has dedicated her life to it - really. She spends every day working it, sweating and exhausted when she's done, all of her muscles screaming at the stress. She knows she got the lead this time - the upcoming recital has been anticpated for weeks and the lists are finally up. What wasn't anticipated was Anna. Anna of the frail, cute, foreign look who waltzed in three weeks ago and now appears on the list as the lead role for the recital. Anna, white white Anna, has the part Stephanie should have had. Would have had, if Anna hadn't joined the ballet school a few weeks ago.

Stephanie's parents support her ballet classes - making sure she gets to them every day. They also support her going to college and "growing out of" this pipe dream to be a black ballerina. Her dad leaves college catalogs on her desk, hoping she'll apply to something besides those "dance schools." He's afraid she won't make it. And now, with Anna's name topping the list, Stephanie wonders how she's going to tell her parents she didn't get the lead. 

Ballet is her life. It's all she ever wanted. But as she practices on the bar, stretching and reaching with her legs, she questions whether or not she will make it. That's when the lady walks in - graceful, old, dressed in beauty. Her son is beautiful too, but with an expression on his face of utter boredom. He's here for class. He's here because his aunt is making him dance, hoping he'll achieve the dreams she never did. 

But it's not just a dream for Stephanie - it's her life. All of her life. And as school, parties, and more college flyers come her way, she struggles to hold on to what she believes: she WILL be a dancer.

Dancer by Lori Hewitt.
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Okay - his name is Martyn. Martyn Pig.

Martyn with a Y, Pig with an I and one G.

Martyn Pig.

It doesn't bother him anymore. He's used to it! But there was a time when nothing else seemed to matter. His name made his life unbearable. Martyn Pig. Why? Why did he have to put up with that?

It doesn't matter anymore. It used to make his life unbearable, the sniggers, the snorts, the never-ending pig jokes, day in, day out, over and over again.

Martyn had to worry about everything. Every time he had to tell someone his name, he'd start to feel ill. Physically ill. Sweaty hands, the shakes, bellyache. He lived for years with the constant dread of having to announce himself. 

Martyn blames his Dad. After all, it was his Dad's name first. His Dad doesn't have much to say about it, in fact, his Dad hardly says anything at all anymore - he's too drunk to talk most of the time.

Here's what Martyn has to say about his Dad:


Did I hate him? He was a drunken slob and he treated me like dirt. What do you think? Of course I hated him. You would have hated him, too if you’d ever met him. God knows why Mom ever married him. Probably for the same reason that Alex went out with Dean. Some kind of mental short circuit somewhere. Yeah I hated him. I hated every inch of him. From his broken-veined, red-nosed face to his dirty, stinking feet. I hated his beery guts.


But I never meant to kill him.

Martyn Pig by Kevin Brooks

