
HDHS KS4 Trailer 
Reads

Enjoyed the trailer? Read the book!

Borrow this book from the library today or order it online 
for your own copy.







HDHS  Trailer 
Reads

Week 1-  John Green’s The Fault in our Stars





Enjoyed the trailer? Read the book!

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=1VQ49mqh1Y8


Chapter One:

Late in the winter of my seventeenth year, my mother decided I was depressed, presumably because I rarely 
left the house, spent quite a lot of time in bed, read the same book over and over, ate infrequently, and 
devoted quite a bit of my abundant free time to thinking about death.

Whenever you read a cancer booklet or website or whatever, they always list depression among the side 
effects of cancer. But, in fact, depression is not a side effect of cancer. Depression is a side effect of dying. 
(Cancer is also a side effect of dying. Almost everything is, really.) But my mom believed I required 
treatment, so she took me to see my Regular Doctor Jim, who agreed that I was veritably swimming in a 
paralyzing and totally clinical depression, and that therefore my meds should be adjusted and also I should 
attend a weekly Support Group.

This Support Group featured a rotating cast of characters in various states of tumor-driven unwellness. Why 
did the cast rotate? A side effect of dying.

The Support Group, of course, was depressing as hell. It met every Wednesday in the basement of a 
stone-walled Episcopal church shaped like a cross. We all sat in a circle right in the middle of the cross, 
where the two boards would have met, where the heart of Jesus would have been.



HDHS  Trailer 
Reads

Week 2-  Veronica Roth’s Divergent





Enjoyed the trailer? Read the book!

Borrow Veronica Roth’s Divergent from the library today.

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=2CY5TQ0K1Ls




I sit on the stool and my mother stands behind me with the scissors, trimming. The strands fall on the floor in a dull, blond ring. When 
she finishes, she pulls my hair away from my face and twists it into a knot. I note how calm she looks and how focused she is. She is 
well-practiced in the art of losing herself. I can’t say the same of myself. I sneak a look at my reflection when she isn’t paying 
attention—not for the sake of vanity, but out of curiosity. A lot can happen to a person’s appearance in three months. In my reflection, 
I see a narrow face, wide, round eyes, and a long, thin nose—I still look like a little girl, though sometime in the last few months I 
turned sixteen. The other factions celebrate birthdays, but we don’t. It would be self-indulgent.

“There,” she says when she pins the knot in place. Her eyes catch mine in the mirror. It is too late to look away, but instead of 

scolding me, she smiles at our reflection.

I frown a little. Why doesn’t she reprimand me for staring at myself?

“So today is the day,” she says.

“Yes,” I reply.

“Are you nervous?”

I stare into my own eyes for a moment. Today is the day of the aptitude test that will show me which of the five factions I belong in. 

And tomorrow, at the Choosing Ceremony, I will decide on a faction; I will decide the rest of my life; I will decide to stay with my family 

or abandon them.

https://genius.com/Veronica-roth-divergent-chapter-1-annotated#note-3433096
https://genius.com/Veronica-roth-divergent-chapter-1-annotated#note-3433685
https://genius.com/Veronica-roth-divergent-chapter-1-annotated#note-7639209
https://genius.com/Veronica-roth-divergent-chapter-1-annotated#note-3429279
https://genius.com/Veronica-roth-divergent-chapter-1-annotated#note-3429279
https://genius.com/Veronica-roth-divergent-chapter-1-annotated#note-7639219
https://genius.com/Veronica-roth-divergent-chapter-1-annotated#note-3433100
https://genius.com/Veronica-roth-divergent-chapter-1-annotated#note-3433695
https://genius.com/Veronica-roth-divergent-chapter-1-annotated#note-3433695
https://genius.com/Veronica-roth-divergent-chapter-1-annotated#note-3433104
https://genius.com/Veronica-roth-divergent-chapter-1-annotated#note-7639234
https://genius.com/Veronica-roth-divergent-chapter-1-annotated#note-7639243
https://genius.com/Veronica-roth-divergent-chapter-1-annotated#note-3429250
https://genius.com/Veronica-roth-divergent-chapter-1-annotated#note-7639247
https://genius.com/Veronica-roth-divergent-chapter-1-annotated#note-3440688
https://genius.com/Veronica-roth-divergent-chapter-1-annotated#note-3440688


HDHS  Trailer 
Reads

Week 3-Stephen Chbosky’s The Perks of Being 
a Wallflower 







September 18, 1991 Dear friend, 

I  never told you that I am in shop class, did I? Well, I am in shop class, and it is my favorite class next to Bill's advanced english 

class. I wrote the essay for To Kill a Mockingbird last night, and I handed it in to Bill this morning. We are supposed to talk about it 

tomorrow during lunch period. The point, though, is that there is a guy in shop class named "Nothing." I'm not kidding. His name is 

"Nothing." And he is hilarious. "Nothing" got his name when kids used to tease him in middle school. I think he's a senior now. The 

kids started calling him Patty when his real name is Patrick. And "Nothing" told these kids, "Listen, you either call me Patrick, or 

you call me nothing." So, the kids started calling him "Nothing." And the name just stuck. He was a new kid in the school district at 

the time because his dad married a new woman in this area. I think I will stop putting quotation marks around Nothing's name 

because it is annoying and disrupting my flow. I hope you do not find this difficult to follow. I will make sure to differentiate if 

something comes up. So, in shop class Nothing started to do a very funny impersonation of our teacher, Mr. Callahan. He even 

painted in the muttonchop sideburns with a grease pencil. Hilarious. When Mr. Callahan found Nothing doing this near the belt 

sander, he actually laughed because Nothing wasn't doing the impersonation mean or anything. It was just that funny. I wish you 

could have been there because it was the hardest I've laughed since my brother left. My brother used to tell Polish jokes, which I 

know is wrong, but I just blocked out the Polish part and listened to the jokes. Hilarious.

Oh, incidentally, my sister asked for her "Autumn Leaves" mix tape back. She listens to it all the time now. 

Love always, 

Charlie 



Enjoyed the trailer? Read the 
book!

Borrow Stephen Chbosky’s The Perks of Being a Wallflower from the library today.

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=n5rh7O4IDc0


HDHS  Trailer 
Reads

Week 4- Rick Riordan’s 13 Hours in Benghazi



13 HOURS is a stunning, eye-opening, and 
intense book--but most importantly, it is the 
truth. The story of what happened to these 
men--and what they accomplished--is 
unforgettable. 



Enjoyed the trailer? Read the 
book!

Borrow Rick Riordan’s 13 Hours in Benghazi from the library today.

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=E6dNI7mSZtc




The harrowing, true account from the brave men on the ground who fought back during the Battle of Benghazi.

13 HOURS presents, for the first time ever, the true account of the events of September 11, 2012, when 
terrorists attacked the US State Department Special Mission Compound and a nearby CIA station called the 
Annex in Benghazi, Libya. A team of six American security operators fought to repel the attackers and protect 
the Americans stationed there. Those men went beyond the call of duty, performing extraordinary acts of 
courage and heroism, to avert tragedy on a much larger scale. This is their personal account, never before 
told, of what happened during the thirteen hours of that now-infamous attack. 

13 HOURS sets the record straight on what happened during a night that has been shrouded in mystery and 
controversy. Written by "New York Times" bestselling author Mitchell Zuckoff, this riveting book takes readers 
into the action-packed story of heroes who laid their lives on the line for one another, for their countrymen, and 
for their country. 



HDHS  Trailer 
Reads

Week 5-  Ernest Cline’s Ready Player One



Enjoyed the trailer? Read the 
book!

Borrow Ernest Cline’s Ready Player One from the library today.

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=cSp1dM2Vj48




Let’s read the first page of the book!
Everyone my age remembers where they were and what they were doing when they first heard about the 
contest. I was sitting in my hideout watching cartoons when the news bulletin broke in on my video feed, 
announcing that James Halliday had died during the night. I’d heard of Halliday, of course. Everyone had. He 
was the videogame designer responsible for creating the OASIS, a massively multiplayer online game that had 
gradually evolved into the globally networked virtual reality most of humanity now used on a daily basis. The 
unprecedented success of the OASIS had made Halliday one of the wealthiest people in the world. At 
first, I couldn’t understand why the media was making such a big deal of the billionaire’s death. After all, the 
people of Planet Earth had other concerns. The ongoing energy crisis. Catastrophic climate change. Widespread 
famine, poverty, and disease. Half a dozen wars. You know: “dogs and cats living together . . . mass hysteria!” 
Normally, the news feeds didn’t interrupt everyone’s interactive sitcoms and soap operas unless something really 
major had happened. Like the outbreak of some new killer virus, or another major city vanishing in a mushroom 
cloud. Big stuff like that. As famous as he was, Halliday’s death should have warranted only a brief segment on 
the evening news, so the unwashed masses could shake their heads in envy when the newscasters announced 
the obscenely large amount of money that would be doled out to the rich man’s heirs.



HDHS  Trailer 
Reads

Week 6- Jennifer Niven’s All the Bright Places 





I don’t remember climbing up here. In fact, I don’t remember much of anything 
before Sunday, at least not anything so far this winter. This happens every 
time—the blanking out, the waking up. I’m like that old man with the beard, Rip 
Van Winkle. Now you see me, now you don’t. You’d think I’d have gotten used 
to it, but this last time was the worst yet because I wasn’t asleep for a couple 
days or a week or two—I was asleep for the holidays, meaning Thanksgiving, 
Christmas, and New Year’s. I can’t tell you what was different this time around, 
only that when I woke up, I felt deader than usual. Awake, yeah, but completely 
empty, like someone had been feasting on my blood. This is day six of being 
awake again, and my first week back at school since November 14.



Borrow Jennifer Niven’s All the Bright Places from the 
library today.

Enjoyed the trailer? Read the 
book!

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=o6VXNwe5LXs


HDHS  Trailer 
Reads

Week 7- Angie Thomas’ The Hate U Give 







Borrow Angie Thomas’ The Hate U Give from the library today.

Enjoyed the trailer? Read the 
book!

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=3MM8OkVT0hw


HDHS  Trailer 
Reads

Week 8-  Becky Albertalli’s Love, Simon 





Borrow Becky Albertalli’s Love, Simon from the library today.

Enjoyed the trailer? Read the 
book!

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=E0cbWdlQg_8


“So, what’s the point of the fake 
name?” he asks. Well. I’d say the point of the fake name was to keep people like Martin Addison from knowing my secret 
identity. So I guess that worked out brilliantly.I guess he must have seen me sitting at the computer. And I guess I’m a 
monumental idiot.He actually smiles. “Anyway, I thought it might interest you that my brother is gay.”“Um. Not 
really.”He looks at me.“What are you trying to say?” I ask.“Nothing. Look, Spier, I don’t have a problem with it. It’s just 
not that big of a deal.”Except it’s a little bit of a disaster, actually. Or possibly an epic fuckstorm of a disaster, depending 
on whether Martin can keep his mouth shut.“This is really awkward,” Martin says.I don’t even know how to 
reply.“Anyway,” he says, “it’s pretty obvious that you don’t want people to know.”I mean. I guess I don’t. Except the 
whole coming out thing doesn’t really scare me.I don’t think it scares me.It’s a giant holy box of awkwardness, and I won’t 
pretend I’m looking forward to it. But it probably wouldn’t be the end of the world. Not for me.The problem is, I don’t 
know what it would mean for Blue.If Martin were to tell anyone. The thing about Blue is that he’s kind of a private person. 
The kind of person who wouldn’t for-get to log out of his email. The kind of person who might never forgive me for being 
so totally careless.So I guess what I’m trying to say is that I don’t know what it would mean for us. For Blue and me.



HDHS  Trailer 
Reads

Week 9- Paper Towns by John Green        



Enjoyed the trailer? 
Read the book!

Borrow Paper Towns by John Green from the 
library today.

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=rFGiHm5WMLk




So Margo and I were nine. Our parents were friends, so we would sometimes play together, biking past the cul-de-sacced 

streets to Jefferson Park itself, the hub of our subdivision’s wheel.I always got very nervous whenever I heard that Margo 

was about to show up, on account of how she was the most fantasti cally gorgeous creature that God had ever created. On 

the morn ing in question, she wore white shorts and a pink T-shirt that featured a green dragon breathing a fire of orange 

glitter. It is dif ficult to explain how awesome I found this T-shirt at the time.

Margo, as always, biked standing up, her arms locked as she leaned above the handlebars, her purple sneakers a circuitous 

blur. It was a steam-hot day in March. The sky was clear, but the air tasted acidic, like it might storm later.

At the time, I fancied myself an inventor, and after we locked up our bikes and began the short walk across the park to the 

play ground, I told Margo about an idea I had for an invention called the Ringolator. The Ringolator was a gigantic cannon 

that would shoot big, colored rocks into a very low orbit, giving Earth the same sort of rings that Saturn has. (I still think 

this would be a fine idea, but it turns out that building a cannon that can shoot boulders into a low orbit is fairly 

complicated.)

I’d been in this park so many times before that it was mapped in my mind, so we were only a few steps inside when I began 

to sense that the world was out of order, even though I couldn’t immediately figure out what was different.

“Quentin,” Margo said quietly, calmly.

She was pointing. And then I realized what was different.



HDHS  Trailer 
Reads

Week 10- Alice Sebold’s The Lovely Bones 





Borrow Alice Sebold’s The Lovely Bones from the library today.

Enjoyed the trailer? Read the 
book!

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=jvWXV-c2hWo




HDHS  Trailer 
Reads

Week 11- Marcus Zusak’s The Book Thief 



http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=m3XHRHWcpfk


DEATH AND CHOCOLATE

First the colors.

Then the humans.

That's usually how I see things.

Or at least, how I try.

                                                                                              ***HERE IS A SMALL FACT ***

You are going to die.

I am in all truthfulness attempting to be cheerful about this whole topic, though most people find themselves hindered in believing me, no matter my 
protestations. Please, trust me. I most definitely can be cheerful. I can be amiable. Agreeable. Affable. And that's only the A's. Just don't ask me to be nice. 
Nice has nothing to do with me.

                                                                                                   ***Reaction to the ***

AFOREMENTIONED FACT

Does this worry you?

I urge you--don't be afraid.

I'm nothing if not fair.



Borrow Markus Zusak’s The Book Thief from the library today.

Enjoyed the trailer? Read the 
book!

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=92EBSmxinus


HDHS  Trailer 
Reads

Week 12- Meg Rosoff’s How I Live Now 





Chapter One:
My name is Elizabeth but no one’s ever called me that. My father took one look at me 
when I was born and must have thought I had the face of someone dignified and sad 
like an old-fashioned queen or a dead person, but what I turned out like is plain, not 
much there to notice. Even my life so far has been plain. More Daisy than Elizabeth 
from the word go.

But the summer I went to England to stay with my cousins everything changed. Part of 
that was because of the war, which supposedly changed lots of things, but I can’t 
remember much about life before the war anyway so it doesn’t count in my book, 
which this is.

Mostly everything changed because of Edmond.

And so here’s what happened.



Borrow Meg Rosoff’s How I Live Now from the library today.

Enjoyed the trailer? Read the 
book!

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=RSaxm68PPT4


HDHS  Trailer 
Reads

Week 13-  Nicola Yoon’s Everything, Everything  



Borrow Nicola Yoon’s Everything, Everything from the library today.

Enjoyed the trailer? Read the 
book!

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=42KNwQ6u42U




MY DISEASE IS as rare as it is famous. It’s a form of Severe Combined 
Immunodeficiency, but you know it as “bubble baby disease.”

Basically, I’m allergic to the world. Anything can trigger a bout of sickness. It could 
be the chemicals in the cleaner used to wipe the table that I just touched. It could 
be someone’s perfume. It could be the exotic spice in the food I just ate. It could be 
one, or all, or none of these things, or something else entirely. No one knows the 
triggers, but everyone knows the consequences. According to my mom I almost 
died as an infant. And so I stay on SCID row. I don’t leave my house, have not left 
my house in seventeen years.



HDHS  Trailer 
Reads

Week 14-David Levithan’s Every Day   



Borrow David Levithan’s Every Day from the library today.

Enjoyed the trailer? Read the 
book!

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=tqoAMfe_rPM




Day 5994 
I  wake up. 

Immediately I have to figure out who I am. It's not just the body--opening my eyes and discovering whether the 
skin on my arm is light or dark, whether my hair is long or short, whether I'm fat or thin, boy or girl, scarred or 
smooth. The body is the easiest thing to adjust to, if you're used to waking up in a new one each morning. It's 
the life, the context of the body, that can be hard to grasp. 

Every day I am someone else. I am myself--I know I am myself--but I am also someone else.

It has always been like this. 

The information is there. I wake up, open my eyes, understand that it is a new morning, a new place. The 
biography kicks in, a welcome gift from the not?me part of the mind. Today I am Justin. Somehow I know 
this--my name is Justin--and at the same time I know that I'm not really Justin, I'm only borrowing his life for a 
day. I look around and know that this is his room. This is his home. The alarm will go off in seven minutes. 

I'm never the same person twice, but I've certainly been this type before. Clothes everywhere. Far more video 
games than books. Sleeps in his boxers. From the taste of his mouth, a smoker. But not so addicted that he 
needs one as soon as he wakes up. 

"Good morning, Justin," I say. Checking out his voice. Low. The voice in my head is always different. 



    HDHS  Trailer 
Reads

Week 15- Ransom Riggs’ Miss Peregrine’s Home for Peculiar 

Children   





I picked up the flashlight and stepped toward the trees. My grandfather was out there somewhere, I was 

sure of it. But where? I was no tracker, and neither was Ricky. And yet something seemed to guide me 

anyway—a quickening in the chest; a whisper in the viscous air—and suddenly I couldn’t wait another 

second. I tromped into the underbrush like a bloodhound scenting an invisible trail.

It’s hard to run in a Florida woods, where every square foot not occupied by trees is bristling with thigh-high 

palmetto spears and nets of entangling skunk vine, but I did my best, calling my grandfather’s name and 

sweeping my flashlight everywhere. I caught a white glint out of the corner of my eye and made a beeline 

for it, but upon closer inspection it turned out to be just a bleached and deflated soccer ball I’d lost years 

before.

I was about to give up and go back for Ricky when I spied a narrow corridor of freshly stomped palmettos 

not far away. I stepped into it and shone my light around; the leaves were splattered with something dark. 

My throat went dry. Steeling myself, I began to follow the trail. The farther I went, the more my stomach 

knotted, as though my body knew what lay ahead and was trying to warn me. And then the trail of the 

flattened brush widened out, and I saw him.



Enjoyed the trailer? Read the book!

Borrow Ransom Riggs’ Miss Peregrine’s Home for Peculiar Children from 
the library today.

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=tV_IhWE4LP0


HDHS  Trailer 
Reads

Week 16- Anne Fine’s Madame Doubtfire    



Enjoyed the trailer? Read the book!

Borrow Anne Fine’s Madame Doubtfire from the library today.

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=i8bONcsjaVo




HDHS  Trailer 
Reads

Week 17-  Rick Yancey’s The 5thWave  



Enjoyed the trailer? Read the 
book!

Borrow Rick Yancey’s The 5thWave from the library today.

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=kmxLybfGNC4




ALIENS ARE STUPID.
I’m not talking about real aliens. The Others aren’t stupid. The Others are so far ahead of us, it’s like comparing 
the dumbest human to the smartest dog. No contest.
No, I’m talking about the aliens inside our own heads.
The ones we made up, the ones we’ve been making up since we realized those glittering lights in the sky were 
suns like ours and probably had planets like ours spinning around them. You know, the aliens we imagine, the 
kind of aliens we’d like to attack us, human aliens. You’ve seen them a million times. They swoop down from 
the sky in their flying saucers to level New York and Tokyo and London, or they march across the countryside in 
huge machines that look like mechanical spiders, ray guns blasting away, and always, always, humanity sets 
aside its differences and bands together to defeat the alien horde. David slays Goliath, and everybody (except 
Goliath) goes home happy.
What crap.
It’s like a cockroach working up a plan to defeat the shoe on its way down to crush it.
There’s no way to know for sure, but I bet the Others knew about the human aliens we’d imagined. And I bet 
they thought it was funny as hell. They must have laughed their asses off. If they have a sense of humor . . . or 
asses. They must have laughed the way we laugh when a dog does something totally cute and dorky.
Oh, those cute, dorky humans! They think we think like they do! Isn’t that adorable?
Forget about flying saucers and little green men and giant mechanical spiders spitting out death rays. Forget 
about epic battles with tanks and fighter jets and the final victory of us scrappy, unbroken, intrepid humans over 
the bug-eyed swarm. That’s about as far from the truth as their dying planet was from our living one.
The truth is, once they found us, we were toast.



HDHS  Trailer 
Reads

Week 18-Neal Shusterman’s Scythe    



Enjoyed the trailer? Read the 
book!

Borrow Neal Shusterman’s Scythe from the library today.

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=HPZPY8UWhSk




HDHS  Trailer 
Reads

Week 19-Ned Vizzini’s It’s Kind of a Funny Story   



Borrow  Ned Vizzini’s It’s Kind of a Funny Story from the library 
today.

Enjoyed the trailer? Read the 
book!

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=cyFCpQK-j7U




HDHS  Trailer 
Reads

Week 20- Suzanne Collins’ The Hunger Games  





Chapter 1:
When I wake up, the other side of the bed is cold. My fingers stretch out, seeking Prim’s warmth but finding 
only the rough canvas cover of the mattress. She must have had bad dreams and climbed in with our mother. 
Of course, she did. This is the day of the reaping. 

I prop myself up on one elbow. There’s enough light in the bedroom to see them. My little sister, Prim, curled 
up on her side, cocooned in my mother’s body, their cheeks pressed together. In sleep, my mother looks 
younger, still worn but not so beaten-down. Prim’s face is as fresh as a raindrop, as lovely as the primrose for 
which she was named. My mother was very beautiful once, too. Or so they tell me. 

Sitting at Prim’s knees, guarding her, is the world’s ugliest cat. Mashed-in nose, half of one ear missing, eyes 
the color of rotting squash. Prim named him Buttercup, insisting that his muddy yellow coat matched the bright 
flower. He hates me. Or at least distrusts me. Even though it was years ago, I think he still remembers how I 
tried to drown him in a bucket when Prim brought him home. Scrawny kitten, belly swollen with worms, 
crawling with fleas. The last thing I needed was another mouth to feed. But Prim begged so hard, cried even, I 
had to let him stay. It turned out okay. My mother got rid of the vermin and he’s a born mouser. Even catches 
the occasional rat. Sometimes, when I clean a kill, I feed Buttercup the entrails. He has stopped hissing at me. 
Entrails. No hissing. This is the closest we will ever come to love.



Borrow Suzanne Collins’ The Hunger Games from 
the library today.

Enjoyed the trailer? Read the 
book!

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=mfmrPu43DF8


HDHS  Trailer 
Reads

Week 21- Michael Crichton’s Jurassic Park  







Borrow Michael Crichton’s Jurassic Park from the library today.

Enjoyed the trailer? Read the 
book!

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=lc0UehYemQA


HDHS  Trailer 
Reads

Week 22-Victoria Aveyard’s Red Queen  





Borrow Victoria Aveyard Red Queen from the library today.

Enjoyed the trailer? Read the 
book!

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=-TpN_XB04As


HDHS  Trailer 
Reads

Week 23-James Dashner’s The Maze Runner   





Borrow James Dashner’s The Maze Runner from the 
library today.

Enjoyed the trailer? Read the 
book!

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=AwwbhhjQ9Xk


HDHS  Trailer 
Reads

Week 24-   Peter Benchley’s Jaws  





Borrow Peter Benchley’s Jaws from the library today.

Enjoyed the trailer? Read the 
book!

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=FpxOLhuNXfM


The fish rammed through the space between the bars, spreading them still farther with each thrust of its 
tail. Hooper, flattened against the back of the cage, saw the mouth reaching, straining for him. He 
remembered the power head, and he tried to lower his right arm and grab it. The fish thrust again, and 
Hooper saw with the terror of doom that the mouth was going to reach him.

The jaws closed around his torso. Hooper felt a terrible pressure, as if his guts were being compacted. He 
jabbed his fist into the black eye. The fish bit down, and the last thing Hooper saw before he died was the 
eye gazing at him through a cloud of his own blood.

“He’s got him!” cried Brody. “Do something!”

“The man is dead,” Quint said.

“How do you know? We may be able to save him.”

“He is dead.”

Holding Hooper in its mouth, the fish backed out of the cage. It sank a few feet, chewing, swallowing the 
viscera that were squeezed into its gullet. Then it shuddered and thrust forward with its tail, driving itself 
and prey upward in the water.



HDHS  Trailer 
Reads

Week 25- Ray Bradbury’s Fahrenheit 451   





Borrow Ray Bradbury’s Fahrenheit 451 from the 
library today.

Enjoyed the trailer? Read the 
book!

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=_yRvBGK-_b0


Chapter 1
It was a pleasure to burn. It was a special pleasure to see things eaten, to see things 
blackened and changed. With the brass nozzle in his fists, with this great python 
spitting its venomous kerosene upon the world, the blood pounded in his head, and 
his hands were the hands of some amazing conductor playing all the symphonies of 
blazing and 5 burning to bring down the tatters and charcoal ruins of history. With his 
symbolic helmet numbered 451 on his solid head, and his eyes all orange flame with 
the thought of what came next, he flicked the igniter and the house jumped up in a 
gorging fire that burned the evening sky red and yellow and black. He strode in a 
swarm of fireflies. He wanted above all, like the old joke, to shove a marshmallow on a 
stick in the 10 furnace, while the flapping pigeon-winged books died on the porch and 
lawn of the house. While the books went up in sparkling whirls and blew away on a 
wind turned dark with burning. Montag grinned the fierce grin of all men singed and 
driven back by flame. He knew that when he returned to the firehouse, he might wink 
at himself, a 15 minstrel man, burnt-corked, in the mirror. Later, going to sleep, he 
would feel the fiery smile gripped by his face muscles, in the dark. It never went away, 
that smile, it never went away, as long as he remembered. 



HDHS  Trailer 
Reads

Week 26-  Gayle Forman’s If I Stay    





Borrow Gayle Forman’s If I Stay from the library 
today.

Enjoyed the trailer? Read the 
book!

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=m9hZ40TJ0zs


Chapter 1     7:09 a.m.

Everyone thinks it was because of the snow. And in a way, I suppose that’s true.I wake up this morning to a thin 

blanket of white covering our front lawn. It isn’t even an inch, but in this part of Oregon a slight dusting brings 

everything to a standstill as the one snowplow in the county gets busy clearing the roads. It is wet water that 

drops from the sky—and drops and drops and drops—not the frozen kind.

It is enough snow to cancel school. My little brother, Teddy, lets out a war whoop when Mom’s AM radio 

announces the closures. “Snow day!” he bellows. “Dad, let’s go make a snowman.”

My dad smiles and taps on his pipe. He started smoking one recently as part of this whole 1950s, Father Knows 

Best retro kick he is on. He also wears bow ties. I am never quite clear on whether all this is sartorial or 

sardonic—Dad’s way of announcing that he used to be a punker but is now a middle-school English teacher, or 

if becoming a teacher has actually turned my dad into this genuine throwback. But I like the smell of the pipe 

tobacco. It is sweet and smoky, and reminds me of winters and woodstoves.





HDHS  Trailer 
Reads

Week 27-Lauren Oliver’s Before I Fall          





They say that just before you die your whole life flashes before your eyes, but that's not how it 

happened for me.

To be honest, I'd always thought the whole final-moment, mental lifescan-thing sounded pretty 

awful. Some things are better left buried and forgotten, as my mom would say. I'd be happy to 

forget all of fifth grade, for example (the glasses-and-pink-braces period), and does anybody 

want to relive the first day of middle school? Add in all of the boring family vacations, pointless 

algebra classes, period cramps and bad kisses I barely lived through the first time around...

The truth is, though, I wouldn't have minded reliving my greatest hits: when Rob Cokran and I 

first hooked up in the middle of the dance floor at homecoming, so everyone saw and knew we 

were together; when Lindsay, Elody, Ally and I got drunk and tried to make snow angels in May, 

leaving person-sized imprints in Ally's lawn; my sweet sixteenth party, when we set out a 

hundred tea lights and we all danced on the table in the backyard; the time Lindsay and I 

pranked Clara Seuse on Halloween, got chased down by the cops, and laughed so hard we almost 

threw up. The things I wanted to remember; the things I wanted to be remembered for.



Borrow  Lauren Oliver’s Before I Fall                   
from the library today.

Enjoyed the trailer? Read the 
book!

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=q3Zyy4ZXegE


HDHS  Trailer 
Reads

Week 28- Sara Gruen’s Water for Elephants        





Borrow Sara Gruen’s Water for Elephants              
from the library today.

Enjoyed the trailer? Read the 
book!

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=d0DbfQaentM


My eyes swept the tent, desperate to find Marlena. Instead I saw a cat slide through the connection leading to 
the big top—it was a panther, and as its lithe black body disappeared into the canvas tunnel I braced myself. If 
the rubes didn't know, they were about to find out. It took several seconds to come, but come it did—one 
prolonged shriek followed by another, and then another, and then the whole place exploded with the 
thunderous sound of bodies trying to shove past other bodies and off the stands. The band screeched to a halt 
for a second time, and this time stayed silent. I shut my eyes: Please God let them leave by the back end. 
Please God don't let them try to come through here. 

I opened my eyes again and scanned the menagerie, frantic to find her. How hard can it be to find a girl and an 
elephant, for Christ's sake? 

When I caught sight of her pink sequins, I nearly cried out in relief - maybe I did. I don't remember. 

She was on the opposite side, standing against the sidewall, calm as a summer day. Her sequins flashed like 
liquid diamonds, a shimmering beacon between the multicolored hides. She saw me, too, and held my gaze for 
what seemed like forever. She was cool, languid. Smiling even. I started pushing my way toward her, but 
something about her expression stopped me cold.

That son of a bitch was standing with his back to her, red-faced and bellowing, flapping his arms and swinging 
his silver-tipped cane. His high-topped silk hat lay on the straw beside him. 



HDHS Trailer 
Reads

Week 30-  Michael Grant’s Gone  



Enjoyed the trailer? Read the book!

Borrow Michael Grant’s Gone series from the library today.

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=xQYztnrUIwk
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