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LeT’S GeT STO rTed (from a desktop or laptop):

* Open a CHROME internet browser (Must be CHROME!) DC)

Google
Chrome

* Go to the HASD website at www.hasd.org
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http://www.hasd.org/

over over the Schools tab and choose
ortonville MS to go to Hortonville Middle
School’'s Homepage

Hover over “Students” and click
on “Ebook and Destiny Discover
Link”
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The Destiny Discover
homepage looks like this:




Click on “Log In" In the upper right hand corner. On the
log In page, you need to enter your user name and
password exactly the same as you use 1o log in to the

computers at school: (If it does not work, you must see
Mrs. Diem 1o fix your log in).

Username: first and last name, no spaces
Password: the same password you use at school

Hortonville Middle School

Log in using your Follett account

Trouble logging in? Ask your media specialist or librarian.

Cancel Submit

** Press “submit”
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Under eBooks, click on “see all” on the far right:
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Once you are in the
eBook Library, you can
just open a book and
read if, or you can
check it out. Once
you check it out, you
can read it on any
device (including
smart phone or tablet)
once you download
the “Destiny Discover”
app, which you can
get for free from the
Apple store or the
Google Play Store.
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JANZANAE  Call Number: 92 HOU
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Farewell to Manzanar a true story of Japanese American experience during and after the World War Il internment
Houston, Jeanne Wakatsuki Published: 2002

- - -
= Follett eBook Interest Level: Young Adult
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Diary of a wimpy kid old school
Kinney, Jeff. Series: Diary of a wimpy kid ; 10
2 Follett eBook Published: 2015

Call Number: FKIN
10f 1available
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Reading Level: 5.8

Interest Level: 5-8

When
Laurie, Victoria Published: 2015
2 Follett eBook Interest Level: Young Adult

Call Number: F LAU
1of 1available
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A great war -- more worthy of relation than any that had preceded it the Peloponnesian War as a Rosetta Stone for joint warf;

Wl *cGowan, Kevin M Published: 2014

3 Follett eBook Interest Level: Adult

Call Number: 938 M
10f 1available
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mm Pugs of the frozen north
| Reeve, Philip ****7:’ )

. =

A& Foliett eBook Series: Not-so-impossible tales

" Call Number: F REE

10of 1 available Published: 2015
Reading Level: 5.4

Interest Level: 3-6

Diary of a wimpy kid double down
Kinney, Jeff. Series: Diary of a wimpy kid ; 11
2 Follett eBook Published: 2016

Call Number: FKIN
10f 1available
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Reading Level: 5.0

Interest Level: 5-8



Rules for Ebooks:

* One book may be
checked out at a time.
* You can check out
your book for 7 days
only.

* We have about 200
books right now but will
be adding more soon.

To turn the page, simply
hover over the right side
of the page and click.
You can move around
chapters by going to the
menu bar. When you're
reading a book, you can
use the different tools to
bookmark pages, write
notes, highlight, change
font, etc.

New York Times bestselling author of REFUGEE

A world ot war. A boy on his own.
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Now that I've found the way to i, which divection should T go into the might? Mywings avent whits or feathered they re green,
‘mad of green 3ilk, which shuddsrs in the wind and benal when ] move—first ina circle, then in a ling, finally in & shape of my own
invention. The black behind ms dossn't vorry me; naither do th stars ahead
Temile at myself, at the foolishness of my imagination. People cannot fly, though before the Society. there were myths about those
who could. Tsaw a painting of them once. White wings, blue sky, gold circles sbove their heads, eyes tumed up in surprise as though
they couldn’t believe what the artist had painted them doing, couldn't believe that dheir feet didn’t touch the ground.
Those stories weren't troe. [ know that. But tonight, t's easy to forget. The air train glides through the starry night so smoothly and
1ty heart pounds so quickly that it faels as though I conld soar into the sky at any moment.
“What are you amiling about?” Xander wonders as [ smooth the folds of my green silk dress down neat.
Everything.” [ tell him, and it's troe. I've waited so long for this: for my Match Banquet. Where I'll see, for the first time, the face
of the boy who will be my Match. It will be the first time I hear bis name.
Tean'twait. As quickty as the air train moves, it sifl sn't fast enough. It hushes through the night, its sound a backerouad for the
low rain of our parents” voices, the lizhtning-quick beats of my heart
Perhaps Xander can hear my heart pounding, too, because he asks, “Are you nervous” In the seat next to him, Xander's older
brother begins to tell my mother the story of his Match Banquet. It won't be long now until Xander and 1 have our own stories to tell
No." I say. But Xander's my best friend. He knows me too well.
Yoo lie,” he teases. “You are nervous.

Aren't you?”
< Not me. I'm ready.” He says it without hesitation, and I believe him. Xander i the kind of person who is sure about what he

was.

Tt does’t matter if you're nervous, Cassia,” he says, gentle now. “Almost sinety-three percent of those attending their Match
Banquet exhibit some signs of nervousness.”

"Did you memorize alf of the official Matching material?”

‘Almost,” Xander says, grinning. He holds his hands out as ifto say, Fhat did you expect?

The gesture makes me laugh, and besides, I memorized all of the material too. It's easy to do when youread it so many times,
when the decision iz 50 important. “So you're in the minority, [ say. “The seven percent who don't show any serves atall.”

‘Of course,” he agrees,

‘How could you tell Fwas nervous?

‘Because you keep opening and closing thar.” Xander points to the golden object in my hands. “T didn't know you had an artifact”
A faw treasures from the past float around among s. Though citizens ofthe Society are allowed one artifact each, they are hard to
come by. Unless you had ancestors who took care to pass things along through the years.

Teidn't, vatil  few hours azo,™ L tell him. “Grandfather gave it to me for my birthday. It belenged to his mother.

What's it called?” Xander asks,

‘A compact,” I say. [ fie the name very much. Compact means small. [ am small. I also like the way it sounds when you say it:
com-pact. Saying the word makces a sound like the one the artifact itself males when it snaps shot.

What do the initials and numbers mean””
Tm ot sore” inger across the letters ACM and the rumbers /940 carved across the golden surface. “Butlook,” I tell
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owner once stored powder for her face, according to Grandfather. Now, I use it to hold the three emergency tablets that everyone
carries—one green, one blue, one red.
‘That's conventent,” Xander says. He stretches out his arms in front of him and I-notice that he has an artifact, too—a pair of shiny
platinum cuff links. “My father lent me these, but you can't put anything in them. They're completely useless.”
‘They look nice, though.” My gaze travels up to Xander's face, to his bright blue eyes and blond hair above his dark suit and white
shirt. He's always been handsome, even when we were little, but I've never seen him dressed up like this. Boys don’t have s much
leeway in choosing clothes as girks do. One suit looks nuch like another. Stil,they get to select the color of their shirts and eravats,
and the quality of the material is much finer than the material used for plainclothes. “You ook nice.” The girl who finds cut that he's
‘her Mateh will be thrilled.
"Nice?” Xander says, liting his eyebrows. “That's all?”
“Nander,” his mother says next to him, amusement mingled with reproach in her voice.
‘Tou look beautiful,” Xander tells me, and Tflush a litfe even though I've known Xander all my life. T feel beautifu, in this dress
ice green, floating, full-skirted. The unaccustomed smoothness of silk against my skin makes me feel lithe and graceful.
Nextto me, my mother and father each draw a breath as City Hall comes into view, lit up white and blue and sparkling with the
special occasion lights that indicate a celebration is taking place. I can't see the marble stairs in front of the Hall yet, but [mow that
they will be polished and shining. All my 1ife I have waited to walk up those clean marble steps and through the doors of the Hall, 2
tuilding [ have seen from a distance but never entered.
Trwant to open the compact and check i the mirror to make sure [ look my best. But I don't want to seem vain, so [ sneak a glance
atmy face in its surface instead.
The rounded lid of the compact distorts my features  little, but its still me. My green eyes. My coppery-brown hair, which focks
more golden in the compact than it does in real life. My straight small nose. My chin with a trace of a dimple like my grandfather's.
Alfthe outward characteristics that make me Cassia Maria Reyes, seventeen years old exactly.
Ttum the compact over in my hands, looking at how perfectly the two sides fit together. My Match is already coming together just
a3 neatly, beginning with the fact that [ am here tonight. Since my birthday falls on the fifteenth, the day the Banquet iz held each >
month, I'd ahways hoped! that I might be Matched on my actual birthday—but I knew it might not happen. You can be called up for
your Banguet anytime during the year after you tum seventeen. When the notification came across the port two weeks ago that I
would, indeed, be Matched on the day of my birthday, I could almost hear the clean map of the pieces fitting into place, exactly as
T've dreamed for so long
Because although T haven't even had to wait a full day for my Match, in some ways Ihave waited all my life
‘Cassia,” my mother says, smiling at me. I blink and look up, startled. My parents stand up, ready to disembark. Xander stands,
too, and straightens his sleeves. I hear him take a deep breath, and I smile to myself. Maybe he fs 2 litile nervous after afl.
‘Here we go,” he says to me. His smile & so kind and good; I'm glad we were called up the same month. We've shared so much of
childhood, it seems we should share the end of , foo.
Tsmile back at him and give him the best greeting we have in the Society. “Twish you optimal results,” [ tell Xander
Youtoo, Cassta,” he says.
As we step off the air train and walk toward ity Hall, sy parents each link an amm through mine. T am sumounded, as [ always
have been, by their love
Tt is only the three of us tonight. My brother, Bram, can’t come to the Match Banquet because he is under seventeen, too young to
attend. The frst one you attend is always your own. I, however, will be able to attend Bram’s banguet because [ am the older sibling [
smile to myself, wondering what Bram's Match will be like. In seven years [ will find out
But tonight is my night.
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Have tun and
happy reading!




