
		
			
				 

			

		

		

		
			
				 

			

		

		
			
				 

			

			
				
					This picture book started as a heartfelt collaboration with Tina. Before her passing, she was excited about the plans for this project and eager to watch it come to life. Every page reflects the essence of her heart and soul.

					With the blessings of Tina and myself, we invite you to share this book with the children in your life, ensuring that Tina’s legacy remains alive and continues to play on in the hearts of generations to come.

						—Erwin Bach
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					For every bold little soul brave enough to be themselves—you’re simply the best, and I see you—ELM

					To Mara and Jip, my darling daughters. Never stop believing in yourself, just like Tina—MK
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					Shay always wanted to be a star . . . A “stand under the lights, sing songs into the sky with an audience filled with people” kind of star.

				

			

			
				
					But when Shay saw singers and superstars on TV, most of them didn’t look like her.

					Most of them sang about big cities and places she’d never been.

					And most of them seemed so far away, it felt like they were on a different planet.

				

			

		

		
			
				 

			

			
				
					Until one day, Shay’s mama and granny taught her about another star—a Black girl raised in Nutbush, Tennessee, with  big hair, a big voice, and even bigger   dreams . . . Just like her.

				

			

		

		
			
				
				 

				

			
				
				 

				

			
				
				 

				

		

		
			
				
					Shay always wanted to be a star . . . A “stand under the lights, sing songs into the sky with an audience filled with people” kind of star.
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					Until one day, Shay’s mama and granny taught her about another star—a Black girl raised in Nutbush, Tennessee, with big hair, a big voice, and even bigger dreams . . . Just like her.

				

			

		

		

		
			
				 

			

			
				
					“Music wouldn’t be the same without Tina Turner!” Shay’s granny preached. “She’s not the Queen of Rock ’n’ Roll for nothin!”

				

			

			
				
					“Her music brings people from all walks of life together!” Shay’s mama added.

					Shay’s rock-music-loving daddy, hip-hop-music-loving uncle, country-music-loving auntie, and rhythm-and-blues-loving little brother were proof of that.

				

			

		

		
			
				 

			

			
				
					The first twang of a Tina Turner song was all it took to gather Shay’s family in the kitchen like a crowd at a concert.

					Around the record player, they marveled at Tina’s powerhouse vocals.

				

			

			
				
					And when they watched Tina Turner perform, they felt like they were up onstage with her.

					Tina Turner’s music was an invitation.

					Shay could be a star, too!
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					Shay may be young, but she spent years trying to look just like Tina . . . 

				

			

			
				
					Move just like Tina . . . 

				

			

			
				
					And sing just like Tina . . . 

				

			

			
				
					And today, at the local Tina Turner Festival, Shay would finally get the chance to sing on a real stage, with a real microphone, in front of a real audience.

				

			

		

		
			
				 

			

			
				
					Shay stood in front of the mirror, perfecting her hair and testing the twirl in her dress until the boom boom bass of her practice music traveled to the top of the stairs.

				

			

			
				
					That could only mean one thing.
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					Sure enough, Shay’s little brother stood on her homemade stage.

					The lights and cameras were all on him, but he hit all the wrong notes. He grooved all the wrong grooves! Shay’s brother looked and sounded nothing like Tina.

					Without skipping a beat, Shay kicked off her house shoes and rolled her neck, ready to show him how Tina actually did it, until . . . 

					“It’s all about the footwork!” Shay’s dad shuffled into view on his toes like he was a half ballerina, half breakdancer. “Just like Tina in ‘Proud Mary’!” he said.

				

			

			
				
					Before Shay knew it, her mama was playing air guitar with one hand and air keyboard with the other!

					Her granny danced around with her eyes closed like the sound of Tina’s voice was a portal to her childhood!

					And her Aunt Cherelle and Uncle Pete took turns singing lines from “Simply the Best,” which Shay thought sounded simply the worst!

				

			

		

		
			
				 

			

			
				
					Shay decided the party was over.

					“Some of us have a real performance today which requires a real rehearsal.”

				

			

			
				
					Shay’s dad and granny shot her matching side-eyes.

					“What I think Shay’s trying to say is”—her mama stepped in—“we need to prepare to work the Tina Turner Festival. And it would be nice for Shay and her friends to have some privacy while they practice. Right, everybody?”

					“Right!” almost everyone said in unison.

					“Aw! But I was just getting started!” Shay’s brother said.
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					When Shay’s friends arrived, she skipped the hellos and high fives, instead tapping her foot like Uncle Pete did when someone ran late.

				

			

			
				
					Kalisha and Monet still needed the perfect dresses.

				

			

			
				
					Quan and Chris needed the perfect hair.

				

			

			
				
					And Shay needed them all to put on a perfect performance . . . just like Tina.

				

			

		

		
			
				 

			

			
				
					During practice, Kalisha started strong, but her scratchy sequin dress made her throw her drumsticks in the air.

				

			

			
				
					Chris strummed his strings in sync until his wig slid over his eyes.

				

			

			
				
					Monet fiddled her fingers along the keys with ease until Kalisha’s drumstick dropped on middle C.

				

			

			
				
					And Quan’s trumpet solo sounded smooth until his laughter replaced his tunes.

				

			

			
				
					Shay made them drum, strum, fiddle, and focus until they couldn’t drum, strum, fiddle, and focus anymore.

					“This was supposed to be fun . . . ,” Kalisha said.

					“Yeah!” Monet, Quan, and Chris agreed.

					“It is fun. But if y’all aren’t ready for the big stage then maybe I should do the show alone!”

					Shay squeezed her eyes shut to keep her tears from sneaking out and stormed off without saying goodbye.
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					Later, at the festival, Shay’s family went off to work while Shay and Granny talked.

				

			

		

		
			
				 

			

			
				
					“You ready for your big performance today, sugar?” Granny asked.

					Shay hid her tears again. “It’s my friends . . . they just don’t get it. All I wanted was for our performance to be perfect. I wanted it to be just like Tina. The dresses. The hair. The dancing. And now it’s all ruined.”

				

			

			
				
					“I see,” Granny said, kissing Shay on her forehead. “Come with me, child. I know exactly what you need.”
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					“You see that booth your dad’s working at? That’s the Give Back booth,” Granny started. “Every year, we raise money for the arts programs here in Nutbush on highway number nineteen. It helps kids and creatives, like you, pursue their dreams without worrying about the cost. And this year, we’re giving to the programs in St. Louis, Missouri, too. That’s where Tina’s career really took off. All of this is inspired by the many ways Tina gave back to children and families throughout her career.”

				

			

		

		
			
				 

			

			
				
					“Wow. Tina did all that to help others? She wasn’t just a singer?” Shay asked.

				

			

			
				
					“Oh, she was much more than that.”
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OEBPS/scripts/region-magnificationator.js
/* Region-Magnificationator
 *
 * This JavaScript adds simple touch-to-popup functionality
 * 
 * It looks for elements with a data-mag-target attribute:
 * 
 * <div data-mag-target="page7_item1_1">...</div>
 * 
 * For ease of converting to KF8, intra-page popup order
 * should also be defined by setting an ordinal attribute.
 * This script, however, will ignore it:
 * 
 * <div data-mag-target="page7_item1_1" data-mag-ordinal="1">...</div>
 *
 * This script has no library dependencies.
 *
 * It is designed to work in both mouse and touch environments.
 */


/*
 * global variables
 */

var DEV_MODE = false; // set to true for console output on device

var MAX_TAP_DIAMETER = 50; // how far can finger stray before no longer tap?
var MAX_TAP_DURATION = 250; // milliseconds 
var PAGINATIONHOTSPOTWIDTH = 0.10; // percent of screen edges to reserve for page forward/backward
var MAG_TARGET_ATTRIBUTE = 'data-mag-target';

var currentlyShowing = null;
var startCoords = null;
var startTime = null;
var maxPageBackXValue;
var maxPageForwardXValue;

var isTextSelected = false;

/**
 * initialize
 * 
 * @function main
 */
function main() {

	// dev mode 
	if (DEV_MODE && 'ontouchstart' in window) {
		console = new MobileConsole();
	}
	
	// estimate position of page back/forward hotspots
	var windowWidth = document.getElementsByTagName('div')[0].offsetWidth;
	maxPageBackXValue = (windowWidth * PAGINATIONHOTSPOTWIDTH);
	minPageForwardXValue = windowWidth - maxPageBackXValue;

	// set up triggers
	var triggers = getTriggers();
	initializeTriggers(triggers);

	// use body as event backstop
	addEventListeners(document.body);

}

/**
 * find triggers
 * 
 * @function getTriggers
 * @return {Array<Element>} 
 */
function getTriggers() {
	var anchors = document.getElementsByTagName('div');
	var triggers = new Array();
	for( var i = 0; i < anchors.length; i++ ) {
		if (anchors[i].hasAttribute(MAG_TARGET_ATTRIBUTE)) {
			triggers.push(anchors[i]);
		}
	}
	return triggers;
}

/**
 * add event listeners and connect triggers
 * to popups
 * 
 * @function initializeTriggers
 * @param {Array<Element>} triggers
 */
function initializeTriggers(triggers) {
	for( var i = 0; i < triggers.length; i++ ) {
		addEventListeners(triggers[i]);
		// store ref to popup in trigger DOM object
		var targetId = triggers[i].getAttribute(MAG_TARGET_ATTRIBUTE);
		var popup = document.getElementById(targetId);
		if (!popup) throw Error('Invalid mag target: ' + targetId);
		triggers[i].jsPopupTarget = popup;
	}
}

/**
 * @function addEventListeners
 * @param {Element} el
 */
function addEventListeners(el) {
	if ('ontouchstart' in window) {
		console.log('adding touch events');
		el.addEventListener('touchstart', handleTouchStart, false);
		el.addEventListener('touchend', handleTouchEnd, false);
	} else {
		el.addEventListener('mousedown', handleTouchStart, false);
		el.addEventListener('mouseup', handleTouchEnd, false);
	}

}

/**
 * @function handleTouchStart
 * @param {Event} event
 */
function handleTouchStart(event) {
	isTextSelected = checkIfTextSelected();
	if (event.currentTarget === document.body || event.currentTarget.hasAttribute(MAG_TARGET_ATTRIBUTE)) {
		event.stopPropagation();
		startCoords = getCoordinates(event);
		startTime = (new Date()).getTime();
	}
}

/**
 * Determine if action should be taken
 * 
 * @function handleTouchEnd
 * @param {Event} event
 */
function handleTouchEnd(event) {
	if (event.currentTarget === document.body || event.currentTarget.hasAttribute(MAG_TARGET_ATTRIBUTE)) {
		if (startTime != null) {
			event.stopPropagation();
			var endTime = (new Date()).getTime();
			var duration = endTime - startTime;
			if (duration <= MAX_TAP_DURATION) {
				handleFullTouch(event);
			}
		}
	}
}

/**
 * If an event reaches this function,
 * consider it a proper touch event.
 * - If popup showing, hide it
 * - If trigger touched, show that popup
 * 
 * @function handleFullTouch
 * @param {Event} event
 */
function handleFullTouch(event) {
	// If user interacting with link, let it happen
	if (event.target.tagName.toLowerCase() !== 'a') {
		if (currentlyShowing != null && event.currentTarget === document.body) {
			hideAll();
			if (!isTextSelected) {
				// if text selected, don't prevent default
				// or user can't deselect
				event.preventDefault();
			} 
		} else if (event.currentTarget.hasAttribute(MAG_TARGET_ATTRIBUTE)) {
			event.preventDefault();
			var trigger = event.currentTarget;
			var popup = trigger.jsPopupTarget;
			if (popup != currentlyShowing) {
				show(popup);
			}
		}	
	}
}

/**
 * Determines if user has selected text
 * 
 * @function checkIfTextSelected
 * @return {boolean}
 */
function checkIfTextSelected() {
	var txt = '';
	if (window.getSelection) {
		txt = window.getSelection().toString();
	}
	if (txt == '' || txt == null) {
		return false;
	}
	return true;
}

/*
 * show popup
 * 
 * @function show
 * @param {Element} popup
 */
function show(popup){
	hideAll();
	popup.style.display = 'block';
	currentlyShowing = popup;
}

/*
 * hide all popups
 * 
 * @function hideAll
 */
function hideAll(){
	if ( currentlyShowing != null ) {
		currentlyShowing.style.display = 'none';
		currentlyShowing = null;
	}
}

/* ---------------- utilities ------------------- */

/**
 * get event coordinates
 * 
 * @function getCoordinates
 * @param {Event} event
 * @return {Object} containing x and y Number properties
 */
function getCoordinates(event) {
	var x;
	var y;
	if ( 'touches' in event ) {
		x = event.touches[0].pageX;
		y = event.touches[0].pageY;
	} else {
		x = event.pageX;
		y = event.pageY;
	}
	return {'x':x, 'y':y};
}

/**
 * get distance between points
 * 
 * @function getDistance
 * @param {Number} pointA
 * @param {Number} pointB
 * @return {Number}
 */
function getDistance(pointA, pointB) {
	return Math.sqrt( Math.pow((pointB.x - pointA.x),2) + Math.pow((pointB.y - pointA.y),2));
}

/**
 * is event single finger touch?
 * 
 * @function isSingleFingerEvent
 * @param {Event} event
 * @return {boolean}
 */
function isSingleFinger(event) {
	if ( 'touches' in event && event.touches.length > 1) {
		return false;
	}
	return true;
}

/**
 * add a class to a DOM element
 * 
 * @function addClass
 * @param {Element} el
 * @param {String} className
 */
function addClass(el, className) {
	var newClassAtt = '';
	/*
	 * remove existing occurrences
	 */
	var currentClassNames = el.className.split(' ');
	for( var i = 0; i < currentClassNames.length; i++ ) {
		if ( currentClassNames[i] != className ) {
			newClassAtt += ' ' + currentClassNames[i];
		}
	}
	// now add to end		
	newClassAtt += ' ' + className;
	// remove space that may have been added to beginning
	newClassAtt = newClassAtt.trim();
	el.className = newClassAtt;
}

/**
 * check if DOM element has class
 * 
 * @function hasClass
 * @param {Element} el
 * @param {String} classToCheck
 * @return {boolean}
 */
function hasClass(el, classToCheck){
	var existingClasses = el.className.split(' ');
	for( var i in existingClasses ) {
		if( existingClasses[i] == classToCheck ) {
			return true;
		}
	}
	return false;
}

/**
 * By overriding the console with an instance
 * of this class, you can get console output
 * on mobile devices.
 * @class MobileConsole
 */
function MobileConsole() {
    this.outputElement = document.createElement("div");
    document.getElementsByTagName('div')[0].appendChild(this.outputElement);
    var style = 'font-size:0.8em;position:absolute;background-color:rgba(100,150,255,0.5);max-width:40%;top:10px;left:10px;';
    this.outputElement.setAttribute('style',style);
}
/**
 * @method log
 */
MobileConsole.prototype.log = function(txt) {
    var p = document.createElement('p');
    p.setAttribute('style','margin:0;text-indent:0;');
    p.innerHTML = txt;
    this.outputElement.appendChild(p);
}

window.addEventListener('load', main, false);
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