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Chapter One 

I'm famous. 

This is how it happened. 

A five-year-old girl went missing in North 

Vancouver, and that night I had a dream-I dreamed 

exactly where she was. Clear as day. I told my 

parents, and they went with me to the police. Mom 

explained to the detective that I have this gift. 



The detective was nice. I mean, she didn't laugh 

out loud. Instead she checked. I had seen the little 

girl shivering inside a shed, and I could also see the 

street the shed was on. It was beside a big old factory 

that had a huge G marked on the front. The detective 

found her exactly where I said. Turned out the kid 

had wandered into the shed and got locked in. It was 

just a few blocks from where she lived in North Van. 

Mom called it a gift when she explained it to 

the detective. That's not what I would call it. I can 

sometimes see the future. I can sometimes dream 

what will happen, or hear people's thoughts, or even 

talk to dead people. Some gift! Unlike other gifts, this 

one is not returnable. 

When I was little I thought everyone saw the 

world the same way. It was only when I got older that 

I started to realize I was different. My best friend, 

Nir, used to tease me. He'd say I knew what he was 

thinking when we played soccer and that's why I was 

always a step ahead. I told him I could hear what he 

was thinking. Yup, that freaked him out. He pretty 

much made me tell my parents, who were worried I 

was sick. But the psychiatrist they took me to said I 

wasn't. I was just ~sensitive." 

Anyway, back to my instant fame. Some reporter 

managed to track me down as the person who had 

helped the police. I still don't know how the reporter 

did it, but suddenly there were cameras at our door. 

Then there were more and more reporters, until finally 

the story went viral. 

I'm just finishing seventh grade, and I really don't 

need this going into my last year of middle school. 

I was planning to star in the school play next year. 

I was planning to audition for films in Vancouver. 

But who wants an actor who's had his face all over 

the internet and all over TV news-for being psychic? 

This is really bad! 

Okay, so I haven't had a normal childhood. I've 

managed, though, often by ignoring my psychic 

abilities whenever possible. My older sister, Jessie, 



Jes for short, is always trying to figure out some 

scientific explanation for my powers. She's a math 

wiz and has more science medals than she can fit 

in her room. And she badly wants to know what my 

powers mean. 

Is it because of quantum physics? Some scientists 

say there is no past, no future-only now. Jes wonders 

if I could be tapping into some sort of collective 

unconscious. Like a group mind. But that wouldn't 

explain my talking to and hearing dead people, 

would it? That has Jes stumped for sure. 

Still, outside of my family, Nir and Jes's best 

friend, Meira, who is Nir's older sister, no one else 

knew anything about this. 

Until now. 

Chapter Two 

"What's it like being famousr 

I stare at-what's her name? Lily? Or maybe it's 

Luna? She must be the fiftieth person today to ask 

me that. She's one of the popular kids, and she has 

never, ever noticed me before. 

The hallway is finally empty, except for the two of 

us. I've been mobbed out here, answering questions 

every class change. 



~zevi, who's going to win the Stanley Cup?" 

MZevi, should I go out with Jon or Jordan or 

whoever?" 

MWhat about the latest Jays trade?" 

Then there are the others. MZevi, you're a total 

freak. Zevi..." 

And to make it even more annoying, half of them 

can't pronounce my name right. MZeevee" is one I 

hear a lot. MZev," I correct them, Mand then add the 

long ee." They don't really listen, though. They aren't 

interested in me, just in the answers I can give them. 

Which I mostly can't-or won't! 

Nir barrels down the hallway and saves me, 

as usual. He's so tall for thirteen, he looks like a 

high schooler. I'm almost as tall as Nir, so the two 

of us stand out in the hallways. Coach Briggs is 

always glaring at me because I chose Drama Club 

over basketball, unlike Nir. Coach takes that as a 

personal insult. 

MZevi! Come on! We're late for class." Nir grabs me 

by the arm and puts some distance between us and 

whoever that girl is. 

I can hear her disbelief as we start down the hall. 

Mum, hello!" I guess no one just walks away from her 

when she is talking, like, ever! 

MSc have you heard?" Nir asks me. 

MWhat?" 

MGuess who's coming here to film a movie." 

MWho?" I ask. 

~who?" 

MRobert Lemon!" Nir says. 

MReal/y?" 

MReally. The movie's called Darkness Falls, and 

they're only filming some of it here, the rest in LA. 

But Robert Lemon will be here for, like, two weeks. 

It's his first lead in a drama, not an action movie. It's 

set in the future, and he plays a guy who discovers 



that his older brother murdered their father. Then the 

older brother takes over the family empire, leaving the 

younger brother with lots of problems. Sounds like a 

great part!" Nir says eagerly. "And wait-there's more!" 

"What?" I ask. 

"They're auditioning for extras. I'm going to send 

in my picture. You should too. I mean, maybe we 

could even be in a scene with him." 

"You and the rest of the city," I say. "Anyway, you 

hate acting. Why would you do it?" 

"Because it's Robert Lemon, obviously," Nir says. 

"And you know he's Jewish," he adds. 

"Yeah," I answer, rolling my eyes. Every Jewish 

kid, including me and Nir, knows that Robert Lemon 

is Jewish. 

We finally get to class. Ms. Foster gives us both a 

look for being late. 

We sit down, and I open my math book. I think 

about what Nir just told me. I've been an extra in 

two movies and one TV episode. It's mainly standing 

around and then more standing around. I find it 

interesting, though, because I get to watch the actors 

and try to learn from them. And learning from Robert 

Lemon would be amazing. 

But suddenly I see a black cloud all around me. 

I've seen that before. Over the years I've learned that 

whenever I see it, bad things almost always happen. 

"Zevi, is anything wrong?" Ms. Foster asks me. 

I look up. "No, why?" 

Nir whispers, "You kinda groaned out loud." 

I check the room. Everyone is staring at me. 

"I just saw a vision of my math mark," I say. 

Ms. Foster smiles. The kids laugh. 

And Nir whispers, "Zevi? What's up?" 

I shake my head. I'll tell him later. 

I'm in a movie. It must take place in the present 

or the future because the set is sleek-white walls, 

white furniture, white media console, like an Ikea 



showroom. In front of me is a person dressed all in 

black-black cap tilted over their eyes, black trench 

coat, black-and-white high-tops. They're holding 

a black weapon that looks like a phaser from Star 

Trek. 

At the far end of the room is Robert Lemon. His 

hands are up in front of his face, and he's saying, 

~No, no," in a whisper. But the figure dressed in black 

shows no mercy and says, ~It has to be." 

The person shoots. As the laser hits Robert Lemon, 

it scatters into countless bits of light. In slow motion 

Robert Lemon grabs his chest and dramatically 

sinks to the floor. His last words are ~zevi, I should 

have listened to you. 

~cutr 

Nir is sticking a pen in my back. I sit up. I fell asleep 

in class. I hope I'm not drooling. I glance around. It 

looks like no one but Nir noticed. 
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I turn to him. "Something's up with this movie," 

I whisper. 

~uh-oh," he says. When I say "up," Nir knows right 

away what I mean. 

MShou\d we stay away?" he asks. 

I don't know. I feel like beating my head on my 

desk, which I guess won't help. It's not as if I get 

text messages telling me what will happen. I get 

feelings or images or pictures. Sometimes I have 

dreams like this one. Mostly I don't even know how 

to understand them. 

Will Robert Lemon be shot by a weird person in 

a black coat? From past visions I've learned that 

things often don't play out exactly the way I "see" 

them. It can be so frustrating. That dream about the 

missing child wasn't the norm for me. Usually it's 

more like this-just feelings and vague hints. 

MDon't worry," Nir says. "We'll figure it out." 

I hope he's right. 

Our next class is English with Mr. Crossly. 
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Chapter One 

I'm f~mous. 

This is how it happened. 

A five-y~ar-Qld girl went missing in North 

Vanco11ver, and that night l had a dr~am-1 dr~amed 

exactly where sh~ was. Cl~ar as dg_y. l tQld my 

p~rents, and they went with m~ to the pQ.lice. Mom 

explgined to the d_g_tective that l have this gift. 



The d~tective was nice. I m~an, sh~ didn't laugh 

out loud. Instead sh~ checked. I had seen the little 

girl shivering inside a shed, and I could alsQ see the 

street the shed was on. It was b~side a big Qld factory 

that had a h:!J.ge G marked on the front. The d~tective 

found her exactly where I said. Turned out the kid 

had wandered into the shed and got locked in. It was 

just a few blocks from where sh~ lived in North Van. 

Mom called it a gift when sh~ expl.i!_ined it to 

the d~tective. That's not what I would call it. I can 

sometimes see the fyture. I can sometimes dr~am 

what will happen, or h~ar p~ople's thoughts, or ~ven 

talk to dead p~ople. Some gift! Unlike other gifts, 

this one is not r~turnable. 

When I was little I thought everyone saw the 

world the s.i!_me W.i!.Y-It was Qnly when I got Qlder that 

I started to r~alize I was different. My best friend, 

Nir, 1!_sed to t~ase m~. H~'d S.i!.Y I knew what h~ was 

thinking when w~pl.i!_yed soccer and that's why I was 

alw.i!_ys a step ahead. I tQld him I could h~ar what h~ 
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was thinking. Yup, that fr~aked him out. H~ pretty 

much m.i!_de m~ tell my p!!_rents, who were worri~d 

I was sick. But the psychiatrist they took m~ to said 

I wasn't. I was just "sensitive." 

AnyW!!.Y, back to my instant fame. Some r~porter 

managed to track m~ down as the person who had 

helped the pQlice. I still dQn't knQw how the r~porter 

did it, but suddenly there were cameras at our door. 

Then there were more and more r~porters, until finally 

the story went viral. 

I'm just finishing seventh gr.i!_de, and Ir~ally dQn't 

need this gQing into my last y~ar of middle school. 

I was planning to star in the school pl.i!.Y next y~ar. 

I was planning to audition for films in Vanco1!_ver. 

But who wants an actor who's had his f.i!_ce all Qver 

the internet and all Qver TV news-for b~ing psychic? 

This is bad! 

Ok.i!.Y, SQ I haven't had a normal childhood. I've 

managed, thQugh, often by ignoring my psychic 

abiliti~s whenever possible. My Qlder sister, Jessi~. 
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Jes for short, is alw.i!_ys trying to figure out some 

scientific explan!ltion for my powers. Sh~'s a math 

wiz and has more science medals than sh~ can fit 

in her room. And sh~ badly wants to knQw what my 

powers m~an. 

Is it b~cause of quantum physics? Some scientists 

s.i!_ythere is nQpast, nQfyture-Qnlynow.Jeswonders 

if l could b~ tapping into some sort of collective 

unconscious. Like a gro11p mind. But that wouldn't 

expl.i!_in my talking to and h~aring dead p~ople, 

would it? That has Jes stumped for sure. 

Still, outside of my family, my best friend, Nir, 

and Jes's best friend, Meira, who is Nir's Qlder sister, 

nQ one else knew anything about this. 

Until now. 
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Chapter Two 

"What's it like b~ing famous?" 

l st.i!_re at-what's her n.i!_me? Lily? Or m~yb~ it's 

Lyna? Sh~ must b~ the fiftieth person tod.i!_y to ask 

m~ that. Sh~'s one of the pop11lar kids, and sh~ has 

never, ever nQticed m~ b~fore. 

The hallw.i!_yis finally empty, except for the two of 

us. I've been mobbed out h~re, answering questions 

every class ch.i!_nge. 
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"Zevi, who's gQing to win the Stanl.§.y Cup?" 

"Zevi, should l gQ out with Jon or Jordan or 

whoever?" 

"What about the l~test Jgys trgde?" 

Then there are the others. "Zevi, yo:iJ're a tQtal 

fr.§.ak. Zevi..." 

And to mgke it ~_ven more annoying, half of them 

can't prQnounce my ngme right. "Zeevee" is one I 

h.§.ar a lot. "Zev," I correct them, "and then add the 

long ee." They dQn't r~ally listen, thQugh. They aren't 

interested in m.§., just in the answers l can give them. 

Which I mQstly can't-or WQn't! 

Nir b~rrels down the hallwgy and Sgves m.§., 

as Y.S:!Jal. H.§.'s SQ tall for thirteen, h.§. looks like a 

high schooler. I'm almQst as tall as Nir, SQ the two 

of us stand out in the hallwgys. CQach Briggs is 

alwgys gl~ring at m.§. b~cause I chQse Drama Club 

Qver basketball, unlike Nir. CQach tgkes that as a 

personal insult. 
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"Zevi! Come on! W.§.'re lgte for class." Nir grabs m.§. 

by the arm and puts some distance b~tween us and 

whoever that girl is. 

I can h.§.ar her disb.§.li~f as W.§. start down the hall. 

"Um, he11Q!" I guess nQ one just walks aw-iJ,_y from her 

when sh.§. is talking, like, ever! 

"SQ have yo:!,! heard?" Nir asks m.§.. 

"What?" 

"Guess who's coming h.§.re to film a movi.§.." 

"Who?" I ask. 

"Guess!" 

"Who?" 

"Robert Lemon!" Nir says. 

"R~ally?" 

"R~ally. The movi§.'s called Darkness Falls, and 

they're Qnly filming some of it h.§.re, the rest in LA. 

But Robert Lemon will b.§. h.§.re for, like, two weeks. 

It's his first lead in a drama, not an action movi.§.. It's 

set in the f:y_ture, and h.§. plgys a guy who discovers 

7 



that his Qlder brother murdered their father. Then the 

Qlder brother tf!kes Qver the family empire, l~aving the 

younger brother with lots of problems. Sounds like a 

gref!t part!" Nir says ~agerly. "And Wf!it-there's more!" 

"What?" I ask. 

"They're auditioning for extras. I'm gQing to send 

in my picture. Yo1! should too. I m!;l.an, m~yb!;l. W!;l. 

could ~ven b!;l. in a SC!;l.ne with him." 

"Yo1! and the rest of the city," I Sf!Y-"Anyw~y. yo1! 

h_g,_te acting. Why would yo1! do it?" 

"B~cause it's Robert Lemon, obviously," Nir says. 

"And yo1! knQw h!;l.'s Jewish," h!;l. adds. 

"Yeah," I answer, rQlling my eyes. Every Jewish 

kid, incl1!ding m!;l. and Nir, knQws that Robert Lemon 

is Jewish. 

W!;l. finally get to class. Ms. Foster gives us bQth a 

look for b~ing lf!te. 

W!;l. sit down, and I Qpen my math book. I think 

about what Nir just tQld m!;l.. I've been an extra in 

two movi!;l.s and one TV episQde. It's m~inly standing 
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around and then more standing around. I find it 

interesting, thQugh, b~cause I get to watch the actors 

and try to learn from them. And learning from Robert 

Lemon would b!;l. amf!zing. 

But suddenly I see a black cloud all around m!;l.. 

I've seen that b~fore. Over the y!;l.ars I've learned that 

whenever I see it, bad things almQst alw_g,_ys happen. 

"Zevi, is anything wrong?" Ms. Foster asks m!;l.. 

I look up. "NQ, why?" 

Nir whispers, "Yo1! kinda grQaned out loud." 

I check the room. Everyone is st~ring at m!;l.. 

"I just saw a vision of my math mark," I Sf!Y­

Ms. Foster smiles. The kids laugh. 

And Nir whispers, "Zevi? What's up?" 

l shf!ke my head. I'll tell him l~ter. 

I'm in a movi~. It must ti!ke pli!Ce in the present 

or the fyture b~cause the set is sleek-white walls, 

white furniture, white m~dia consQle, like an lk~a 
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shQwroom. In front of m~ is a person dressed all in 

black-black cap tilted Qver their eyes, black trench 

cQat, black-and-white high-tops. They're hQlding 

a black weapon that looks like a phi!ser from Star 

Trek. 

At the far end of the room is Robert Lemon. His 

hands are up in front of his [gee, and h~'s Si!ying, 

"NQ, nQ," in a whisper. But the figure dressed in black 

shQws nQ mercy and says, "It has to b~." 

The person shoots. As the li!ser hits Robert Lemon, 

it scatters into countless bits of light. In slQw mQtion 

Robert Lemon grabs his chest and dramatically 

sinks to the floor. His last words are "Zevi, I should 

have listened to yoQ ... " 

"Cut!" 

Nir is sticking a pen in my back. l sit up. l fell asleep 

in class. l hQpe I'm not drooling. l glance around. It 

looks like nQ one but Nir nQticed. 
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l turn to him. "Something's up with this movi~," 

l whisper. 

"Uh-Qh," h.§. says. When l S'iA.Y "up," Nir knQws right 

aW'iJ.Y what l m.§.an. 

"Should W.§. St'iJ.y aw'iJ.y?" h.§. asks. 

l dQn't knQw. l feel like b~ating my head on my 

desk, which l guess WQn't help. It's not as if l get 

text messages telling m.§. what will happen. l get 

feelings or images or pictures. Sometimes l have 

dr.§.ams like this one. MQstly l dQn't ~ven knQw how 

to understand them. 

Will Robert Lemon b.§. shot by a W.§.ird person in 

a black cQat? From past visions I've learned that 

things often dQn't pl'iA.Y out exactly the Wg,y l "see" 

them. It can b.§. SQ frustr'iJ.ting. That dr.§.am about the 

missing child wasn't the norm for m.§.. UsQally it's 

more like this-just feelings and Vg,gue hints. 

"DQn't worry," Nir says. "W.§.'11 figure it out." 

l hQpe h.§.'s right. 

Our next class is English with Mr. Crossly. 
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