CHAPTER
ONE

lnow that before the dmer on the oven goes off, the vase

of Howers on the kitchen island will shatter. Wacer will
spill everywhere, ceramic shards will litter the Hoor, and my
adoptive mother, Mrs, B, will cut her hand trylng to clean
it up.

I see things. Flashes of things that T can’t explain. Some-
times, it's things thar haven’t happened yet. Sometimes, it's
YEars ago.

“Jade, honey, the new school can’t be that bad,” she said,
completely olliviows o both my feelings and the fact that her
elbow was too close 1o the vase as she tried to toss che salad
without spilling lerruce everywhere. Tt was a losing hartle.
“Whar about che kids? You've been ar Pinewood for a manth,
haven’t you made any friends? Benji and [ had a grear dme
back when we went to school here.”

“You guys went to college here, not high school, It's differ-
ent,” 1 said, leaning our of the way as she moved 1o add the
cherry tomaroes.

Mrs. B raised an eyebrow. “5o0 I take it that’s a2 no on
friends then?”
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“Some guy said hi to me che other day, buc I'm pretoy sure
he was forced to. Mr. Goodman is pretty cool, but I don't
think teachers count, and he was gone all last week,” I rolled
my eves. “Oh! I stopped a ball from hiting semeone in the
face. They called me a freak, but somehow, Fam the one who
got in trouble for it, Does thar coune?”™

Mrs. B frowned. “Do [ need to talk to your teacher?”™

“Because thar worked out so well the last dme,™ I
muttered.

“Tade, the actdrude isn't ntr.m'-sa.t"'.r.”

She tumed to pull sur the places for dinner, and T quickly
moved the vase our of the danger zone. "You just need to be a
bit more...approachable. This isn't going to be like your last
school. Mot every kid is going to be another Ashley.”

I tried not to wince at the name. Yeah, we were in a new
school in g new wown, and as much as T wanced w believe I'd
get a fresh start here, T'd learned my lesson abour making
friends ar my last school. Couldn’ Mrs. B see char it was just
better to fly under the radar?

“I liked Ashley. She was cool..unlike vou,” my litele
brother, Tommy, said as he walked in the back door, His sandy
hair was sweaty, and his new blue soccer uniform was covered
in mud. OF course, the licde owerp wouldn’t miss an opporu-
nity to bute into our privare conversation. Our parents knew
not to broach the Ashley topic too much, but Tommy seemed
to think testing my patience was his purpose in lite,

"You stay out of this,” [ warned as he snatched a E;|utmlr
free breadstick from the tray when his mother wasn't looking.
“We don't ralk about her anymaore.”

“Whatever,” he said, cranching loudly.

“Judging by your clothes, I'd say the first practice went
well," Mrs. B said cheerfully. “You're not eating with direy
hatuds, are you?”

“MNol” Tommy said through a mouthful of bread,
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distorring his voice to sound like the litcle goblin he was. Mrs.
B waved him coward the sink as the kicchen timer sounded. I
ler out a sigh of relief, scribbling broken pare into my weath-
ered journal.

The Bensons didn"t know abow my wisions. I'd |-c-¢|_'|'| them
hidden and written them down for as long as I could remem-
ber. An old leather journal, with its pages practically abour to
fall out of its splLne, was my urll}.r connection to oy real Famﬂ]-'.
Wherever I actually came from. It came with me the night I
wils dTU'JIJﬂ-IJ. off at a ]mspila] where fny Hlj.i.l-]_.ll.i‘.'l:: dad used o
work, The inside had a curling signature, faded from all the
rimes I'd traced my fAinger over it: Fivian Kasel The woman
who left me behind. My mother.

That was it. The hospital and social services had found my
mother extremely hard to track, minus a few basic records
from when I was born, A faded journal, a mystedous nane, no
message in invisible ink. I'd like to think maybe she gave me
the journal to help me sort out my visions as it every word [
wrote in it was silencly asking tor her help. T knewr thar was
wishful thinking.

“Anyway, Jade, the point is still the same,” Mrs, B said,
smacking Tommy’s hand away before he could grabs another
breadsrick, “Once more people ger to know you, you'll have
friends in no time. Rezaf ones. They'll be lining up for miles!™

Tommy started chuckling. I shot him a glare.

"What's so ﬁm.u}r. twerpf”

“Stop with the name-calling, Jade,” the larger version of
']:mﬂm:,.- said aumnmicall}r as he came in, hanging up his car
keys.

Mrs. B smiled ac him. *How was work today, sweetie?™

My adoptive dad, or Benson as I'd taken to calling him
over the last few months, shrugped. "Busy as usual. You
know.”

Mq:a.ning the exace zame answer he'd given ever since we'd
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moved to Pinewood for his job a few monchs ago. In tuth, 1
wasn't even sure he'd wanted the new position at first, but
after what happened at my old school...no, I wasn't geing to
think about thar again. Noet right now, anyway. Mrs, B swatted
her hushand away as be reached for the breadsticks, wo. How
a father and son could be so similar and so annoying was
baffling.

Looking at the three of them, it was hard not to feel like I
didn’t belong. It was clear as day that I was adopted. They
wete almost the definidon of the perfect, white, cookie-cutter
family. And then there's me. The girl with light brown skin,
dark eyes, and long chestnut curls. As dumb as it was, Ashley
had been right- I'd always be an oursider to my own family.

“Who would want to be friends with fzde? Ew!™

“Tommy!™ Mrs. B scolded. She didn’t raise her volee very
olten, especially not wo her precious baby, but she hated when
we foughe, Bensan's blue eyes warched me carefully to see how
[ would react. He looked like he wanted to say something, but
seemed to decide against it

"Well, it's true! She never talks to anyone. She's always
zoned out or in her stupid journal,” he said, swiping the
leather-bound book from the counter beside me,

“rive thar back!” Tyelled ar him.

“Why?” Tommy mocked, thrilled to ger under my skin.
“It's only a book.™

He ﬂipp:d ﬂnwl".-' 1:hr-:-ug|1 the pages, taunting me, ]J.D]l:l.i.l.'lE
it just out of my reach. His greedy blue eyes drank in the draw-
ings and words I had forbidden anyone 1o see. My secrets.

“Tommy, you know not to touch your sister's things,”
Benson scolded while I bic my tongue co retort the sister
comment. “ive it back.”

Tommy, being the obedient son he was, immediacely
started to shove the joumal in my dircction. The only prob-
lemn: it was a very old journal, already abour to fall aparr. The
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force of Tommy incorrectly holding the journal and swinging
it toward me caused pages from the spine to scatter on the
floor in a confett of papers.

For a moment, time seemed to stop, Tommy looked as
seunned as 1 Felt, and somewhere deep inside my mind, [ knew
he hadn't meant to. But the second T saw my mother’s hand-
writing on the ground—the only thing I had lefr of her, my
read family—I saw red.

“WHAT DID YOU D02 I screamed at him. We yelled at
cach other all the time, but not lke this, I'd never actually
gone off an Tommy before. T rore the remaining pages out of
his hands and shoved them back into the joumal, tears prick-
ling at the ends of my eyes.

“Jade, please calm down. We can put the book back
together,” Mrs. B intervened, oying to diffuse the situatdon.
She knew how important that journal was e me, bur she
didn’t even try to seop Tommy. She always cook ber kid's side.

“Whar was the ane thing I told vou!™ [ whirled on Tommy.
You do not touch this! Euper!™”

I shoved him out of my way and made a break for the back
door. I needed to escape. To be alone for a while so I could
calem iny racing heart.

The issue was thar T shoved him a licle harder than 1
meant to, and Tommy tumbled to cthe floor. Hard. His hand
caught one of the plates on the island, and it shattered against
the floor. The timer on the oven sounded again—I'd missed
Mrs. B reserdng the dme,

It was the exact scene from my vision, Only the vase had
been replaced by che plate.

“Tade!™ Mrs. B said sharply, crouching o pick up some of
the larger shards. She winced, and a bead of blood quickly
began to form on her hand.

"Lt e hl.-:l].r,“ Benson said, rushi.nﬁ over to his wife, “I'm
a doctor,”
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Mrs. B waved him off as she went to rinse off her wounnd.
“That’s still not funny, and you're a geneticist, dear.”

Tommy sat on the Hoor, completely stunned. 1 had never
ever done anything like that o him before, As nasty as the kid
could be, sometimes it was easy 1o forger he was only nine and,
at least for the moment, smaller than me.

I cansed this. [ had to leave. Now.

“I'm sorry!™ I said in a panic. My breaths were erratic as [
snatched my bag from the hook. I looked behind me—I
couldn’t have them chasing alter me, thinking I was running
away again, “I'll be back in a livde bic.”

“Jade Benson! Come back here!”™ my adoprive facher
ordered.

I stared at him. Cold. “I'm not a Benson.”

I slamimed the deor behind me.

P

The eerie chill dried my watery eyes and calmed my nerves
faster than anticipated. It was Friday night, yet the streets were
deserted. Storm clouds, creepy ones, loomed overhead. 1 loved
weather like this: the ominous sky painted with swirls of dark
gray and purple, threatening to unleash its wrath ac any
moment. An oddity. Just like me.

I thought back to the Bensons, how I freaked out on
Tommy. We fought like cats and dogs, but I had never laid a
hand on him before. He might call me a monster, bue that
didn't mean [ wanted ro actaally e one.

It's goimg to be bad when I get back. | sighed.

A red sign caught my artendon as a gust of wind caught
the chimes around the door, sending them swaying frantically.
Yan Mers Cafe, it declared. I allowed myself a smile. My
favorite place in town, with a view of the storm. Perfec.

[ walked into the small building and was immediacely
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filled with the smell of savory mears and spices. Oh, sweet,
comforting Chiness food.

The Bensons and I had gotten takeout from here when we
first moved in, a tradidon when we serded into a new place.
Wi g{ngmi ourselves with bourbon chicken and chow mein on
the living room floor surrounded by unpacked boxes. Tt was so
delicious that [ found myselt becoming a regular here.

The shop was a little hole-in-the-wall cafe with spread-out
square tables and a tall counter where one of those lucky cats
waved endlessly at customers, The walls were decoraved with
sllk rapescries of deep reds, greens, and golds. A bheauriful
watercolor painting hung ac che back.

“I'm rather fond of that™ A woman with a heavily
accented voice jolted me out of my skin,

“Oh, sorry! You scared me,” 1 yelped, carching my breath
and willlng my heartbeat wo retum w a normal Gdence, A
petite Asian woman was suddenly beside me, an elegant bun
framing her fair skin. The first rraces of silver were just scarting
to show in her ebony hair.

“You didn’t see me coming?” she asked with an innocent
smile, brown eyes warm, Jf only she gnew, | smiled politely and
shook my head.

“¥ou come here often enough to seat yourself, you know.
I'll put in an order for your usual,” the woman said. [ looked
down at her o see a2 "World's Best Grandma® T-shirc
Sameone was lucky to have her as a grandmother. She was the
owner of the place, Mrs. Yan Mei. I talked to her a few tdimes
sinee we'd moved w Pinewood and she'd always been really
nice. She'd sometimes tell funny stories about her grandson or
how she loved cooldng and always dreamed of owming a
restaurant after she immigrated from China

I thanked her before moving to an abandoned table near
the window, Only a few booths were taken. It was the perfect
place for my escape inco solinude.
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I wondered how long I would lasc here. The last school
year Hashed through my mind, and I cringed. I wasn’c sure if [
could handle another incident like that or another fake friend
like Ashll::"r. It was hard to be optimistic, bt ma}'l.u: Pinewood
woteld be different. So far, it was the most pleasant locaton
we'd moved to. Nor too hot or cold, and the food was top-
nooch.

But I had to face my inevitable reality: I space out, see
things, and then act. I couldn’t explain why. My last school
had questions that 1 couldn't answer. [ would just ignore the
visions, but then what kind of person would [ be? I'm no
superhero, but I would like to believe I'm a good person. Not
including voday’s events.

I sighed. Pinewood’s a joke. We had five months here, six
tops.

“Excuse me?"”

For the second dme today, T jumped.

“0h, sorry. I didn’t mean to scare you,” a male voice said
softly. He looked to be my age, several inches taller, wich light
brown hair and blue eyes that somehow felt familiar. Someone
I passed in che hallway? A classmate? He was slighely attrac-
tive, I guess, A sheepish smile crossed his face, and his shoul-
ders raised. A plare of hot, steaming food was in his hands.

*You didn’t,” I said, holding back a glare. T usually tried
not to be hostile, but it had been a realfy bad day, and Iwasn't
in the mood for pleasantries. My plans included running away
from my problems and stress eating.

The boy cleared his throat. “You're in some of my classes.
Ar Pinewood High. T go there too, obviously, since I'm in your
class. My name’s Diylan,” he said so quickly thar it was almost
unintelligible.

“Mice to meet you, Dylan...I guess. Can [ have my food
now s

His eyes went wide, “Right, sorry, | babble when I'm
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nervous—I mean, here’s your food! Please enjoy!™ he said with
an owerly cheery voice as he set my food down. The smell of
sweet bourbon chicken invaded my senses and made my
mouth water, I started wo reach for the plare. *Be careful, it's
ho!"

For a moment, T felc our Aingerrips graze each ather. My
vision hazed, and my ears rang. I didn’t feel my body hit che

floor.



