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Small Medium at Large

“Joanne Levy is hysterical—she turns the tragedy of middle school into sheer hilarity. I’d read anything by her.” ~ Lisa McMann, New York Times bestselling author of the Unwanteds and the Unwanteds: Quests series

“The novel is tightly-written and fast-paced, the dialogue is clever and funny, and the story flows well... Highly Recommended.” ~ CM Magazine

“In a fresh, frank and funny first-person voice, Lilah tells of her ghostly encounters from the perspective of a normal Jewish girl coping with abnormal powers.” ~ Kirkus

“First-time author Joanne Levy does a great job capturing Lilah’s self-deprecating humor and persistent optimism. Dialogue cuts seamlessly between the living people in Lilah’s life and the ghosts who have started following her around. This could have been confusing, but Levy succeeds in creating high-energy scenes that are funny and engaging.” ~ Quill & Quire

Sorry For Your Loss

★ "A heartfelt and expertly written tale of loss, family, and friendship that will have readers blinking back their tears...Beautiful and sincere." ― Kirkus Reviews, starred review

"There is a potent emotional openness throughout...An enlightening, delicately hopeful, and beautifully rendered story." ― Quill & Quire

"Though this may be a difficult read for some, the care in discussing death and dying, family, friendships, and survivors' guilt results in a touching story that is a delight to cry through." ― Association of Jewish Libraries

"This important topic is sensitively handled, turn­ing an already excel­lent com­ing-of-age tale into an impor­tant addi­tion to the mid­dle grade bookshelf." ― Jewish Book Council

"Levy's book treats her subject matter and her readers gently and with understanding...While the themes might be painful, the book is anything but sad, and it will give its readers some insight into grief as well some tools and suggestions for dealing with it in a proactive and positive way. Highly Recommended." ― CM: Canadian Review of Materials

"Gentle and honest...Refreshing and will be valuable for readers no matter their religion. Purchase for elementary and middle school libraries and recommend to fans of The Thing About Jellyfish. ― School Library Connection

"A sincere story about hope, healing, and a blooming friendship amid grief." ― Booklist

"This highly discussable novel navigates complex feelings gracefully... Despite the heavy topics this unique novel addresses, it features humor and warmth and characters young readers will care about." ― School Library Journal

The Sun Will Come Out

“Levy’s work is sweet and inspiring...Through this realistic depiction of a shy girl’s first summer away from home, this novel teaches its reader that being different doesn’t make you an outcast and that this is always a silver lining.” ― Canadian Children's Book News

“An endearing coming-of-age story that will make you laugh, cheer, and warm your soul.”—Jennifer Nielsen, NYT bestselling author of the Ascendance series and the historical novels Resistance and Rescue

“...chronic illness and disability are also sensitively tackled in this complex tale about difference, acceptance, and self-confidence. A heartfelt tear-jerker about love, friendship, and courage.” ― Kirkus Reviews

“Books about gaining independence at summer camp are a crowded field, but there is plenty of room for this sweet, fresh take.” ― School Library Journal

Fish Out of Water

"Though brief, this text masterfully connects the toxic masculinity to its roots in deep misogyny, making Fish a hero people of all genders can stand up and cheer for. All readers will appreciate this book's nuanced messaging around gender roles and trusting yourself.", Kirkus Reviews

"An excellent story about gender roles and growing up...Fast-paced, and the ending is both satisfying and heartwarming...An excellent read-aloud choice, and its contents would provide many opportunities for discussion. Highly Recommended.", CM: Canadian Review of Materials
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Chapter 1
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I looked around my room. My new room. My new beige room. 

Blah. So. Very. Boring.

After their month-long honeymoon, Mom had moved into Stan’s home, which had suddenly become half hers. Which meant I had a new room to decorate. Mom said I could do whatever I wanted except paint the walls black. Not that I would ever paint my walls black, but apparently Jason, my new stepbrother, had done just that. They were having trouble painting over it now that he was out of his goth phase (his hair was back to brown but black walls are apparently a lot more permanent than dyed hair).

But I mean, please, who would paint their room black? 

Not me. Because although I may be obsessed with dead things, it’s not because I’m a goth or love vampires, it’s because I’m a medium.

Yep. A medium. As in, a person who can hear ghosts. It was scary at first, finding out when I’d been hit by lightning back in May, that it had made me some sort of human communication device for the dead. Like a smartphone for specters. But after reuniting with my grandmother and some other cool people... er... cool dead people, it wasn’t as scary as it sounds. It was kind of fun, actually. Most of the time.

But back to my new home. It wasn’t going to be my full-time home, since I lived with Dad most of the week, but this would be my second home. My beach house without the beach, my cabin in the woods without the wilderness, my... well, you get what I mean. Anyway, I wanted it to look cool.

“So, what are you going to do in here, Lilah?”

I jumped nearly out of my skin and spun around. “Alex!” I shrieked. “You know I hate it when you sneak up on me!”

“Sorry,” she said, not sounding sorry at all. The evil grin on her face meant she had totally done it on purpose. “You knew I was coming over.”

“Well, I didn’t hear you ring the doorbell or anything.”

“I knocked,” she said with a shrug. “Jason answered.”

“Aren’t you lucky,” I said. I normally tried to keep my time with Jason to a minimum. He was thirteen, a whole year older than me, but even though he’d had his bar mitzvah already, he was so immature. He was into playing pranks and even thought farts were funny. Please.

“He burped my name,” Alex said.

See what I mean? “That’s disgusting.”

She shrugged. “It was kind of flattering.”

Seriously? “Whatever, Alex. I don’t want to talk about him.”

“Oh right, you’d rather talk about Andy.”

“He is my boyfriend,” I said.

“Oh yes, your boyfriend.”

Huh? “Yes, my boyfriend. What’s your problem?”

Alex scowled. “He’s not perfect, you know, Lilah.”

I narrowed my eyes. “What is that supposed to mean?”

“Nothing,” she said, sticking out her chin. “I’m just saying he’s not perfect.”

Where was this coming from? “No, Alex, tell me what you’re talking about.”

“Well...” she began, looking around the room, like she was trying to find Andy’s flaws written on my boring beige walls. 

“He’s a bad dancer!” she suddenly blurted out. “Yeah, a terrible dancer!”

She wasn’t wrong. Andy was a bad dancer. When we’d gone to the seventh-grade dance, I’d been all nervous because it was our first real date, so I had hardly noticed. But later, when my friends and I deconstructed the evening, we realized all Andy had really done was shuffle back and forth. And not always to the beat, either.

“I know,” I sighed. “But what can I do?”

“How should I know?” Alex said as she rolled her eyes, like she was already over the subject that she’d brought up.

I wondered if she had only mentioned his lack of dancing skills because she was jealous that I had a boyfriend and she didn’t. “Okay, so maybe he’s not a good dancer, but he may be a pro hockey player one day!”

“Well sure, if you’re into toothless guys,” Alex retorted. Then she put on a silly face and said, “Hi. I’m Andy Finkel and I lotht all my teeth playing hockey. You thure are thpethial, Lilah. I looooooove kithing you with my... gums. Pucker up!” She finished with a bunch of kissy noises.

“Stop it Alex!” I tried to say in a very stern tone. But I couldn’t help it—I began to giggle. 

“I thee you laughing at me, Lilah. Thtop it! I’m your bad danther boyfriend!”

“Don’t make fun of him, Alex! Maybe he’ll be my huthband thomeday.”

That sent Alex into a fit of giggles, too. Next thing we knew, we were rolling around on my bed, laughing and crying until we both clutched our stomachs.

“Thtop! Thtop! I can’t take it anymore!” Alex groaned, which just made me laugh harder.

Finally, we sat up, wiping away our laughing tears.

“Okay, so he’s not perfect,” I said, reaching over to my nightstand to grab a tissue. “But even if he lost a few teeth, I think he’d still be pretty cute.”

“Thure he will.”

Knowing my belly couldn’t take another laughing fit, I nudged Alex with my shoulder. “No more! Can we change the subject, please? I want to discuss my room. I need a theme.”

Alex looked around at the beige walls. “Hmmm. Maybe a princess theme? Or clowns?”

Somehow, she managed to say it with a straight face. “Very funny. I’m serious.”

“How about the eighties!” a voice said. A voice that was very distinctly not Alex’s.

I looked around, even though it was unnecessary—the voice belonged to a ghost, although not one I already knew. “Who’s there?”

“Becky. And I totally think you should do an eighties theme in here.”

“Who is it?” Alex asked, reminding me that she couldn’t hear ghosts.

“She says her name’s Becky and she wants me to do an eighties theme.”

“What does that mean?”

I shrugged. “No idea.”

The ghost sighed. “The nineteen-eighties? Like, the decade? Like, the most tubular decade there has ever been?”

“That was a long time ago. Why would I want to have a theme like that? And what does tubular mean?”

Alex was staring at me, waiting for me to fill her in. 

“The nineteen-eighties,” I explained. 

She frowned. “What was so great about the eighties?”

“Uh, like, everything!” Becky said. “Madonna, Pac-Man, John Hughes movies, leg warmers, jelly shoes, Michael Jackson’s Thriller? All the best stuff!”

I rolled my eyes. “I think Michael Jackson died. And I don’t even know what Pac-Man means or what jelly shoes are. And who is John Hughes?”

Alex’s eyes went really wide. “What is she even talking about?”

“Oh, Lilah, this young girl is just reliving her life. She died in the nineteen-eighties,” said a new ghost. Well, not a new ghost. It was my grandmother, Bubby Dora, but she hadn’t been around for a while.

“Bubby! You’re back!” I said, jumping up to my feet because I was so excited to hear her voice.

“Yes, and I’m so glad to see you, too, Lilah!”

“Where have you been?” After the school dance (where not only did I dance with Andy, but where he kissed me for the first time—although we don’t need to discuss that in front of my grandmother, thank you very much) she had disappeared. I had thought maybe forever.

“Sorry about that. I had some things to take care of.”

“Like what?”

“Now, Lilah. You know I can’t tell you about what I do when I’m not with you.”

Right. The big I’m-dead-code-of-secrecy. “Can’t blame a kid for trying.”

Bubby laughed. 

“What’s going on?” Alex asked impatiently. 

“Bubby’s back,” I explained. 

“I think a poster of Madonna would look great right over your bed,” Becky suggested, out of the blue.

“Who’s that?” I asked.

“WHO IS MADONNA?!” Becky yelled in my head. “Only the best singer ever!”

Alex was staring at me with wide eyes, waiting for me to explain. 

“Apparently I should hang Madonna posters.”

“Like religious posters? Doesn’t she know you’re Jewish?”

“No,” I explained, “apparently Madonna’s a singer.”

Alex blinked a couple of times. I just shrugged. 

“You could have a Madonna poster there, and a Simon Le Bon poster on your door and a Thriller poster over here...” Becky was obviously thinking out loud as she was mentally decorating my room. 

“Tell us about you, Becky,” I said, thinking that maybe if I got her talking, she’d stop being so bossy about my room. 

Alex let out a big, exaggerated sigh. 

“What’s wrong?” I asked.

“Oh, nothing. Are we watching a movie tonight?”

“After dinner; I thought that was the plan.”

She got up off the bed. “I’m going to go watch TV downstairs while you talk to your dead people.”

“You don’t have to leave,” I said. “It’s not like it’s private stuff we’re talking about.”

“Well, it seems private to me. I can’t hear half of it!”

Before I could say anything else, she left my room.

I stared at the open doorway, wondering what I should do. 

“What’s wrong with your friend?” Becky asked.

I shrugged. “I guess she didn’t like that you and I were talking. It’s not like we were talking about her.”

“She feels left out,” Bubby interrupted. “And I don’t blame her. It’s not nice to exclude someone from your conversations.”

“It’s not like I did it on purpose, Bubby. It’s not my fault that I can hear you guys and she can’t.”

“Don’t you roll your eyes at me, young lady. You think I can’t see you?”

Becky snickered and whispered, “Busted!”

Somehow, I resisted the overpowering urge to roll my eyes at my dead grandmother a second time. “Sorry, Bubby.” 

“Now go down there and say sorry to Alex.” 

I thought Alex had been wrong to storm off, but I guess my grandmother had a point. I headed to the stairs to make up with my friend. But as I got halfway down, I heard her giggling. 

I stopped and listened. 

It wasn’t just Alex giggling.

When I got to the living room, I found Alex and Jason sitting on the couch, laughing their heads off. 

They didn’t even seem to notice I was there. “What’s so funny?” I demanded as I put my hands on my hips.

The two of them abruptly stopped laughing and looked up at me. Then they looked at each other and started howling again. 

Now who wasn’t being nice? 

I stood there, waiting for an explanation that obviously wasn’t coming. Until a high-pitched squeak came out of Jason. And I’m not talking about from his mouth. 

“Gross!” I said, backing away. But they just kept on laughing.

“I expect this from him,” I said and then looked at my friend. “But I can’t believe you, Alex.”

She looked at me and shrugged. 

“Ugh!” I grunted. Because seriously? Fart jokes? I couldn’t believe that my best friend had sunk to a new low. I turned around and stomped back up to my room. 

“Yay, you’re back!” Becky said happily as I entered.

At least someone wanted to hang out with me.
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The next day I returned to my dad’s. Andy, and his mom, Rachel, were coming for dinner. It was the third time since Rachel and Dad had started dating, making it a new Sunday night tradition. I liked it; we felt almost like a family and, more importantly, my dad was really happy. It was nice he’d finally found someone after some of the awful dates he had gone on before he’d met her.

I wasn’t the only one happy about the situation, either. 

There I was, cutting up carrots for the stir-fry, when Bubby busted into my thoughts with absolutely no warning whatsoever.

“Lilah!” 

I jumped, causing the knife to barely miss slicing my finger open. My heart jumped into my throat as I inspected my hand. Whew. All ten digits in place.

“Bubby!” I cursed under my breath, thankful it was just us in the kitchen. “I’ve told you never to sneak up on me! I could have cut my hand off!” Okay, so it was a bit dramatic but it wasn’t that far from the truth.

“Sorry, Lilah,” my grandmother said in a voice that told me she really was sorry. She had probably seen the knife slip, and it’s not like your dead grandmother wants you to hurt yourself. “I’m just so excited about Rachel coming over!”

Dad came into the kitchen at that moment, humming a tune as he reached into the fridge for his tomato juice. His presence saved me from having to respond to Bubby, since my being a medium was a secret from my dad. I didn’t like keeping the secret from him, but he wouldn’t get it. Since my grandmother was in on it and he was her son, I figured it was okay. 

“Why are you humming?” I asked, returning to my carrots.

“I don’t know,” Dad said. “Just feel like humming, I guess.”

“He’s in looooooove,” Bubby said in a singing voice.

I blushed for some reason. Maybe it’s because a kid doesn’t want to hear about her dad being in love. Or worse: looooooove. Even if it does make him happy.

“Hey, kid?” Dad said.

I stopped slicing and looked up at him. “Yeah?”

“You okay? You seem a bit flushed. Something wrong?”

Which made me blush even more. It’s not like I could explain that my dead grandmother was getting all gushy because her son, my dad, who didn’t even know I was a medium and was communicating with his dead mother, was in looooooove. 

It was all just so awkward. 

And then Dad put his hand on my forehead, doing the check-for-a-fever thing. My parents had gotten kind of paranoid since I’d been hit by lightning. Which is weird, because it’s not like the lightning had given me fevers. It gave me powers. Although they didn’t know about that.

I leaned away from him. “Yeah, I’m fine. It’s hot in here. Did you turn the air off or something? Maybe the thermostat isn’t working.”

Dad’s face fell. The thermostat was his obsession—he fiddled with it almost as much as he washed his hands. Which, believe me, was a lot. “Really? You’re warm? Shoot. I thought I had it programmed right this time.”

He muttered to himself as he left the room, heading toward the thermostat in question. 

He was so easy sometimes.

“Why are you blushing, Lilah?” Bubby asked, sounding amused.

“I don’t know,” I said, not amused. 

“You know your father is happy with Rachel.”

“Yes,” I answered, finishing with the carrots and opening up a bag of snow peas.

“That shouldn’t embarrass you.”

“Well, it does,” I whispered. 

“Maybe they’ll get married. I like her and would love to see them under the chuppah together.”

“Bubby, please. Nobody’s getting married. They’ve been dating barely a month.” I knew, because they had started dating the same day Andy and I had gone to the dance together. The dance where we’d kissed.

Okay, now I was TOTALLY blushing!

Just in time for the doorbell.

“Lilah! Can you get that?” Dad hollered from upstairs.

Great. I put down my knife, wiped my hands on my shirt and headed for the door.

“Look through the peephole!” Bubby said as I reached for the knob. 

“I know who it is.” But I looked anyway, and sure enough, there were Rachel and Andy. “See?” I didn’t wait for an answer before I opened the door.

“Hi Lilah,” Rachel said. Then she cocked her head and frowned. “You okay, hon? You look a bit flushed.” I dodged the hand coming for my forehead. What is it with grown-ups checking for fevers?

“I’m fine, thanks,” I said with a smile, so she wouldn’t think I was being rude by avoiding her hand. “Just a bit warm, but I think Dad fixed the thermostat.” I turned toward the stairs. “Dad! Rachel and Andy are here.” Then I turned back, eyeing the box in her hand.

“Mandelbrot?” I asked hopefully, my mouth watering as I thought about the cookies she’d brought last Sunday. 

Rachel smiled but shook her head. “No. This week we brought chocolate babka.”

Just one more reason to like her. “Yum!” I said. “I’ll take it. I need to finish getting the veggies prepped.” I was just about to yell for Dad again, when I heard him coming down the stairs.

“Sorry, Rachel, I...” he stopped abruptly when he got to the bottom, and looked at her. 

I glanced from him to her and realized they were gazing into each other’s eyes. The way you see people do in movies, like they’re just about to kiss. Awkward.

“Uh, I’m just going to take this into the kitchen. Andy, do you want to come help me?” I said loudly and turned away from
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