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				Boston - 1915
			

			
				Aching and soaked with sweat, Penn welcomed the cold from the broken cobblestones that seeped through the bloodstained dress she was using as a mattress. She looked up at the tiny slice of sky visible between the slats of the wooden crate, as though the few stars she could make out through the haze of coal smoke could tell her the time. It had to be early morning. Summers didn’t cool off in Boston until well past midnight. But no matter how cold the morning got, Penn’s fever wouldn’t come down.
			

			
				Out of habit, she reached up to touch her scar through the thick cotton of Joe’s shirt, now stiff with dried blood from the split in her lip. Or the cut above her eye. Or maybe the blood was from the scrapes along her knuckles, where they had connected at least once with Jimmy’s face. But these were not the injuries that would kill her.
			

			
				It was the cut in her mouth that betrayed her, that leaked the bacteria from her saliva into her blood, which travelled to her heart and strangled it with an infection that a single round of antibiotics could heal. Only antibiotics hadn’t been invented yet. So it didn’t matter that the cuts and bruises on her face would eventually disappear. That her broken ribs would probably knit back together on their own. Because the sickness that burned through her body like wildfire had no available cure.
			

			
				Penn froze as a distant trashcan fell over, and laughter echoed through the alley. She closed her eyes and clenched her fists, and tucked as far inside the crate as her broken body would allow. If the wrong sort of person found her, too many of her secrets would be revealed. She’d caused enough trouble as is.
			

			
				Penn held her labored breath a moment longer until the laughter faded and the crickets’ night singing resumed. She had always felt safe listening to crickets. The second they felt threatened, or somebody got too close, they grew silent. Penn had allowed people to get too close. Now everything was ruined. Perhaps she needed to be silenced too.
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				Chapter 1
			

			
				 
			

			
				Boston - 2019
			

			
				Two MBTA policemen ran through the gates at Jackson Square, jumping down the steps two at a time, although the shorter, chubbier one soon lagged behind. Shouting erupted on the platform below, where Penn caught glimpses of high school students wearing baggy t-shirts and jeans belted around their thighs, watching as two boys circled each other, each one holding a knife.
			

			
				Pulling her baseball cap low over her eyes, Penn stole through the gate behind an old woman pushing a cart full of empty beer bottles, sneaking past the station attendant, who had eyes like a hawk and a piercing screech that put the gate alarm to shame. By the time she reached the platform, the police had busted up the fight. Nobody had gotten hurt. She recognized most of the kids from her neighborhood, but none from her school. Penn lived with her Mom in a worn-down triple-decker on the wrong side of Washington Street, but she attended Boston Latin, a public school as prestigious as any private school, only better because it was free.
			

			
				The taller policeman was shoving one of the kids toward an elevator that smelled like urine, passing so close to Penn that she could see a single bead of sweat sliding down the side of his face. She didn’t have a ticket, but it didn’t matter. He wouldn’t catch her. Not because he was too busy or didn’t care. He simply wouldn’t see her. Nobody did.
			

			
				A gloomy silence settled on the subway platform, but Penn didn’t mind. Subways meant freedom, a guaranteed escape from the suffocating silence in her house, where her mom was always sleeping. As long as Penn made sure she got home before her mom woke up, she could go anywhere in the city she wanted.
			

			
				Right now, Penn wanted to go to the Boston Public Library, which was no surprise because Penn always wanted to go to the library. Books and the characters in them had been her best friends, her only friends, since she learned to read. And for most of her life, she’d been quite content with them. Books couldn’t yell at her, or ignore her, or find somebody more important to talk to. And they wouldn’t leave her until she was ready to return them, and even then she could always check them out a second or third or even fourth time.
			

			
				But the idea of facing a long, lonely summer with only her books for company no longer filled Penn with excitement. Only dread. Books could no longer soothe the loneliness inside her. She was tired of reading about other people’s friendships. She wanted one of her own. Just one. Hence the real reason she was going to the library. To make her first friend.
			

			
				The possibility had planted itself in her mind last September on the first day of eighth grade, when she walked into Biology and saw Kai Owens sitting in the front row, twirling his shoulder-length brown hair around his finger while reading a worn paperback at least two inches thick. Nobody but Penn had ever sat in the front row before. Most kids preferred to sit in the back so they could text each other answers to tests without getting caught. And for the first time in her life, Penn entertained the hope that maybe she wasn’t as alone in the world as she thought. A hope that sprouted and grew all year long.
			

			
				And now she was on her way to the library, where Kai would be playing cello in the last school concert of the season. After years of being ignored, she was finally going to make her move. She’d been too nervous to eat breakfast that morning. Even thinking about talking to Kai made her intestines implode, despite having practiced her introduction all week.
			

			
				“Hi, Kai. I’m Penn. You don’t know me, but I probably look familiar. I’m in your Biology class. And your Math class. And we have History together…”
			

			
				“Hi, Kai. I’m Penn. Sometimes the teacher calls me Penelope. But only my dad is allowed to call me Penelope. I mean was allowed. As in past tense. As in…”
			

			
				“Hi, Kai. I’m Penn. We had three classes together, but now that it’s summer we probably won’t see each other anymore. Not that you ever saw me. Not that I expected you to see me…”
			

			
				Only it was no use. Nothing came out right because Penn shouldn’t have had to introduce herself at all. How do you introduce yourself to someone you’ve seen every day of eighth grade? He should know her already. Maybe he did. Maybe he already knew the name of the only person to get a higher grade in Algebra than him. She thought he might have even smiled at her once, although he might have been smiling at Mila Donovan one seat back, who wasn’t the kind of girl who had ever, not once in her life, been ignored. But Mila wasn’t the kind of girl to attend library concerts either.
			

			
				When the train finally rumbled into the station like a clap of thunder, Penn stepped inside the car, stooping to pick up the stray penny lodged between the grooved metal plates near the door, which she put in her pocket, where it clinked and settled with a dozen others. Pulling her baseball cap over her eyes, Penn sat in the back corner of the train, blending so completely into the background it was like she’d never existed.
			

			
				 
			

		



			
				Chapter 2
			

			
				 
			

			
				Stepping off the train at Back Bay, Penn rode the escalator skyward and inhaled the exhaust fumes that overwhelmed the station whenever the Amtrak from New York stopped to unload its passengers. The lobby buzzed with people wearing business suits, wheeling various sizes of luggage along crisscrossed paths. Unconsciously, Penn stood a little straighter and breathed a little deeper. She was most comfortable in a crowd because she instantly became invisible. Not in the sense that she could wholly disappear, but in the sense that, as with the station attendant, or the police officer, or even Kai Owens, nobody would notice her unless she wanted them to, and, more often than not, she didn’t.
			

			
				Penn’s gift for disappearing was an acquired skill. She hadn’t been born invisible. Rather, she’d been born with a heart defect, which made her immediately and urgently visible. Especially when the doctors at Boston’s Children’s Hospital stuck her with tubes and needles and attached her to large noisy machines, which hissed and beeped and squeezed life through her little blue body.
			

			
				Even after she left the hospital, Penn remained visible, through a series of surgeries and doctor’s appointments, while her body got used to the mechanical valve that clicked reassuringly in the background. But the year Penn turned seven, the year her scar had finally faded from an angry red to a dull purple, like a flattened earthworm glued to the center of her chest, her father walked out the front door never to return, and Penn became invisible for the first time.
			

			
				In the seven years since her father left, Penn had mastered the art of invisibility, using it to escape her small, shabby apartment whenever her mom worked the graveyard shift. Her favorite technique was blending. Like a zebra with its black and white stripes, she preferred to hide in the open, surrounded by others. It didn’t take Penn long to figure out how to attach herself to school groups, summer camps, and couples with or without children. She knew exactly who to sit next to on the T and how close to stand in line to fool a ticket-taker into thinking she belonged. And sometimes, on really long train rides or walks along the Freedom Trail, she would fool herself into believing it too.
			

			
				A new train pulled into the station, unloading a flock of ballet dancers in leggings and leotards, who flitted across the floor with their toes splayed outwards like tall, graceful ducks. With her Red Sox hat, cut-off jean shorts, and Converse sneakers, Penn shouldn’t have been able to blend in. And yet she followed the dancers out of the station and into the city as though she too had a normal heart and could leap and twirl for hours on end.
			

			
				She followed them all the way to the library, with its granite statues and massive bronze doors that looked as foreboding as she felt. Did she really want to do this? Did she really want to risk rejection? To allow the real-life Kai to disappoint her in a way the daydream Kai never would? She could turn around. Follow the dancers to the theater two blocks beyond and watch them practice. She was good at watching other people practice. But she was tired of watching.
			

			
				Gathering all her courage, Penn allowed an approaching group of senior citizens to swallow her up with their walkers and canes and shuffle her into the library courtyard, where her school’s orchestra ensemble was performing beneath the Grecian portico. She could recite the first and last names of every member of Kai’s ensemble, but they didn’t know hers. This wasn’t entirely her fault. Her mother, whose only interest in Penn seemed to center around what she couldn’t do, had warned her away from expensive subjects, like photography and music, and sports, which would require a strength Penn didn’t have. Having an emergency room nurse for her only parent meant that Penn had never been allowed to do anything except sit on the sidelines.
			

			
				Still, she could have tried talking to Kai while walking from math to history, instead of following ten feet behind, watching the other girls circle him as though he were Jupiter and they were faceless, giggling moons. But she couldn’t compete with their increasing cleavage and slender waists, their skinny jeans riddled with holes, and their perfectly straight hair cascading down their backs in sheets of ebony or gold. Penn only ever wore baggy clothes, which hid a body that even at fourteen, looked more like a boy’s than a girl’s. And not once in the past seven years had she let her hair grow longer than a few inches, making it easier to hide beneath her dad’s Red Sox hat, which she wore every day. It was the only part of him that her mother let her keep.
			

			
				When the last song ended, Penn stood up, trembling at the thought of what she was about to do. It was now or never. Worst-case scenario, she would make a fool of herself and she’d have the next three months to get over it. Somewhat-good-case scenario, Kai would say hi back, and she’d have something to smile about all summer long. And best-case scenario? Penn didn’t like to think about best-case scenarios. Best-case scenarios never happened.
			

			
				She walked over to where Kai was packing up his instrument, his head bent forward, his hair hiding his eyes.
			

			
				“Hi, Kai,” she said, her voice coming out in a croak. He must not have heard her. She hardly heard herself.
			

			
				“Hi, Kai,” she said again, louder this time. But still, he didn’t hear her. She wasn’t very good at this.
			

			
				She took another step, moving as close to Kai as she dared. He smelled like coconut. “Hi, Kai,” she said. “My name’s Penn. I thought you played really well.”
			

			
				Lifting his head, Kai smiled his biggest smile, which surprised Penn so much she returned it.
			

			
				“I didn’t think you’d ever come,” he said, standing up and stepping over his case, coming within inches of her and making her stomach feel all tingly. Maybe he already knew who she was. Maybe he wanted to be her friend too.
			

			
				“I’m so glad you made it,” he added, standing so close, she thought he might even hug her.
			

			
				But he kept moving. Right past Penn to where Mila Donovan stood with her cell phone, which she used to take a selfie of their hug, capturing forever the exact moment that Penn’s one hope of friendship hit the ground and shattered.
			

			
				So certain of her invisibility, so convinced that nobody would ever notice her, not even when she wanted them to, Penn turned and fled through the library and down the granite steps, no longer bothering to blend in with anyone.
			

			
				 
			

		



			
				Chapter 3
			

			
				 
			

			
				Outside the library, a violent, hacking cough caught Penn’s attention, temporarily distracting her from her own problems. Having been in and out of hospitals her entire life, Penn wasn’t afraid of illness. If anything, having a mechanical valve had made her heart unusually soft.
			

			
				Moving towards the cough, Penn discovered an old woman, one of the many homeless people resting in the shade. She wore a faded shawl printed with tiny roses and a red old-fashioned dress, dulled by dirt and age. Her grey hair was gathered into a topknot that looked like it had been elegant once upon a time. She held an empty tin cup in her hand, which Penn filled with some of the coins from her pockets.
			

			
				“Oh, not this one,” the old woman said, coughing again.
			

			
				“What?” Penn asked. She hadn’t expected a response. She looked into the old woman’s face, wrinkled and discolored. Her left eye was much wider than her right, giving her a perpetual, scrutinizing squint.
			

			
				The old woman reached into her old-fashioned cup, filled with all manner of coins, and expertly fished out a 1915 penny. “You shouldn’t give away this one,” she said again, stronger and louder now that she had Penn’s attention. Grasping Penn’s hand in both of her own, she placed the penny in Penn’s palm. “This is a penny to make a wish on.”
			

			
				Penn turned over the coin in her hand. She loved finding pennies on the ground. Whenever she found an old one, she’d look at the date and try to imagine what life was like then. But she’d never found a penny this old. “It’s not mine. Someone else must have given it to you. You should keep it,” she said kindly, trying to give the penny back. “I don’t believe in wishes.”
			

			
				“You don’t believe in wishes?” The old woman snorted in disbelief. “You’re what, ten, eleven years old?”
			

			
				Penn frowned. Nobody ever got her age right. Not even doctors. “Fourteen.”
			

			
				“Maybe you weren’t doing it right. What were you wishing for?”
			

			
				“I can’t remember,” Penn lied. She had only ever wished for one thing: to see her dad again. Her tall, strong Papa, with smiling eyes and dark brown hair that had only recently started to get some pepper in it. To pretend like he’d just been called away on one of his overnight work trips even though plumbers didn’t normally go on work trips. But he specialized in really old pipes, and historical societies used to fly him out to repair national monuments or old important mansions. Yet no matter how many times she wished it, he’d never come back.
			

			
				The old woman glared at Penn out of her squinty eye. “Well, when you do remember, use this penny. It’s a special penny. Put it in a special place.”
			

			
				Humoring the old woman, Penn stuck the coin inside the brim of her Red Sox hat and sighed. It wasn’t fair. Why could crazy homeless people see her and normal people like Kai couldn’t? Because crazy homeless people were just as broken and invisible as she was. Suddenly filled with an urgent need to leave, to be left alone, to hide even from herself, Penn turned away, but the woman grabbed her hand a second time and pulled her down to eye level. She tried not to cringe when she felt the woman’s breath on her face, which she expected to smell like rotten onions, but which smelled surprisingly of peppermint.
			

			
				“Use the penny,” the old lady whispered, before another round of coughing interrupted her. Her voice was raw and raspy and difficult to understand. Penn leaned in so close she could see the tiny whiskers sprouting along the old lady’s wrinkled upper lip, and still she wasn’t sure that she heard her right.
			

			
				“If you use this penny, your most impossible wish will come true.”
			

			
				 
			

		



			
				Chapter 4
			

			
				 
			

			
				It was almost noon. Even the shade was hot. Lifting her hat, Penn wiped the sweat from her forehead with the back of her hand. The concert had ended over an hour ago, but she couldn’t go home. She’d rather go anywhere in the world except home. She wasn’t ready to face reality. At home, there was nothing to distract her from her humiliation except her books, and she’d already read them all at least ten times.
			

			
				But could she really call it humiliation? For the last hour, she’d been trying to wrap her mind around what happened at the library. Or rather what didn’t happen. If Kai truly hadn’t seen her, there was no point in feeling humiliated. But there was a huge difference between not seeing and not wanting to see. It was possible he had seen her and deliberately ignored her, in which case humiliation was totally justified. The only way to find out whether or not Kai had actually seen her was to ask, but she had already vowed never to speak to him again.
			

			
				Penn looked up from the Copley Square fountain where her bare feet were dangling in water that had suspicious yellow bubbles floating in it and saw a group of tourists boarding one of the orange and green trolleys that snaked through the city, stopping at all the major tourist sites. Quickly, she shoved her wet feet into her shoes so she could steal a ride to the Common, with the Frog Pond, where she could dunk her entire body in water if she wanted to.
			

			
				“If you look to your right,” the trolley driver yelled into the microphone with the enthusiasm of a game show host, “you’ll see the John Hancock Tower, the tallest building in Boston. And coming up on your left”—the entire bus looked left—“you’ll see the Swan Boats in the Public Garden Lagoon, where they’ve been floating since 1877.”
			

			
				“Now on the right,” the trolley driver continued, turning onto Charles Street, “you’ll find the Boston Common, the oldest public park in the country. You can also see the entrance to Park Street Station, the oldest subway in the country. Boston is a city full of firsts. First public beach. First publicly funded fire department. First U.S. police force. First public library too, housed in the Old State House. But coming up on your left” —all the heads looked left—“you can see the dome of the New State House plated in 23K gold.”
			

			
				The driver kept talking as he pulled over to the curb, but Penn was no longer listening. Jumping off the trolley in front of a Civil War monument, Penn half ran, half skipped down the steps, immediately blending into another group of tourists carrying selfie sticks and smelling like sunscreen.
			

			
				A shrill voice rang out over the Common. “Tenacity students. Collect your lunch at the gazebo, please.” Penn’s stomach grumbled loudly in response. She hadn’t eaten any breakfast that morning. The Frog Pond could wait.
			

			
				Lowering the brim of her Red Sox hat to hide her eyes, she lined up with the tennis camp students to get a free lunch, standing behind a group of girls in ponytails and super short shorts, who were too busy wondering whether or not their tennis instructor, Jake, had a girlfriend to notice her. She had just taken a bite of her sandwich when a dark shadow loomed overhead.
			

			
				“I don’t recognize you. Whose group are you in?” It was the shrill voice from earlier, which belonged to a woman wearing a green polo shirt with a tiny tennis racket and the words “Camp Director” embroidered above the front pocket.
			

			
				“Jake’s?” Penn guessed. Sometimes eavesdropping could be useful.
			

			
				“Jake doesn’t have a group. What’s your name?”
			

			
				“Jennifer.”
			

			
				“I don’t know any Jennifers,” the camp director said, which must have been a lie too, although Penn wasn’t in a position to judge.
			

			
				She stood up to hand back the sandwich. “I’m sorry. I only took one bite. I haven’t even opened the bag of chips,” but the camp director grabbed her arm, her pale, bony hands much stronger than they looked, and the sandwich fell to the ground.
			

			
				“You aren’t sorry. You can’t just give it back,” the camp director hissed, spittle flying in Penn’s face. “Theft has consequences.”
			

			
				She pulled Penn toward the playground, where a mounted policeman was sitting astride his horse, and Penn felt her heart sink. If the police got involved, her mom would find out she’d left the house without permission. Her entire summer would be ruined. No more trips to the library. No more stolen visits to the Science Museum or the Aquarium or the Franklin Park Zoo, or anywhere else that was too expensive for Penn to afford on her own. Because even though Penn had been making her own meals and doing all the laundry and basically taking care of herself since she was seven, her mother would invent some reason why it was too dangerous for her to go gallivanting around the city on her own. She’d probably blame it on Penn’s heart, and if Penn tried to argue, her mom’s brown eyes, weary with fatigue, would fill with tears, and she’d complain about how tired she was and how she hated working nights, but they needed the time and a half. Money didn’t grow on trees, and even with health insurance, Penn’s medication wasn’t cheap. She’d accuse Penn of selfishness and ingratitude and of still preferring her father despite all the sacrifices she’d made, even though he was the one who abandoned them.
			

			
				And Penn would sit there in silence, taking it, because it was true. She did prefer her father. She missed how he would stop whatever he was doing to answer one of her questions or read her a story. She missed how his laughter filled their home with warmth and safety and how he would tickle her until she cackled so hard she couldn’t breathe. She missed how he would let her run and jump and climb and pretend she was a normal little girl, instead of a fragile one. Sometimes Penn missed her father so much her heart hurt worse than when it had been cut open, literally, so she would keep quiet and let her mother tack yet another rule onto the increasingly long list of things Penn wasn’t allowed to do.
			

			
				She couldn’t let the police get involved. She couldn’t let her mother find out. Her freedom was even more precious to her than her books. She clenched her jaw and yanked her arm as hard as she could out of the camp director’s grasp and ran to hide among a tour group, like a zebra, wedging herself between a Swedish-looking couple—blond, beautiful, behemoth—using them as a Nordic shield to hide from the camp director, who, against all Penn’s expectations, was still looking for her, mounted policeman in tow.
			

			
				“Thief! There is a thief in your midst!” she cried. The tourists smiled and clapped as though this was part of the performance, and Penn wondered for the first time if the camp director might be a little bit insane.
			

			
				The tour guide wasn’t happy either. “Please, ma’am. You’re disrupting the tour.”
			

			
				“I’m disrupting the tour? What about her?” the camp director pointed at Penn’s Nordic shield, and the Swedish couple stepped apart to frown at her from their dizzying heights. She pulled her Red Sox hat as low as it would go, trying to figure out what to do, when she heard it—above the camp director’s shrieking, the fountain splashing, the tourists clapping, and even the tour guide’s protesting—the clink of a penny on concrete.
			

			
				The penny must have fallen out of her hat. Without thinking, Penn picked it up and threw it into the fountain, wishing for escape.
			

			
				If only she had been more specific.
			

			
				 
			

		



			
				Chapter 5
			

			
				 
			

			
				As soon as the penny hit the water, the air around Penn started spinning. Colors and sounds spiraled into a whirlwind that lifted her into the sky above the 23K gold dome of the State House then dropped her into a gaping hole that opened in the ground and swallowed her with darkness, as though the entire world had collapsed on her.
			

			
				Penn was eventually woken by cold water droplets splashing her face. Slowly, she blinked her eyes, letting them readjust to the sunlight, and sat up next to the fountain. Thinking she must have simply fainted in the heat, Penn grabbed the side of the stone basin and waited for the world to stop spinning. She’d never fainted before, although her doctors said she could get lightheaded if she over-exerted herself. Her heart was beating fast. Usually, Penn’s mechanical valve clicked so softly she had to concentrate to hear it, but now it seemed to echo in her ears like the ticking of a grandfather clock in an empty room.
			

			
				Using the side of the fountain to help her up, Penn stood slowly, looking around for the camp director, or the mounted policeman, or the tour guide, or anybody remotely familiar. What she saw instead made her knees buckle and her breath catch, and she would have fallen again if she hadn’t been holding onto the fountain. Everywhere she looked, men and women were dressed in old-fashioned clothing. Cement pathways had been replaced with gravel. Battered park benches now gleamed with polish and lacquer. Across the street, antique billboards hung on brick buildings, advertising five-cent Coca-Colas in glass bottles, or Kodak cameras shaped like accordions. Wooden signs carved with company names that were really just people’s names, like S. J. Allen & Co. or Frederick Mehner & Sons, hung above every door. Old-fashioned cars sputtered and coughed while weaving between even older-fashioned horse-drawn carts and clanging trolleys that were attached to a web of wires overhead, where smoke wafted from chimneys even though it was July.
			

			
				Penn’s mouth dropped open, filling with a pungent mixture of horse dung and tobacco and coal and exhaust and a layer of dust so thick she could almost chew it. The smell burned the back of her throat and brought tears to her eyes.
			

			
				“Where am I?” she gasped. Her mind was playing tricks on her. Everything she saw seemed slightly off, but recognizable, like looking at her reflection in a cheap mirror. The Park Street Church was now painted white instead of the red brick of two minutes ago. The Frog Pond and the children’s playground had disappeared, replaced by green grass where people sat on red-checkered blankets, eating out of straw picnic baskets. Yet despite all the differences, it was still undeniably Boston, like in dreams Penn had where her house looked unlike any house she had ever seen, but was still her house.
			

			
				The biggest difference, however, was that she was no longer invisible. Everyone was staring at her, gaping at her clothes, which were practically non-existent in comparison to their own. She couldn’t believe how many clothes people were wearing! Men in suits with waistcoats, carrying briefcases or canes. Women in long sleeves and long dresses with narrow skirts cinched at the waist. Some held parasols over their heads, and everybody, even the children, wore hats.
			

			
				“Hey, boy! Move!” a young voice whispered angrily. “You’re in the way.”
			

			
				“Boy?” Penn asked incredulously.
			

			
				“You deaf? I said move!”
			

			
				Penn turned around, trying to see who was yelling at her, but she couldn’t make out anything in the bright sun. She still wasn’t convinced any of this was real. She must be dreaming. Yes. That was it. She was so nervous about talking to Kai that her mind had created a fantastically realistic dream where everything went wrong so she would know what not to do when she woke up. Kai hadn’t actually rejected her yet. Camp director lady hadn’t caught her yet. Old homeless lady hadn’t given her the penny yet.
			

			
				Suddenly, an idea filled Penn’s mind, an idea so crazy she had to sit on the edge of the stone basin to keep from fainting a second time. It was the penny. The one she tossed into the fountain. The 1915 penny that fell out of her hat. She looked again at the horse-drawn wagons, the chimney smoke, the old fashioned automobiles, the funny clothes, the gravel paths, the white brick of the Park Street Church and realized she must have traveled back in time. She was sure of it. And the surety of it made her sick.
			

			
				Reaching a trembling hand into her pocket, Penn pulled out a shiny, shielded, 2019 coin. Maybe she could simply reverse the process. Clenching her eyes and holding her breath, Penn threw the penny into the fountain and waited for the same swirling sensation to propel her forward one hundred years.
			

			
				“What’d you do that for?” the same angry voice yelled from behind.
			

			
				Penn turned around to find a boy with a freckled nose glaring at her. He was a few inches taller than Penn, but just as skinny. Like everyone else, he was overdressed in the July heat. His knickers were clean but well-worn, like they had been repaired numerous times. He wore a white, long-sleeved button-up shirt without a collar that had been rolled up to his elbows and black socks that almost reached his knees. His black ankle boots were covered in dust and had scuffs on the toes. Tufts of brown hair peeked out from under a navy blue flat cap.
			

			
				“You so posh you can throw away coin?” he asked, bumping her shoulder as he reached into the fountain to fish out her penny. He turned it over in his hand and bit it and scowled. “Figures,” he said, tossing it back to Penn. “It’s fake. It’s not even weighted right.”
			

			
				He said something else, but Penn was too busy looking at the chip in his right front tooth to hear him. And his eyes. Bright green. She was still staring at him, trying to figure out if he was a real person, when he frowned.
			

			
				“You a simp or what?” he asked, snapping his fingers in front of her face. 
			

			
				Penn blinked. “What? Sorry. I wasn’t listening.”
			

			
				“I said you’re calling too much attention to yourself. Lying on the ground. Acting all funny. You from the circus or something?” The boy frowned at her clothes. “What’s your name?” he asked, as though even looking at Penn left a bad taste in his mouth.
			

			
				“Penn.”
			

			
				“Beat it, Penn. This is my turf.”
			

			
				Something in his tone finally woke Penn out of her daze. He was just a kid, but he acted like he owned the place. “What do you mean your turf? This is a public park, isn’t it?”
			

			
				“What’s the matter? You lost?”
			

			
				“What do you care?” she asked, tired of all his questions. Why couldn’t he leave her alone? Her head hurt, her stomach hurt, and she needed to think.
			

			
				“Maybe I know a guy who can help. Get you some normal clothes.”
			

			
				“You mean like yours?” Penn asked, unimpressed.
			

			
				But he just nodded. “And food and a place to sleep.”
			

			
				“A place to sleep?” Penn hadn’t even thought about where to sleep. She needed to be long gone by then. She needed to get home before her mom woke up. “What would I have to do for it?” she asked, skeptically.
			

			
				“Nothing he hasn’t done himself.”
			

			
				“What does that mean? Is it something illegal?”
			

			
				“Says the yegg with fake money.”
			

			
				Penn had no idea what a yegg was, but she glared at him anyway. “I’m not as lost as you think.”
			

			
				“Suit yourself,” the boy shrugged. “But if you change your mind, ask for Joe.”
			

			
				“Joe?”
			

			
				“Yeah. I’m his second.” He puffed out his chest proudly, but Penn remained doubtful.
			

			
				“Don’t I need to be more specific?”
			

			
				The boy shook his head and smiled his first genuine smile, then ran across the street, dodging horses and cars and trolleys with ease. Penn tried to see where he went, just in case, but it seemed he too knew how to be invisible.
			

			
				 
			

		



			
				Chapter 6
			

			
				 
			

			
				Forgetting for the moment about Kai, and the camp director, and her mom, who would soon be waking up, and all the other problems she thought she had, Penn tried to ignore the impossibility of time travel and accept her situation at face value. She needed a plan. She needed to go home—for obvious reasons, like not having any money, or anywhere to live, or any clothing except what was on her back—but also for less obvious and more important reasons. Life or death reasons. Reasons that would drown her in waves of panic if she let herself think about them too long. She needed medication. She needed modern technology. And if she really wanted to be strict about it, eventually she would need another open-heart surgery. Her body would soon outgrow the mechanical valve she got when she was six years old. Her heart was a ticking time bomb.
			

			
				Unsure whether the weight in her stomach fed on hunger or fear, Penn spent the rest of the afternoon in a trance, wandering through muddy cobblestone streets, hoping she might accidentally stumble onto a magic door that would transport her through time. She even went inside a drugstore, the kind that sold candy, not the kind that sold medicine, as though the key to time travel could be found in a glass jar between the licorice strips and the gumdrops. But the mustached man standing behind the counter in a long white apron took one look at Penn and asked how he could be of help in such a way that she knew he had no intention of helping her.
			

			
				Penn’s stomach ached. She hadn’t eaten anything all day except one bite of a stolen sandwich that didn’t even taste good. Stealing the sandwich was how she’d gotten into this mess; at the very least, she should have eaten all of it. Remembering the coins in her pockets, Penn realized she still had some pennies and maybe even a nickel or two. Pennies would be worth a lot more in 1915, only she probably shouldn’t use the newer ones. The boy at the fountain thought they were fake.
			

			
				She looked around for something to eat and spotted a small wooden fruit cart one block away. She walked over and asked the price of an apple.
			

			
				“A large for two or two small for a penny,” the fruit vendor answered in an Italian accent. He had a bulbous nose with large pores and an even larger mustache connected to sideburns that covered half of each cheek. He wore a striped apron tied around a large belly and a straw boater hat that floated on top of his slicked-back hair.
			

			
				Penn rifled through her handful of pennies, most of which were too new to feel old, and found one from 1961. She handed it to the man and quickly grabbed two small apples, walking away as fast as she could without raising suspicion.
			

			
				“Hey you! Come back here!” the man shouted. Penn spun around in surprise, but the vendor was raising his fist at another kid, who must have stolen a piece of fruit while he wasn’t looking. A menacing whistle sounded from half a block away, but she was too busy devouring her apples, even the seeds, and licking the juice as it ran down the side of her wrist to care.
			

			
				Penn quickly sorted through her remaining coins, separating the ones that looked old enough to use. She approached another cart and asked for a loaf of bread. But the vendor took one look at her nickel, called her “jitney” a fake, and would have kicked her in the backside if she hadn’t scurried away like a frightened dog. Maybe she shouldn’t try to buy anything else. Maybe she’d pushed her luck enough for one day.
			

			
				A few minutes later, Penn spotted a raw potato on the ground. Closing her eyes, as though not looking at the potato would somehow make it taste better, she bit through the dirt and into a bitter crunch that left a chalky taste in her mouth. She passed a stone basin full of slimy green water, which was probably meant for horses, and cupped the water with her hands, trying not to gag at the thought of what might be living inside. But she got sick anyway, and less than half an hour later, she was leaning against the side of a brick building, vomiting chunks of apple, raw potato, and stale trough water, which she wiped from her mouth with the hem of her t-shirt.
			

			
				Eventually, the sun started to fade, and although her hunger pangs had worsened, her nausea had too. She no longer felt like eating. Streetlamps turned on, painting yellow circles on the dirty cobblestone streets. Merchants closed up shops, and ragged children, some as old as Penn, wove between departing wagons and handcarts to scoop up bruised fruit or leftover scraps of wood. Penn too ran after a mushy, misshapen peach that she saw rolling into an alley piled with stacks of crates and boxes and garbage cans. But a little boy appeared out of nowhere to kick her with boots two sizes too large, while an even littler girl, who might have been his sister, tucked the peach inside the improvised basket she made with her skirt before running away.
			

			
				Penn sat down to rub her bruised shins, telling herself she’d be okay if she could just rest for a while. She found a wooden pallet large enough to lie on and curled up into a ball. So weary she couldn’t keep her eyes open, Penn fell asleep, fully convinced that when she woke up, she would find herself in her bed at home.
			

			
				Only, when she opened her eyes, it was still dark out, and she still smelled like vomit. And maybe even urine. She felt for her pennies, tangible reminders of a place she understood, but her jean pockets were ripped open. Someone must have robbed her while she was sleeping and she hadn’t even noticed.
			

			
				Never before had Penn felt so lost. After fourteen years with no real friends or even family to speak of, she thought she knew what loneliness felt like, what it meant not to belong, but nothing had prepared her for the despair that now seeped through her chest. Even with all her health problems, she had never before felt helpless. She thought again of her mom. Normally, she’d be at the hospital by now, but maybe she stayed home because Penn was missing. Or maybe she went to work anyway.
			

			
				Twin tears escaped down Penn’s cheeks, and she angrily wiped them away. She’d gone to bed without her mother thousands of times, why did tonight have to be any different? So what if she didn’t know anyone in 1915? She could take care of herself. She’d had plenty of practice. And it wasn’t like she was lost—not really. This was Boston. Her city. She’d explored every inch of it on her own, or at least a different version of it. She’d figure something out. Curling into as tight a ball as she could, Penn clenched her eyes to stop her tears and let the steady clicking of her heart soothe her back to sleep.
			

			
				 
			

		



			
				Chapter 7
			

			
				 
			

			
				Penn woke to a slim shaft of light shining through clotheslines zigzagging overhead. She had a crick in her neck and cramps in both legs. Her stomach hurt too much to growl, and her head felt like she had swapped her brain for a jackhammer. Plus, she stank. Not her best day.
			

			
				Instinctively, she reached up to touch the raised flesh of her scar through the thin layer of her t-shirt, like she did every morning. At least her heart was beating normal and strong. That wouldn’t last long though. Not without medication. Rolling over on her pallet, which looked much more splintered and fragile in the daylight, she stood up and shivered, wrapping her arms around her body.
			

			
				Stepping out of the alley, Penn squinted in the bright sun. Out of nowhere, a pack of boys rounded the corner, laughing, almost knocking her down in their haste. Curious to see where they were going in such a hurry, Penn followed them all the way to Washington Street, although she didn’t recognize it at first. The Washington Street Penn knew had stores with letters in their names like CVS, H&M, DSW, and TJ Maxx. But in 1915, Washington Street housed actual letters—printing presses that published newspapers multiple times a day—their distinguished titles glaring down at Penn from massive buildings crowned with marble columns and arched windows. The Boston Globe, The Boston Post, The Boston Evening Transcript, The Boston Journal, and the Associated Press, all crammed together, competing for space and readers and for the news itself.
			

			
				Even in the early hours of the morning, the street vibrated with noise and movement. Horse-drawn wagons clomped past cars and trolleys that fought for space next to sidewalks where businessmen crowded, arguing over the morning’s news while puffing on fragrant pipes and cigars, which they used to punctuate their sentences. Boys wearing flat caps and knickers in various states of disrepair lined up at distribution windows to buy bundles of newspapers tied with twine. For a second, Penn let herself get caught up in the excitement. But it didn’t last. She was too hungry to care about anything except finding her next meal.
			

			
				Turning her back on Washington Street, Penn pulled her Red Sox hat as low as possible. Most food vendors hadn’t set up shop yet, so she kept walking until she spied a handcart piled high with brightly colored vegetables. Penn hesitated, looking around for the vendor, but she couldn’t see anyone. It was almost too easy. All she had to do was reach out and grab something to eat. But she couldn’t bring herself to do it. Despite all her blending, all her pretending to be someone she wasn’t, she had never deliberately stolen before. She’d only ever accepted what was freely given. A fine line maybe, but an important one. Stealing felt wrong.
			

			
				But hunger felt worse. Promising herself she’d figure out some way to pay the vendor back, Penn squared her shoulders, took a deep breath, and snatched a handful of carrots from the cart.
			

			
				“Hey! You there! What do you think you’re doing?”
			

			
				Penn froze as two young men emerged from the corner store across the street, each carrying a pack of cigarettes. They wore their shirts tight, their sleeves rolled up to reveal forearms like iron. Unlike the fruit vendor from yesterday, there wasn’t anything large or bulbous about either of them. More like lean and strong, and extremely angry.
			

			
				Penn dropped the carrots and ran as fast as she could.
			

			
				“Come back you filthy welcher!” Footsteps pounded the pavement behind her, growing louder and closer every second. Penn tried to go faster, but there were too many people in her way, and she was too clumsy, too unpracticed at running, to dodge them with ease. She got a cramp in her side that shortened her breath and slowed her down. It was only a matter of time before they caught her. But she kept running.
			

			
				Penn cut through an alley that should have taken her back to Washington Street so she could blend in with the mob of newsboys and disappear, but she tripped on a broken cobblestone and fell to the ground. The young men skidded to a stop behind her, their towering figures blocking the sun.
			

			
				“Why are you chasing me?” she asked between gasps of air, not daring to look up at their faces. “I didn’t take anything.”
			

			
				But the only reply she got was a boot in the stomach. Instinctively, she curled into fetal position, protecting her face with her hands. Her back and legs absorbed the majority of the blows, although every so often a boot would strike her in the soft flesh of her side. She tried to cry out for help, but she couldn’t breathe. Every kick sent out a new shockwave of pain until the agony became so great she couldn’t feel anything anymore. She lost all track of time. The beating could have lasted seconds. It could have lasted hours. Eventually, other voices began shouting and the kicking stopped. When the shouting faded into the distance, and all was quiet, a boy Penn had never seen before crouched beside her and placed his hand on her shoulder.
			

			
				“It’ll be okay,” he said, patting awkwardly. “Fin recognized you. He went for help.”
			

			
				Soon, Penn was aware of an older, bigger someone lifting her up, and she leaned into a warm chest that smelled of vanilla and cloves. Lulled by the gentle rocking of being carried and in too much pain to resist even if she wanted to, Penn gave into her exhaustion and let the encroaching darkness overwhelm her.
			

			
				 
			

		



			
				Chapter 8
			

			
				 
			

			
				When Penn opened her eyes, she was in a small room, lying on a horsehair mattress in the bottom bunk of a cast iron bunk bed, covered by a wool blanket that smelled of cedar. Moving slowly because of the pounding in her head and the bruising on her arms and legs, she lifted her head and looked around the room, surprised by its austerity. The walls were white, the floor was wood, and everything was spotless. The only other piece of furniture was a wooden chair, and on the chair was the green-eyed boy from the fountain, sleeping with his chin against his chest, gently snoring.
			

			
				“Where am I?” Penn asked, her voice coming out in a raspy whisper.
			

			
				The boy woke instantly. “Good. You’re awake. You’ve been asleep for almost ten hours.”
			

			
				“Ten hours? That’s not possible! I can’t be here. I need to go.” Penn sat up abruptly, the sudden movement blurring her vision and making her cry out in pain.
			

			
				The boy walked over and gently pushed her back down. “You gotta eat something,” he said. “And you can’t go anywhere until you’ve talked to Joe, so you might as well not even try.”
			

			
				“Who are you?”
			

			
				“Fin. Phinneas really, but who has time for a name like that?”
			

			
				“Where are we?”
			

			
				“I told you to ask for Joe if you ran into any trouble,” Fin said.
			

			
				“I wasn’t in any trouble.”
			

			
				“Getting robbed counts as trouble.”
			

			
				“Who told you I was robbed?”
			

			
				“And why were those guys beating on you?”
			

			
				“I have no idea.”
			

			
				Fin could tell she was lying. “Where are you from?” he asked.
			

			
				She wasn’t sure how to answer him. “Boston?” She phrased it like a question.
			

			
				Fin shook his head. “Not any Boston I know.”
			

			
				“What other kind of Boston is there?”
			

			
				“I knew it! You’re a rich kid. It’s why you got soft hands and a girly face.”
			

			
				Nobody had ever mistaken Penn for a rich kid before. Or a boy, for that matter, but she didn’t bother correcting him. She wasn’t sure why, but she thought it was better to hide the fact she was a girl.
			

			
				Fin sat on the foot of her bed. “Bully for you, getting kicked out of the posh life,” he said. “What’d you do? Must have been something awful.”
			

			
				But Penn refused to answer. She was worried that any lie she made up now would come back to haunt her.
			

			
				Fin shrugged. “You don’t want to talk. I get it. I got secrets too.” He stood up to get Joe, and Penn tucked the scratchy grey blanket beneath her chin, as though it could protect her from whatever came next.
			

			
				Alone in the room, Penn scanned her body, taking stock of her injuries. Her back hurt. Her left shoulder ached. Her legs were sore. None of her bruises seemed overly worrisome. Maybe one advantage of not taking her meds would be no excessive bleeding. At least until her blood got too thick for her artificial valve. Still, none of her injuries seemed life-threatening. Maybe she could just leave. Maybe, if she asked politely enough, this Joe person would simply let her go.
			

			
				A knock on the door announced the entrance of a man much younger than Penn expected. He looked like he might be in his early twenties, except for his eyes, which seemed older, like they had already seen too much. He was clean-shaven and wore his hair short on the sides and long on the top, slicked back, although a few loose chunks had fallen forward. His sleeves were rolled up, and the top button on his shirt was undone to reveal a small silver medallion hanging on a thin metal chain. He was wearing trousers and suspenders, which hung useless around his waist. His black leather boots made hardly any noise as he walked over to Penn’s bed, carrying the chair so he could sit down.
			

			
				“Hello, Penn.”
			

			
				Penn sat up again, slower this time, refusing to make even the tiniest whimper, although her entire body radiated pain. She couldn’t pinpoint why, but she didn’t trust Joe. She didn’t want to have anything to do with him. She didn’t want to be in 1915 at all. What she wanted was to get out of there ASAP so she could figure out some way to get home.
			

			
				“Are you Joe?” she asked, even though she already knew the answer.
			

			
				Joe smiled. “I am. And you won’t do anyone any favors if you try to get up before you’ve eaten.”
			

			
				Penn frowned. “What kind of favors?”
			

			
				Joe laughed. “Right now? Eat. Sleep. Feel better. We’ll talk more tomorrow. Until then you can stay in Fin’s room. He’ll take care of you,” Joe said, looking at Fin, who nodded, although Penn had the feeling that he had no choice in the matter.
			

			
				On his way out the door, Joe gave Penn a cotton nightshirt and an order to shower, which she adamantly refused once she realized there were no shower curtains. But Fin merely interpreted her reluctance as more evidence of a privileged past and volunteered to stand watch while she bathed in the old clawfoot tub down the hall.
			

			
				As soon as her body hit the hot water and her sore, bruised muscles relaxed for the first time in days, Penn’s mind did too, and she could no longer contain the fear that had been building inside her. Why was this happening? In all the time travel books she had ever read, the main character had some special purpose, like superpowers or a secret mission. All she had was a heart defect. All she’d wanted was for someone besides her mom to love her, and now she didn’t even have her mom anymore. For the second time since she’d arrived in 1915, Penn started crying. A deep, wracking sob, which she stifled with her fist, hoping Fin wouldn’t hear, and if he did, would think was only splashing.
			

			
				 
			

		



			
				Chapter 9
			

			
				 
			

			
				Penn was awoken at dawn by a heavy wad of clothes hitting her in the face.
			

			
				“Get up. Joe wants to see you,” Fin said, already dressed. “Five minutes ago.”
			

			
				Penn sifted through the clothes on her lap with misgiving, the fabric rougher and thicker than she was used to. “Where are my clothes?” she asked.
			

			
				“You’re joking, right?” Fin asked, pointing at the shirt in her hands.
			

			
				“I meant the ones I was wearing.”
			

			
				“Joe burned them.”
			

			
				“He what?” she asked, trying to keep her voice steady. Her clothes were her only connection to the future—the only proof she had of where she came from.
			

			
				Fin shrugged. “They were ruined.”
			

			
				“Even the hat?” she asked, searching in vain for the familiar faded blue of her dad’s Red Sox hat. She bit her lip to keep it from trembling, not wanting Fin to see her cry. Boys like Fin wouldn’t cry over a hat. They probably wouldn’t cry over a few bruises either, but when Penn stood up, her entire body hurt like she’d been run over by a truck. Even her fingernails hurt. Turning her back to Fin, she blinked back her tears and tried to pull on a pair of knickers beneath her nightgown, only they didn’t fit right. She was doing something wrong.
			

			
				“How do you get them to stay up?” she asked, before realizing her mistake. Even a rich kid would know how to put on his pants.
			

			
				“Didn’t I give you suspenders?” Fin asked, misinterpreting Penn’s question.
			

			
				While Fin rifled through the clothes on her bed looking for suspenders, Penn quickly buttoned her shirt so he wouldn’t see her scar. As long as he didn’t see her naked, she didn’t have to worry too much about Fin figuring out she was a girl. For the first time in her life, Penn was grateful to be as skinny as she was, her chest as flat as a pancake. She hadn’t even gotten her period yet. Doctors said she didn’t have enough body fat. She fumbled her way through the suspenders and the boots, but couldn’t figure out how to make the knee socks stay up, so she tucked them inside her knickers and hoped they stayed put.
			

			
				“What’s the matter? You never dressed yourself before?” Fin asked.
			

			
				Ignoring him, Penn grabbed an old flat cap from the foot of the bed, which was scratchy and musty and nothing at all like the soft cotton of her Red Sox hat. Penn pulled the brim of the flat cap as low as it would go and nodded solemnly. It would have to do.
			

			
				Fin rolled his eyes. “Come on. It’s this way.”
			

			
				Penn tried looking around as best she could while keeping up with Fin. In spite of everything, she wanted to see what life was like in 1915. But not much was different. Wood floors. White plaster walls. Doors lining the hallways, which smelled like white vinegar and lemon. Joe’s looked like a larger, newer version of her house, which, Penn realized with a pang of homesickness, would be new too. Only a few years old. Despite the early hour, the building echoed with noise and life. Floorboards creaked overhead and underfoot. Leather boots clattered down wooden stairs. Penn heard a shout of laughter somewhere.
			

			
				Fin led Penn down the central staircase and stopped outside a set of double doors with frosted glass panes and brass doorknobs.
			

			
				“This is Joe’s office,” he whispered. “Don’t ever go in unless I say. But you have to knock first and wait for Joe to give you permission. Nobody goes in without permission except me.”
			

			
				Penn nodded to show she understood. Fin opened the doors softly, and she followed him inside, impressed by the unexpected elegance. Every available inch of wall space was lined with books. A red Turkish carpet covered the polished herringbone floors. Bay windows framed by thick velvet drapes looked out onto a narrow cobblestone street bordered by an unbroken line of brick buildings. A desk sat in the center of the room, lit by a brass lamp with a green glass shade. Two simple wooden chairs stood in front of the desk, and behind the desk sat Joe, his hair still slicked back haphazardly, his sleeves still rolled up past his elbows, but now his suspenders were hidden by a waistcoat that held a pocket watch with a silver chain. He looked up when they entered and stood, gesturing to the empty chairs.
			

			
				“Please, be seated,” he said. His smile seemed kind, but Penn couldn’t shake the feeling that he could be dangerous.
			

			
				Joe waited for her to sit before sitting down himself. “Now, what can I do for you, Penn?” he asked, his voice deeper than she remembered.
			

			
				“Don’t you mean it the other way around?” she asked.
			

			
				“I guess you could say that,” Joe said with a twinkle in his eye that made Penn think he was mocking her.
			

			
				She raised her chin. “I’m grateful to you for taking me in. And I will work until I pay back the money I owe you for the clothes and the room and board. But I don’t plan to stay.”
			

			
				Amused, Joe sat back in his chair, clasping his hands behind his head. “You want to pay me back? And how much money do you think that will take?”
			

			
				“I don’t know. A hundred bucks? Two hundred?”
			

			
				Fin’s eyes threatened to pop out of his head. “I told you I saw him throwing money into a fountain.”
			

			
				“You said the money was fake.”
			

			
				“I thought it was fake.”
			

			
				Joe studied Penn carefully. “Who are you, Penn? And don’t lie to me, because I’ll discover the truth.” All laughter had left Joe’s face, and she saw for the first time the hard, no-nonsense businessman she knew he was all along. “I don’t do well with deception.”
			

			
				Stalling, trying to come up with an answer, Penn ran her finger along the edge of Joe’s desk. Like the rest of his house, it was perfectly clean. “Or dirt,” she said, holding up her finger so he could see.
			

			
				“Or dirt,” he repeated, some of his good humor returning. “Let’s just say I don’t like it when things get sullied. If you lie to me, Penn, I can’t trust you. And you become useless to me. Like a moth-eaten blanket. Or a clogged toilet. I like my people and my buildings to be clean.”
			

			
				“Your people?” Penn asked, her voice full of misgiving.
			

			
				Joe waved his arm to take in the room, and, by implication, the rest of the building. “As you see.”
			

			
				“And just what do your people do for you?”
			

			
				Fin started coughing, like he was choking. Maybe he wasn’t used to seeing Joe’s “people” question him, but Penn figured she had very little to lose.
			

			
				“We work to redistribute money more fairly. We’re social equalizers.”
			

			
				“You mean like Robin Hood?” More like Oliver Twist, she thought.
			

			
				But Joe seemed pleased with her interpretation. “Exactly. We enforce a new set of laws when the government fails to uphold the oldest one. Of all men being created equal.” He stressed the words “all men,” and Penn wondered what he would say if he knew she was a girl.
			

			
				“You’ll receive three days training. Then you’ll have another fourteen days to pay off your debt. Otherwise you’re mine for a year.”
			

			
				“And what if I say no?” she asked.
			

			
				Fin coughed again, but Joe merely raised his eyebrows. “No?”
			

			
				Penn nodded. “What’s to keep me from walking out that door right now?”
			

			
				“I wouldn’t stop you,” Joe said calmly, like he didn’t have a care in the world. “But I wouldn’t let you leave with my clothes either. Or my shoes.”
			

			
				“You burned mine.”
			

			
				Joe shrugged. “They were filthy. You still haven’t answered my question, Penn. Who are you? Where are you from?”
			

			
				She knew there wasn’t any lie she could come up with that Joe wouldn’t see through, but the truth would sound even more ridiculous, so she kept her mouth shut.
			

			
				Joe interpreted her silence as consent. “Fourteen days,” he said.
			

			
				“How much do I owe?” It had been two days since her time jump. Two days since she’d seen her mom. Two days since she’d taken any medicine, but maybe she could find some. Warfarin probably hadn’t been invented yet, but there was always feverfew. Or at the very least ginger or garlic. Her father had made her memorize a list of natural blood thinners after her surgery. “In case you get stuck somewhere you can’t get any medicine,” he’d said cryptically. At the time, Penn thought he was being ridiculous. It’s not like there weren’t pharmacies on every street corner in Boston. At least in her Boston. She needed to get back to 2019. Maybe she could use the next two weeks to figure out how to get home.
			

			
				“Fifteen dollars,” Joe said, interrupting her thoughts.
			

			
				“Fifteen dollars? That’s it?” she asked, forgetting she didn’t know the first thing about money in 1915.
			

			
				Fin shook his head and looked at Joe. “Are you sure he needs only three days training?”
			

			
				 
			

		



			
				Chapter 10
			

			
				 
			

			
				“The trick is to remain invisible,” Fin whispered, rolling up his sleeves as high as they would go. It was mid-afternoon and muggy. He and Penn were crouched in the shade of a brick building, watching wealthy businessmen walk up and down High Street in the financial heart of Boston. Some carried briefcases. Some wore bowler hats. Others wore straw hats with black ribbon and flat brims. All wore suits, waistcoats, shirts and ties.
			

			
				Penn had been in training with Fin for two days, and she still wasn’t used to all the clothing she had to wear. Long sleeve shirts. Knee socks. Leather boots. Hats. Never again would she take shorts and tank tops and flip flops for granted. A bead of sweat slid down the side of her face. She smiled. “Invisible. I can do that.”
			

			
				“Prove it,” Fin said.
			

			
				“How?” Penn asked, wondering if the time had finally come to lift her first wallet. For two days, he had been teaching Penn to recognize the subtle differences between social classes—how to distinguish the truly wealthy from the hardworking and upwardly mobile by the cut of a suit or the number of wrinkles in a fabric, because Joe didn’t want his boys stealing from just anyone. “Too much effort and too much risk for not enough taking,” he explained one night while standing by the fire in his office, which he lit every night, even in summer. “Besides, the wealthy won’t miss it. Never take from those who would miss it.” When Penn had asked Fin why Joe always had a fire burning in his office, Fin shook his head. “Nobody knows for sure. Joe rarely talks about his past. Some boys say he lived on the streets when he was younger. A Boston winter without a fire puts the cold in you so deep it never gets out. If doesn’t kill you first.”
			

			
				Fin pointed to a tall man with a grey beard and wire glasses, his black shoes polished, his gold watch chain plainly visible. “Follow him,” he said. Even Penn could tell his suit was custom tailored. “Don’t let him spot you. He spots you, you’ve lost.”
			

			
				“What do I lose?”
			

			
				“Your first taking.” Fin never used words like theft or stealing. They weren’t allowed. Joe had his own special vocabulary for their work.
			

			
				“Do I lift him?” Penn asked.
			

			
				“No. Just tail him. If you can make it to his house without him seeing you, you win.”
			

			
				“What do I win?”
			

			
				“Better hurry,” Fin whispered. “He’s almost out of sight.”
			

			
				Penn looked up to see her target disappearing around a corner and sighed. It was hard to stay invisible while running. It was hard to look for clues too. Two days in, and she hadn’t discovered anything at all that could help her get back to 2019, but it wasn’t like she knew what to look for, or even had time to look. Fin rarely left her side.
			

			
				Hurrying to catch up to her target, Penn tugged her flat cap down to hide her eyes. She didn’t notice its smell anymore. Or the smell of the city, which had faded into the background and become commonplace. Maybe she was starting to get the hang of things. Her target hadn’t once looked behind him. And even if he had, there were always boys in the streets delivering telegrams, selling fruit, or shining shoes. The boys that intrigued her most were the newsboys. They were everywhere, on every corner, holding up the most recent edition of whatever paper they were selling and shouting headlines. Newsboys knew what was happening in the world before anyone else. To Penn, their lives seemed exciting, necessary even. But she had never seen any newsgirls.
			

			
				Penn’s target climbed into a black cab, and she swore softly under her breath. She was going to lose him. She waited to see in which direction the cab was headed, then ran after a streetcar traveling the same direction, jumping on the rear hitch and hanging on the metal handrail while ducking out of the conductor’s sight, like she’d seen other boys do. When the cab turned off Tremont to head up Beacon Hill, Penn let go of the rail and jumped from the streetcar, almost getting trampled by a horse-drawn delivery wagon in the process.
			

			
				Unlike the rest of Boston, Beacon Hill in 1915 looked exactly the same to Penn. Here, gas lanterns and expensive brick homes with black shutters and red geraniums lined quiet streets. Here, there was no litter on the ground. No horse droppings. No ragged children scavenging for food or firewood. Some things never changed, not even in a hundred years.
			

			
				The black cab stopped, and Penn stepped behind a lamppost to watch as her target stepped out of his cab and through a door opened by a butler in a black suit, who nodded respectfully and took the man’s cane and hat. He had never once looked behind him.
			

			
				“Not bad for your first shadow,” a voice whispered in her ear.
			

			
				Penn had to stop herself from crying out. All the pride she found in successfully tailing her target was wiped out by not realizing she’d been tailed. “I can’t believe I didn’t see you.”
			

			
				“I wouldn’t be a very good trainer if you did.”
			

			
				“But I already know how to be invisible,” she said. “Teach me something I don’t know. Teach me how to lift.”
			

			
				“What do you think we’re doing?” Fin asked angrily. He turned and started walking down the hill, no longer caring who saw him. “If you were any good at all, you would have refused to tail him.”
			

			
				“But you said…” Penn started to protest, but Fin interrupted her.
			

			
				“Never lift from a man on his way home.”
			

			
				“How did you know he was going home?”
			

			
				“Time of day. Direction of the cab. Fits his pattern.”
			

			
				“You’ve seen him before?”
			

			
				“We’ve been watching him the last two days. He arrives to work around nine fifteen. Always leaves for lunch on foot around noon. Returns by two, always with a cigar in his mouth, always with the afternoon Post folded under his arm. Works until four fifteen, then leaves for home. What he does after that doesn’t interest me.”
			

			
				“Why did you pick him?” Penn asked, excited to get what felt like the first useful information in two days. She needed to learn all she could so she could buy her freedom back from Joe. So she could finally figure out how to get home.
			

			
				“I didn’t,” Fin said, turning back onto Tremont Street, his shoulders visibly relaxing as he slowed his pace to melt better into the crowd. “Not specifically anyway, but that’s how it works. You get a corner, and you learn the faces of every man, woman, and child on that corner. And slowly patterns emerge, patterns you can control. Patterns equal power.” Fin stopped to buy an apple from the fruit stand at the corner of Park Street. He took a bite and handed it to Penn, who wondered why he didn’t steal it.
			

			
				“How do patterns equal power?” she asked, her mouth full. Never again would she take an apple for granted. Like Joe and his fires.
			

			
				“You have less to remember. Once you learn a pattern, you can spot the interruptions. That’s how I found you. You interrupted a pattern.” He paused, waiting for Penn to say something, but she didn’t take the bait. She knew Fin was still trying to figure out where she was from. She wasn’t the only one who was tight-lipped though. She’d asked Fin three different times how he met Joe, and all three times he changed the subject.
			

			
				“If you get to know a pattern well enough, you can control it,” Fin continued. “Figure out routines and mess them up. People get confused if their routine changes. Even little things. Especially little things. If a man accidentally drops his paper and has to bend over to pick it up, he might not notice the hand lifting his wallet. If a lady has to walk around the block because a fruit cart spilled onto the sidewalk, she might have to stop to figure out if she wants to go right or left. And in the confusion of three or four other people figuring out which way they want to go, one or two of them might not notice a missing purse. But you have to have already chosen your targets. Joe doesn’t like randomness. Randomness means people might get hurt. People who can’t afford to be hurt. Nothing steams up Joe faster than randomness.”
			

			
				“So you memorize the patterns of a corner? That’s it?” Penn asked, trying to understand.
			

			
				Fin shook his head. “Not just one corner. You can’t lift from the same people all the time. That’s stupid. You’ll get caught. But you start small, with two or three, and once you learn them, you get another one. The more patterns, the more lifts; the more lifts, the faster you earn your keep.” He nodded at Penn. “Or your freedom.”
			

			
				“How many corners you got?”
			

			
				“Twelve,” Fin said proudly. “But Jimmy’s got seventeen. He’s been with Joe since he was five.”
			

			
				“Seventeen?” Penn was genuinely impressed. She wondered how long it would take her to learn just one. Day after tomorrow she was supposed to start lifting. Her fourteen-day countdown would begin. That didn’t give her very much time. “So why can’t you lift from people going home?”
			

			
				“Because they’ll notice something’s missing sooner. And cops get called, wives get upset. Their homes feel threatened. It’s also a bad idea to lift ‘em when they’re on their way to lunch or getting into cabs. After is always better because they’ll think that they simply left their wallet somewhere. No need to call the cops for forgetfulness. Better to get back to business and remember to stop by later. Only the wallet won’t be there later. But by then you’re onto your next corner.”
			

			
				Penn nodded determinedly. Fin made everything sound so clean, so logical, so easy. She could almost forget what she was doing, or learning to do, was illegal.
			

			
				 
			

		



			
				Chapter 11
			

			
				 
			

			
				Penn rubbed her eyes, still red and swollen from the night before. Today was the last day of her training and her first lift. She’d spent all of yesterday’s remaining daylight hours learning the patterns of the corner she and Fin had been watching since her training began. Patterns she would confirm again this morning.
			

			
				Yesterday’s nighttime hours had been spent learning the lift. Fin had gotten all of Joe’s boys to help. Her initiation, he called it. Initiations were celebrations of a sort, a gauntlet to prove the worthiness of the newly initiated. Joe even provided a case of Moxie for the occasion. The initiation was simple enough: each boy would take a turn walking the hallway, carrying variously shaped wallets and coin purses in different types of clothing, and Penn would have to lift the wallet without the boy noticing.
			

			
				But there the simplicity ended. If Penn was successful in lifting the wallet, she moved on to the next boy, and the next, until all twenty-two boys had been lifted. If she wasn’t successful and got caught, her target could hit her anywhere he wanted except for the face. Joe didn’t like bruises on the face. Most boys chose to hit with their fists, although those still wearing shoes would use their feet instead.
			

			
				“It’s more realistic that way,” Fin explained after Penn received her first punch in the stomach from an older boy named Tommy. She had followed him down the hallway three different times before gathering enough courage to sneak her left hand into his right pants pocket. It hung lower than his left pocket and jingled slightly every time he put his foot down. But Tommy grabbed her hand before she could even touch his wallet and swung around to slug her in the stomach, knocking the wind out of her. She buckled over, falling to her knees as she struggled to catch her breath.
			

			
				Fin looked at Tommy, then back at Penn. “Actually, it will be much worse if you get caught for real.”
			

			
				Inhaling a deep, stumbling breath, Penn nodded and stood up. She saw boys up and down the hallway exchanging money. “What’s that about?” she asked Fin, leaning over to rest her hands on her knees. She wiped the sweat from her forehead with her sleeve. The night was hot, yet Joe still had a fire burning downstairs. “What’s the money for?”
			

			
				“We made bets on how long it’ll take you to lift everyone. Boy named Francis holds the record. Twenty minutes flat. Used to be Joe’s second. That was before my time, but no one’s ever beat it. Still can’t figure out how he did it.”
			

			
				“Maybe he cheated,” Penn suggested, half-joking.
			

			
				Fin didn’t laugh. “We might be thieves, Penn, but we don’t cheat.” He looked her in the eye to make sure she understood. “We never cheat.”
			

			
				In all, it took Penn two hours to lift all twenty-two boys. At first, she’d gotten caught almost every time, and it took her over an hour to lift only five boys. But after the tenth punch in almost as many minutes, Gus, a short, wiry kid with a beaked nose who everyone called “Teach” because he liked to use big words, pulled Penn aside. Gus had a deformed leg, but he could punch harder than Big Charlie who was three times his size. Penn learned this the hard way.
			

			
				“You’re undetectable until you decide to lift,” he said, his voice nasally and pinched, giving the impression that he was much less a threat than he actually was. “But then your breathing changes. It gets fast and as loud as a horse. Might as well announce your intentions, tap your target on the shoulder and ask ‘If you please sir, may I relieve you of your financial burdens?’”
			

			
				The boys closest to Penn laughed, but Gus ignored them and looked her in the eye. She tried to hold her gaze steady even though her arms hurt. Her legs hurt. Everything except for her face hurt.
			

			
				“You’re letting yourself get scared. Don’t. The more you think about what you’re doing, the worse it will be. It’s better not to think at all.”
			

			
				Penn made the next five lifts without a single error, to much catcalling and whistling and even a few caps thrown into the air. She noticed another round of money changing hands and smiled. The more noise the other boys made, the easier it was to lift undetected. Unfortunately, Fin noticed it too. “Shut up!” he shouted until everyone settled down. “You’re making it too easy on him.”
			

			
				Still, having tasted success, Penn recreated it easily. She timed her steps to match her target’s. She allowed his movements to determine her own, waiting for a scratching of the nose or yawn or wayward glance to reach into a pocket and lift a wallet. After her fifteenth successful lift, most of the boys had given up watching and gone back to their rooms. She only stumbled on her last two lifts because she was tired and made stupid mistakes.
			

			
				“It’s important to know your limits,” Fin said when she was done, handing her an open bottle of Moxie and a handkerchief full of ice for her left shoulder, which was swollen slightly from all the bruising. Most of the boys had been considerate of her lifting arm. “Never lift when you’re tired.”
			

			
				“But I’m always tired,” she said, wincing as she placed the ice on her largest bruise. She tried to make a joke of it, but it was the truth. Ever since the time jump, she’d felt exhausted. Like an extra layer of air was pressing down on her, strangling every movement, every word that came out of her mouth. It wasn’t just physical exhaustion either. She had become a stranger in a city she knew like the back of her hand. A city that sometimes teased her with glimpses of familiarity and home. It was like biting into an M&M and discovering it was an Advil, neither of which had been invented yet.
			

			
				That night, Penn cried herself to sleep for the third time, scared that after her first real lift, there would be no going back and she would be stuck in 1915 forever.
			

			
				 
			

		



			
				Chapter 12
			

			
				 
			

			
				“Have you decided yet?” Fin asked, kicking the alley wall repeatedly. It was already mid-afternoon, and he was getting impatient. The sun was still high, reflecting glares off of nearby office windows, especially on the upper floors.
			

			
				“Not yet,” Penn said for the fifteenth time.
			

			
				“You only have another two hours tops before everyone starts heading home.”
			

			
				“You told me that already.”
			

			
				“Today’s your last day of training.”
			

			
				“You told me that too.”
			

			
				“You’re on your own tomorrow.”
			

			
				Penn stopped surveying the square to look Fin in the eyes. “What are you so worried about?” she asked. “What’s in it for you?”
			

			
				Fin avoided her gaze and spun around to lean against the wall with arms folded across his chest, suddenly interested in watching a young bootblack setting up shop across the street. “Pretty soon the mid-afternoon lull will hit, and there’ll be less people about.”
			

			
				Penn nudged him with her elbow. “Fin? You didn’t answer my question.”
			

			
				“Worry about yourself,” Fin said. “We can talk about me later.”
			

			
				Penn turned her attention back to the square.
			

			
				“There,” she said a few minutes later, nodding towards an older man with a giant mustache the color and shape of walrus tusks. “That guy. The one who looks like a walrus. I saw him here yesterday. He’s on his way back to his office on Kilby Street.”
			

			
				“You sure?” Fin asked. “He seems a little too self-important to me.”
			

			
				“Exactly,” Penn replied. Then before Fin could tell her not to or why self-importance was bad, Penn caught up to walrus man, matching her steps with his, her hands in her pockets, her cap set low. His movements were grandiose, clumsy, exaggerated, easy to slip inside of and steal. Looking around, she realized the problem with self-importance without Fin having to tell her. Walrus man wanted to be seen—was asking for admiration, perhaps even envy, which meant walrus man might be all show. The taking would be minimal, the risk of being caught increased.
			

			
				But she was already committed. And walrus man’s arrogance alone was enough for Penn to justify her theft, because no matter what Joe called it, she would be stealing. More than a sandwich. More than a trolley ride. Penn tried to imagine she was simply finding a penny on the ground, a penny she would soon be giving to a person in need, like the homeless lady. So what if the penny was actually in someone else’s pocket? Chances were Joe was right, and he wouldn’t miss it anyways.
			

			
				Penn took another look at walrus man’s clothing. Too well-tailored to be cheap. She steadied her breathing and shut off her brain like Gus said, letting her instincts and the rhythm of his footsteps take over. Soon, he would be turning right onto Kilby Street, then walking up the stone steps to his building. She waited until walrus man lifted his cane hand with a flourish, which he did whenever he turned a corner, and slipped her left hand into his right pocket like she’d done with Tommy, because she noticed that his right pocket hung slightly lower than the left one too.
			

			
				Only this time it worked. Pulling out a leather coin purse, which she rolled tightly into her fist so the coins wouldn’t jingle, Penn kept walking straight as walrus man turned right. Out of the corner of her eye, which she kept focused straight ahead, she could make out walrus man starting up the steps to his office, oblivious to what had just happened.
			

			
				Every instinct told Penn to run, screamed that she wouldn’t get away with it. She wanted to turn around, check every angle for cops or witnesses who might have seen her and start yelling. But the surest way to break invisibility would be to break stride. To look as though she herself was looking.
			

			
				Soon her paranoia turned to joy. And now she wanted to run with the thrill of her first taking. Squeezing the coin purse in her hand, Penn weighed the coins mentally, guessing how much money she had made, only old coins still confused her. Especially the dollars and half-dollars. She wanted to stop and count, but forced herself to keep walking. A boy like she was pretending to be wouldn’t count money in the middle of the street. A boy like she was pretending to be wouldn’t have any money to count.
			

			
				Five minutes later she met Fin at their meeting point: the intersection of India and Milk Street, her next corner, which she still hadn’t learned the patterns for. They huddled together inside an unused doorway so Penn could open the coin purse and count.
			

			
				Penn looked up at Fin, her face bright with amazement. “There’s fifteen dollars in this purse,” she said, handing it over to Fin.
			

			
				“You must have added wrong,” he said. “Nobody carries fifteen dollars in coin.”
			

			
				“I counted twice. Count it yourself if you don’t believe me,” she said, her smile so big even Fin was tempted to grin. “I’ll be able to pay off Joe in one taking. I haven’t even started my fourteen days yet!”
			

			
				Fin shook his head as all traces of a smile disappeared. “You’re nowhere close to paying off Joe. Your cut is only five percent. And anything you lift today is half that.”
			

			
				A light bulb went on in Penn’s mind, explaining why Fin was so invested in her training. Why he was so impatient for her to start lifting. “Because you get the other half,” Penn said. It wasn’t a question. “And here I thought you genuinely wanted to help me.”
			

			
				“Trainers always get half of the profits. You should be grateful. My trainer had me lifting the first day. At least I waited until you were ready.”
			

			
				“Where does the other 95 percent go?” Penn asked, even though she already knew that answer too.
			

			
				“Same place you get your food from. Your clothes from. Your room from.”
			

			
				“But I’m paying Joe back for all that.”
			

			
				Fin shook his head a second time. “To buy out, you have to pay him from your profits.”
			

			
				“At this rate, I’ll have to lift all day long if I want to make it.”
			

			
				“You can’t lift at all if you get caught.”
			

			
				“Who said anything about getting caught?”
			

			
				“I’m just saying don’t overdo it.”
			

			
				Penn quickly did the math in her head and pulled out three quarters, which she threw at Fin, angry at herself for assuming that he had wanted to be her friend. She should have known better. She didn’t have any friends. “Here’s your payment for training me, Fin. Now stop telling me what to do.”
			

			
				 
			

		



			
				Chapter 13
			

			
				 
			

			
				Now that Fin was no longer watching her every move, Penn decided to spend a few hours each morning trying to figure out how to get back to 2019. But after two days of wandering the streets, following made-up clues that never amounted to anything, or staring numbly into the fountain, Penn realized she was no closer to understanding how or why she had traveled through time. She was being stupid. She couldn’t afford to deal with unknown quantities when there was a very real, very large quantity hanging over her head. So she revised her plan. For the next two weeks, Penn would devote every second she had to earning her freedom. Then she would worry about how to get home.
			

			
				Quickly, Penn fell into a routine, but she didn’t try to fit in. Most of the boys didn’t trust her, and rightly so, since she was lying to everyone simply by being a girl, let alone a girl from the future. Then again, Penn had never felt comfortable talking to boys in any time period, so when everyone gathered around the long rectangular tables in the dining room for breakfast and dinner, she sat alone, conscious of the occasional whispers and glares, which became less frequent the longer she stayed. She didn’t cause any problems, didn’t step on any toes, and as with the rest of her life, she quickly became invisible.
			

			
				But not to everyone. If Fin was around, he would plop his bowl of stew on the table next to hers and ask how her day had gone, and they would swap stories until he had to leave to perform another favor for Joe. And sometimes Gus sat next to her because she never made fun of his big vocabulary, which he had learned from his schoolteacher parents. Nor did she question his use of the past tense when talking about them. And Jimmy, a strong, seventeen-year-old with blond hair slicked back like Joe’s, who intimidated most of the other boys with his twelve years’ experience and seventeen corners, had started to sit at her table because she was the only one who didn’t try to suck up to him, but instead ate her oatmeal quietly in what had become an almost companionable silence.
			

			
				After four days of breakfasting together silently, Jimmy slowly put his spoon next to his bowl and spoke to Penn for the first time ever.
			

			
				“I’m lending you two corners,” he said as all noise stopped and the entire dining room froze. Jimmy never worked with anyone. Not even for training. Even Penn knew that. She quickly glanced around the room and saw expressions of surprise on everyone’s face to match her own.
			

			
				“You never lent me corners,” Fin said, trying to cut the tension in the room with a joke. He was sitting on Penn’s other side, shoveling oatmeal into his mouth as fast as he could swallow. The fastest eaters were sometimes rewarded with a second bowl, but no matter how many bowls Fin ate, his ribs always stuck out.
			

			
				“You weren’t trying to buy out,” Jimmy said. “I don’t like competition. Penn can’t be competition if he buys out.” Jimmy eyed Penn. “You’re leaving, right?”
			

			
				Penn nodded.
			

			
				“How much you got?”
			

			
				“$2.25.”
			

			
				Jimmy returned to his bowl of oatmeal. “See?” he asked between mouthfuls. “He needs help.”
			

			
				Working with Jimmy was like working with a human encyclopedia. Penn could ask him anything, and he would always answer her patiently and without judgment. He even knew what feverfew was and said she could buy some at the apothecary on Water Street. But after she asked when the streetlights became electric, he frowned.
			

			
				“Three years ago. But you’re asking the wrong kind of questions. Streetlights won’t help you earn your freedom.” They were seated on one of the shaded benches in the middle of Winthrop Square watching people stroll through the stone arcades while pigeons pecked for crumbs, cooing happily at their feet.
			

			
				“What kind of questions should I ask?”
			

			
				“Questions about money.”
			

			
				“How do you know all this stuff anyway?” Penn asked, wondering how a street kid had gotten to be so smart.
			

			
				“Joe has a lot of books.”
			

			
				“You can read?”
			

			
				“Stop changing the subject. See that guy with his hand in his breast pocket?” Jimmy pointed to an older man coming down the steps of a large white building, wearing a pinstriped suit even though the day was already hot and it wasn’t even noon. “It’s where he keeps his wallet. Big money, paper money, is kept in breast pockets, so they’re harder to lift, which is why we mostly get coin. But if you learn your patterns right, you can lift paper.”
			

			
				“Only time paper is harder than metal,” Penn said.
			

			
				Jimmy smiled one of his rare smiles.
			

			
				“How often do you take paper?” she asked.
			

			
				“Often enough. Everyone makes mistakes. Even a posh. The trick is to be watching when they do. Although I’ve never been able to lift him.” Jimmy sighed and shifted his position, so he was looking at the other side of the square. “That guy there,” he said, gesturing with his chin to a lanky man with a loping gait, who walked slightly hunched over.
			

			
				“The one with the bowler?”
			

			
				“He’s your target.”
			

			
				Taking a deep breath, Penn stood up from the bench and nodded, nervous now that she had an audience. Jimmy unsettled her in a way that Fin never could. “Any last-minute advice?” she asked.
			

			
				Jimmy smiled a second time. “Yeah. Don’t get caught.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				.     .     .     .     .
			

			
				 
			

			
				Penn worked with Jimmy one more time, although “worked with” was a misnomer, since really he told her what to do and she did it, and only sometimes would he ask her questions afterward about what she had done or why, and never did he comment on her answers. But two days working with Jimmy was enough to earn Penn all the notoriety she was hoping to avoid and much more resentment than she deserved, although nobody ever commented to her face—not as long as she ate meals next to Jimmy, which she did every day.
			

			
				Fin never seemed to resent her though. And despite not wanting to make any friends at all, she couldn’t help making friends with Fin. It wasn’t something she had to plan or wish for like she did with Kai. It just happened all by itself, sneaking up on her when she least expected it. She found it too hard not to laugh at Fin’s jokes or the stories he told at dinnertime. He never mocked her funny way of speaking, or the words she used that hadn’t been invented yet like “sneakers” and “Mickey Mouse.” And he no longer questioned her about her past, content to accept her for the person she was now. Or at least the person she was pretending to be.
			

			
				“What do you want to be when you grow up?” Fin asked one night as they were lying in bed, the lump that was his body sagging in the mattress overhead. A streetlamp outside projected outsized shadows onto the walls, which were totally bare. Despite the sparse furnishings, Fin’s presence made the room feel warm and cozy. Penn had never shared a room before. Not even in the hospital. She was surprised how much she liked it.
			

			
				“Go to sleep, Fin,” Penn groaned, although she secretly loved answering the questions that popped out of his mouth before they drifted off to sleep. But she didn’t know how to answer this one.
			

			
				Fin’s head dangled over the side of his bunk. “What? Don’t posh kids have dreams?”
			

			
				She shook her head. “There’s no point in dreaming if your dreams never come true.”
			

			
				“You have to work for your dreams, Penn. You can’t just let life happen to you.”
			

			
				“But there’s too much I can’t control.” Her heart disease. Her dad’s leaving. Even her time jump. She hadn’t asked for any of it.
			

			
				“So change what you can control.”
			

			
				“Right now, I don’t control anything. Joe does. It’s why I’m getting out.”
			

			
				“If you knew what was good for you, you’d stay,” Fin said, flopping onto his back again. He was quiet for a moment, and Penn thought he was done talking, but a minute later he added quietly, almost like a confession, “I’m staying until I’ve saved up enough money to buy a soda fountain.”
			

			
				“A soda fountain?”
			

			
				“You know, the kind with wooden counters and bar stools and real crystal chandeliers.”
			

			
				Penn didn’t, but she could imagine.
			

			
				“I’m gonna charge posh kids twice the cost of an ice cream, so I can give candy away for free and still make a profit.”
			

			
				“Why would you want to give away free candy?” Penn asked. It seemed out of character for someone who cared so much about rules and fairness.
			

			
				“Because some kids can’t afford to buy candy. But in my shop, they’ll just point to the jar and say ‘one licorice please.’ And it won’t matter if they have a sick mom and no dad and so many brothers and sisters that no one’s loved and everyone’s hungry. Cause I’ll just smile and hand it to ‘em. And they won’t ever have to feel embarrassed or ashamed.”
			

			
				Fin grew quiet again, and Penn let the silence fill the room, pretending she didn’t know he was talking about himself. Pretending she had fallen asleep, to give him at least the semblance of privacy. After a minute or two, she’d started to wonder if Fin himself had fallen asleep when she heard him whisper, almost as an afterthought, “That way he won’t have steal one ‘cause it’s his sixth birthday and no one remembered. And no one will ever call him a thief.”
			

			
				 
			

		



			
				Chapter 14
			

			
				 
			

			
				Like Fin and Gus and Jimmy, Joe had taken particular interest in Penn. One week into her trial, he called her into his office, where the perpetual fire in the grate softened the stark lines of the simple yet solid furniture with flickering light. He motioned for Penn to take a seat and walked over to stand by the fire with hands clasped behind his back. His slicked back hair fell into his eyes as he stared into the dancing flames that crackled and hissed in the silence. Joe didn’t speak for a long time, and Penn became increasingly nervous with each minute that passed.
			

			
				Had she done something wrong? Was she too far behind in her profits? Too sloppy with one of her lifts? Had Joe finally figured out she wasn’t at all who she pretended to be even though she had never actually lied? Joe hated dishonesty, but in Penn’s case, the worst kind of dishonesty was the truth.
			

			
				When Joe finally looked up from the fire, he was smiling. A genuine smile, not the dangerous kind, where the smile didn’t quite reach his eyes. Penn had only seen Joe’s dangerous smile twice, once when a boy named Sy lied about his day’s takings, and once when Tommy slept through his breakfast duty. Now Penn saw Tommy every morning, serving oatmeal one-handed because his other arm was in a sling. She had never seen Sy again.
			

			
				“How are you fitting in?” Joe asked.
			

			
				Penn hesitated before answering. “Fitting in?”
			

			
				“How are the other boys treating you?”
			

			
				“Do you ask every new boy these questions?” she asked.
			

			
				“Do you always answer a question with a question?” Joe asked, turning from the fire to look at Penn.
			

			
				“No.”
			

			
				“Avoiding questions could mean that you’re hiding something.”
			

			
				Penn lowered her eyes. “Or that I don’t know the answer.”
			

			
				“So maybe I need to ask a different question,” Joe said, taking a step closer to Penn’s chair. “Is there anything you should tell me?”
			

			
				Penn tried to keep her face blank despite her increasing panic. Did Joe know she was lying? Was he trying to trick her into betraying the truth? She didn’t trust her voice, so she simply shook her head.
			

			
				“I’m a good friend to have, Penn. If you need my help, you need only to ask. You understand that, right?”
			

			
				Penn nodded.
			

			
				“Are you sure there’s nothing you want to tell me?”
			

			
				Penn shook her head. “No. I mean yes.” She took a breath to steady herself. “I mean I’m sure.”
			

			
				Joe waited another minute, then sighed. He turned back to the fire. “You can go.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				.     .     .     .     .
			

			
				 
			

			
				Only once did Penn almost get caught. It was her fault, as she had deliberately disobeyed the advice of Fin and the non-advice of Jimmy. But she never disobeyed the advice of Joe—she only ever stole from the well-to-do.
			

			
				It was the morning of her ninth day, a blue sky day full of possibility. Arrogant with the success of her previous day’s takings ($3.75 in profits alone!), Penn followed her target away from her corner, but she lost him when he got into a cab she couldn’t track. Frustrated after running twelve blocks with nothing to show for it except a pounding heart and a sweaty forehead, Penn paused to look at her surroundings. Eyeing the tall important buildings and tall important men walking into them, she decided to stay and lift where she was.
			

			
				But patterns take a long time to learn, and potential targets take a long time to flush out, and Penn didn’t have the advantage of learning the patterns from Fin or Jimmy. In fact, Penn had never started a corner from scratch, which she conveniently forgot in her disappointment of losing what should have been a most profitable taking. She shoved her hands into her pocket and leaned against a building beneath a red and white striped awning, like one of the many loiterers who belonged.
			

			
				After a few minutes, just as Penn was beginning to realize the futility of her efforts, she saw him. Short. Round. Extravagantly dressed. Carrying a gold-tipped cane. Looking everywhere except where he was headed. Making a show of speaking to almost everyone on the street whether or not they responded. Taking off his shiny top hat and bowing to ladies as they passed, who sometimes smiled or giggled quietly but never returned his greeting.
			

			
				Most importantly, in his left coat pocket was a sizable bulge, which made Penn think he was as extravagant with his money as he was with his mannerisms. She figured there must be at least twenty dollars worth of coins to make a lump that size. Her taking would be huge.
			

			
				Penn slipped out of her slouch and started shadowing her target, who moved through the streets erratically, like a windblown piece of trash. It was almost harder than shadowing businessmen, who walked faster, but with predictable, single-minded purpose. More than once, she had to step into the shade of a streetlamp, or pretend to admire a shop window to avoid being seen. She had no idea where her target was headed, but she figured if she could get close enough, the opportunity to lift would present itself.
			

			
				She followed her target, whom she had started to think of as a mole, with his round body and pointy face, for another three blocks before she started to get impatient. The longer she followed him, the more lavish his movements became. He’s asking for a lifting, Penn thought. She would take him in the next block. The next time he tipped his hat for a lady, his oily grin oozing with sleaze.
			

			
				The moment came quicker than Penn expected, and she was caught off balance, having to weave around a line of identically dressed school children obediently following a nun. But she went for the lift anyway, reaching for her target’s coat pocket with her left hand, using his considerable bulk and the angle of her own body to hide the theft from potential witnesses.
			

			
				Somebody spied her regardless.
			

			
				“What are you doing?” Penn hissed to Fin, who had grabbed her wrist before she could make the lift.
			

			
				Fin ignored her question. “Race you,” he said, running in the opposite direction, daring Penn to chase him. But it was too late. Her target had turned around with a vicious gleam in his eyes and pulled a pair of steel handcuffs from his pocket, cackling like a madman. Penn stood frozen like a deer in headlights, knowing she was about to be hit but unable to move to save herself. Her prey had become her predator, and she was totally defenseless.
			

			
				Fin turned back and rammed into her a second time, knocking her over. “Run!” he shouted, scrambling to his feet like a sprinter on the starting line. “Now!”
			

			
				This time Penn didn’t hesitate and took off running behind Fin, her muscles strained with the effort of keeping up with him. She couldn’t breathe deeply enough to satisfy her lungs. Her heart was clicking dangerously fast, but she didn’t stop. Nor did she look back, toward the source of laughter still echoing in the alleys through which she fled. She didn’t stop until Fin did, fifteen blocks later, absorbing into the crowd inside Quincy Market, a long brick building lined with rows of food stalls, where they could blend in and remain hidden for hours if necessary. Penn collapsed on a bench between two meat vendors, trying to catch her breath, surrounded by pungent sides of beef hanging on hooks and long strings of sausages decorating the stalls like streamers.
			

			
				Fin, on the other hand, seemed barely winded. “Have you completely lost your mind?” he asked.
			

			
				“What? I was trying to lift him,” Penn said defensively. She put her hand on her chest, willing her heart to slow down.
			

			
				Fin burst out laughing. “Of all people, you choose him? Do you have a death wish? Or are you really that stupid?”
			

			
				“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” Penn said.
			

			
				“Exactly! What were you doing so far from your corner?”
			

			
				“You’re not my trainer anymore, Fin. It’s none of your business where I lift.”
			

			
				“It’s everyone’s business where you lift. If you get caught and talk, it could mean trouble for everyone.”
			

			
				“What kind of person do you take me for? Of course I wouldn’t talk. You of all people should know how good I am at not talking,” Penn said, but she wondered if maybe Fin was right. Simply remembering the way the man looked at her, the way he cackled, terrified her, and she realized how close she had come to making an enormous mistake. She would have nightmares for weeks.
			

			
				“Who was he?” she asked.
			

			
				“His name is O’Malley, but everyone calls him O’Belly for obvious reasons. He likes to pretend he’s a main streeter, but he’s as crooked as they come. Were you seriously trying to target him? He has no more money than I do.”
			

			
				“He had a gold-tipped cane.”
			

			
				“You mean the freebie he got from The Post six years ago?”
			

			
				“How was I supposed to know?”
			

			
				“You weren’t. Which is why you’re supposed to stay on your own patch.”
			

			
				“You mean this is your corner?”
			

			
				“One of them.”
			

			
				“You mean you weren’t following me?”
			

			
				Fin rolled his eyes. “You’re not the center of the universe, Penn, no matter where you’re from.”
			

			
				“What happens if he actually catches you?” Penn asked, looking past the stalls selling all manner of meat and bread and produce. She could no longer bring herself to look directly at Fin. He had been nothing but nice to her, saving her from her own stupidity numerous times, and she had never really thanked him for any of it.
			

			
				Fin shrugged. “Supposedly, he takes you to Refuge House. Like a truant officer. Gus figures he must get at least two bucks for every kid he brings in.”
			

			
				“Refuge House? Is that like a home for boys?” Penn asked.
			

			
				“Prison, more like. It’s a workhouse, everything Joe is fighting against.”
			

			
				“Did Joe live in a workhouse?”
			

			
				Fin shook his head. “His brother was caught when he was twelve. Joe was only seven at the time so he couldn’t do anything about it.”
			

			
				“You really admire him, don’t you?” Penn asked.
			

			
				Fin nodded. “Without Joe, we would all be in Refuge House.” He stood up to leave. “Come on. I’ll walk you to your corner.”
			

			
				“It’s okay, Fin,” Penn said. “I know my way back to my corner. I won’t mess up again. You don’t have to waste any more of your time on me.”
			

			
				“Who says it’s a waste?”
			

			
				“Are you still getting a percentage of my taking?”
			

			
				“Can’t someone be your friend just because?”
			

			
				“Where I come from, I don’t have any friends,” she admitted, still unsure of herself. Friendship was unchartered territory.
			

			
				“No wonder you left.”
			

			
				Not knowing how to respond, Penn fell into step alongside Fin, and they walked for a while in silence. When she couldn’t stand the warm feeling in her chest any longer, she cleared her throat.
			

			
				“Thank you, Fin,” she said.
			

			
				Fin shrugged. “Don’t mention it.”
			

			
				“No, really.” Penn stopped walking so Fin would have to stop and look at her. “Thank you,” she said. “I don’t know where I’d be without you.”
			

			
				Fin shoved his hands in his pockets. “Probably dead in some alley somewhere,” he joked, embarrassed by Penn’s sincerity.
			

			
				She tried to return his laugh and couldn’t. She knew he was probably right.
			

			
				 
			

		



			
				Chapter 15
			

			
				 
			

			
				In all, it took Penn only twelve days and two incredibly fortunate lifts to get her fifteen dollars. She even made an extra $2.10 to boot, ten cents of which she spent on a jar of feverfew powder that she dissolved in a glass of water every night before she went to bed. Apparently, she had set an earnings record, beating out the legendary Francis by one day and two nickels—yet another way to mark Penn, who had wanted nothing more than to remain unremarkable.
			

			
				On her last evening, after the day’s takings were totaled and given to Joe, he called her into his office, but this time he didn’t invite her to sit down.
			

			
				“Now that your debt is repaid, are you still determined to leave?” he asked, leaning back in his chair.
			

			
				“Yes?” Penn said, her answer sounding more like a question. Hadn’t she said so before? Numerous times?
			

			
				“Even your intentional answers to questions are questions.”
			

			
				“I thought you already knew my intentions.”
			

			
				Joe shrugged. “After working here, some boys decide they don’t want to leave after all.”
			

			
				Penn returned his shrug with one of her own. “Maybe I’m not just some boy,” she said. It was the closest she’d ever come to telling Joe the truth.
			

			
				“Even those who start out resisting find themselves adapting quickly to a more honest, comfortable lifestyle.”
			

			
				“How is lifting honest?”
			

			
				“Transparent, then. Here, you know the rules, and you know the consequences. Ours is a community run on fairness. It’s the world that’s not fair. I’ve devoted my life to fighting unfairness.”
			

			
				“How can you fight anything if you never leave your office?” Penn asked.
			

			
				All hint of a smile left Joe’s face. “Normally, I don’t let anyone speak to me like that. Normally, I would teach you a lesson,” he said slowly and quietly, which scared Penn more than any amount of yelling would have. “But I think you genuinely want to know,” Joe continued. He paused, letting the silence grow awkward, then beyond awkward, to where it was obvious he was thinking.
			

			
				“What you see here,” he said finally, breaking the silence with a sweep of his hand, which took in his desk, his office, even the fire burning in the fireplace, “is the culmination of my life’s work. It’s not the work itself. Unfortunately, when you arrive at this point, most of the work is clerical. Paying bills. Balancing accounts. Visiting with key members of my organization. Checking in with my boys.” He caressed the polished wood of his desk gently, almost lovingly. “It all happens right here. But not so long ago I was in on the take too. How else do you think I got this desk? This room? These clothes? Like you, Penn, I refuse to owe anybody. Money is the only way to guarantee control. Nobody can tell me what to do.”
			

			
				“But you tell others what to do,” Penn said.
			

			
				“Some people want to be told what to do. Not everyone is like us, Penn.”
			

			
				Penn wasn’t convinced she was like Joe, but a small part of her was flattered that he thought so. The same part that understood why Fin idolized him so much. Still, she shook her head. “I don’t want to tell others what to do.”
			

			
				“You think I’m doing this for power? For ego? Somebody has to clean up the mess society makes. And you’d better thank your lucky stars it was me who found you in that alley. The way I see it, you can spend your whole life running from who you are, or you can stay here and embrace it.”
			

			
				“You don’t know who I am,” she said quietly.
			

			
				“I know more than you think I do.” Joe stood up and held out his hand. “When you’re ready, you can come back, and I’ll tell you exactly what I know.”
			

			
				Penn hesitated before taking Joe’s hand. “So I’m free to go? Just like that?”
			

			
				“Yes. Well, there are three rules you must promise never to break, which Fin will explain later. Otherwise, we’re even.”
			

			
				She couldn’t believe it. Joe had kept his word, although she still expected there to be some catch. Since he had rescued her in the alley, Joe had only ever treated her with respect and fairness, and maybe even affection. Penn’s eyes filled with tears. She wanted to hug him. She hadn’t wanted to hug any man since her father left. She had forgotten what it felt like.
			

			
				Penn tried unsuccessfully to blink back her tears and ended up wiping her eyes with the back of her hand. “Thank you,” she said, afraid if she said any more she would cry for real.
			

			
				But Joe simply picked up a stack of papers on his desk, refusing to look at her at all.
			

			
				 
			

			
				.     .     .     .     .
			

			
				 
			

			
				“What did Joe want?” Fin asked, once Penn was back in their room, gathering her clothes together, which consisted of her flat cap, an extra shirt, an extra pair of socks, some underclothes, and a nightshirt, which Joe said she had earned and could keep.
			

			
				“He was just saying goodbye,” Penn said, wanting to keep her conversation with Joe private. Fin might be Joe’s second, but sometimes he seemed overly possessive of Joe’s attention.
			

			
				“Was he trying to get you to stay?”
			

			
				Penn smiled. “He’d be the only one.” Usually, when someone earned their way out of Joe’s establishment, the boys held a going away party. Apparently, when the legendary Francis left, the party lasted all night long. Nobody wanted to say goodbye. Nobody wanted to say goodbye to Penn either, albeit for different reasons, although Jimmy stopped by her room with some Moxie, and Gus came by to invite her to go with him to the Boston Public Library sometime, which made Penn smile.
			

			
				“I’ll miss you,” Fin said, sitting on the foot of her bed. “I think you should stay.”
			

			
				“Thanks, Fin. But I have to go.”
			

			
				“I don’t know what you’re running from, but no is place safer than Joe’s.”
			

			
				“Actually, I was thinking of becoming one of those newsboys,” Penn confessed out loud for the first time ever. She’d been secretly wanting to sell papers ever since she first saw Washington Street, which she later found out was called Newspaper Row. “Little Frank told me you pay for your papers up front and then everything you earn is yours. And they’ve got a club over on Tremont Street with their own library and two game rooms that anyone can use.”
			

			
				“Sounds perfect,” Fin said, absentmindedly picking up one of Penn’s socks and checking it for holes. Joe taught all his boys how to mend their own clothes. It was part of keeping his house in order.
			

			
				“You could come with me, you know.”
			

			
				Fin shook his head. “Too perfect. I’m staying here. You would too if you knew what was good for you.”
			

			
				Penn sighed. “I might not know what’s good for me, but I know what isn’t. I barely started lifting two weeks ago, and already I’m sick of looking over my shoulder. I want my earnings to be mine. Aren’t you afraid of getting caught? Aren’t you sick of giving all your hard-earned money to Joe?”
			

			
				Fin put down the sock and glared at her. “It’s because of Joe I’m even alive, Penn. Which is more than I can say for my own parents. So no, I’m not tired of giving my money to Joe. All those posh guys walking around like they own the world? It’s because they do. They’ll own you more than Joe ever would.”
			

			
				“At least I’ll get to be my own boss.”
			

			
				Fin stared at Penn like she was crazy. “I don’t know what planet you’re from, but in my world, the only difference between newsboys and us is that they work for a faceless newspaper baron who couldn’t care less whether they live or die, and we work for Joe, who cares for us like we’re his own kin.” Fin stood up to go brush his teeth. “If you want to become a newsboy, that’s your business. But if you’re half as smart as you think you are, you won’t ever tell Joe.”
			

			
				 
			

		



			
				Chapter 16
			

			
				 
			

			
				The early morning sun slanted through the bedroom window, filling the room with light. Penn opened her eyes and looked at the familiar lump that was Fin in the mattress above her for the last time. She was leaving. Starting over. On her own. But at least she now had some decent clothes. And a better understanding of Boston in 1915, which every day was becoming more familiar to her. And now she had a place to return, to find refuge, should she need to.
			

			
				Maybe Fin was right, and she was making a terrible mistake. Who in their right mind would give up guaranteed food and shelter and even friendship for uncertainty? Like Fin, she could save her earnings and bide her time in relative comfort and safety until she figured out what to do next. But she couldn’t shake the sense that if she stayed where she was, she would never find her way home. She was looking for something, and although she had no idea what it was, she was pretty sure it wasn’t at Joe’s.
			

			
				Penn got up, made her bed for the last time, and took her last bath for what could be a while. Maybe I can finally be a girl, she thought, then just as quickly dismissed the idea. Masquerading as a boy bought Penn a lot of freedom. She hadn’t seen many girls on the streets, and rarely alone, except for the immigrant children and the poor dressed in dirty rags. Exactly who Penn would have become herself if not for Joe. And Fin.
			

			
				Now that she was leaving, Penn realized how much she would miss Fin. His optimism. His honesty. His courage. His unfettered admiration for Joe. Fin believed in fairness, the deepest kind, which is why he believed Joe’s intentions were honorable, despite the more questionable means of obtaining them. Penn admired Fin’s ability to hope for a better future, despite how hard his life must have been. Although she couldn’t say for sure how hard that was, because, like Penn, Fin had a past he refused to discuss. But sometimes, in the middle of the night, Penn would hear Fin crying in his sleep and know with certainty that he too had scars from the kind of heartbreak that surgery couldn’t heal.
			

			
				Fin opened the door to their room as Penn was buttoning up her shirt. “Breakfast?” he asked, coming in with his towel wrapped around his waist and his hair still wet from the showers. “I’ll be ready in two seconds.”
			

			
				Penn nodded, wondering what Fin would think if he knew she was a girl. She’d seen him undressed countless times, and although she made it a point to avoid looking below the waist, the novelty of seeing a naked boy had worn off, and she was no longer in danger of blushing. Plus, she had never really thought about him in that way. Rooming with Fin felt natural, and even though Penn could admit he was as cute as Kai, she had only ever thought of him as a cousin. Or the brother she’d always wanted, but never had.
			

			
				When they entered the dining room, a few boys looked up from their oatmeal, but nobody said hello or wished Penn luck on her way. Even Jimmy only nodded once. To the rest of Joe’s boys, it was an ordinary day. The banality of it made a mockery of the butterflies fluttering around her stomach. She and Fin got their oatmeal and sat down to eat. They didn’t speak but ate with a solemnity known only to those who have been truly hungry.
			

			
				As soon as he finished eating, Fin looked up from his bowl. “What did Joe tell you about the three rules?” he asked, quietly.
			

			
				“He told me you would tell me.”
			

			
				“Don’t go around saying what they are, okay? They’re not what you’d call common knowledge.”
			

			
				“Who would I tell?” Penn asked, gesturing at the room of boys deliberately ignoring her.
			

			
				“Well, it doesn’t hurt to be careful.”
			

			
				“Why? What’s the big deal?”
			

			
				“Let’s just say that certain information could be dangerous if it fell into the wrong hands,” Fin said, somewhat mysteriously, “but the rules are actually quite simple. One, don’t tell or show anyone where we live. Two, don’t teach anyone how to lift. And three, don’t rat out the other boys.”
			

			
				“Okay,” Penn said slowly, slightly unimpressed, but mostly relieved she wouldn’t be asked to do anything difficult. She probably would have kept these rules anyway. “But I can still see you, right?”
			

			
				“Sure,” Fin said. “If you don’t forget me first.”
			

			
				“How could I forget you? You’re my best friend.” She paused to let the truth of what she was saying sink in. Fin had been the only person except for her father, and maybe her mom, who liked her for who she was. Only this time, she was the one who was leaving. She smiled sadly. “Are you sure you don’t want to come with me, Fin? Try your hand at the honest life?”
			

			
				Fin stood up to take his empty bowl back to the kitchen. “This is the honest life, Penn. It’s the world that’s messed up.”
			

			
				 
			

		



			
				Chapter 17
			

			
				 
			

			
				Hefting her makeshift bag over her shoulder, Penn shut the front door softly but determinedly and stepped into the street. The sky was blue, the morning still crisp, but the streets were already busy. Just the way she liked them. It wasn’t easy to disappear in an empty street. She needed a herd to hide.
			

			
				She took a deep breath full of optimism and walked to Washington Street, reveling in the almost tangible energy emanating from Newspaper Row, like heat waves in a desert, as though the sidewalks pulsed and the air hummed with urgency. Fin’s warning about the newsboys hadn’t dampened Penn’s admiration of them. If anything, she felt an even greater excitement. For the first time in her life, nobody could tell her what to do. Her mother wasn’t sleeping down the hallway anymore. She didn’t have to be quiet. She didn’t have to sit safely on the sidelines and watch as life passed her by. There was no father to leave her. No classmates to ignore her. No doctors to examine her. Nobody to care what she did. Not even Fin or Joe.
			

			
				She walked up to the distribution window in the alley of The Post and reached into her pocket for fifty cents. Fifty cents was one-fourth of all the money she had in the world. If she had learned anything at Joe’s, it was the value of money. Pennies were no longer worthless and never thrown away. Money had to be earned, not found.
			

			
				She slapped the coins on the wooden counter with a feigned confidence she hoped convincing. “A hundred papers, please, sir.”
			

			
				But the man on the other side of the window, sitting on a chair, smoking a large cigar, and reading one of the papers she wanted to buy, ignored her.
			

			
				Penn coughed loudly to make her presence known. She repeated her request and even re-slammed the fifty cents on the counter. “I’d like one hundred papers, please.”
			

			
				“I heard you the first time,” the man said through teeth biting his cigar. His heavy jowls trembled as he talked, and he had greasy, thinning hair that he slicked back over a bald spot. He still didn’t look at Penn, but fluttered the paper in his hands as he turned the page. “Afternoon paper doesn’t come out ‘til two.”
			

			
				“What about the morning paper?” Penn asked, incredulously. It couldn’t be long past eight in the morning.
			

			
				“Got to be here by six if you want the morning edition. I’m out of copies by six fifteen on a slow day. You might be better off trying The Transcript.”
			

			
				“I don’t want The Transcript, I want The Post,” Penn said. All of her former targets had carried copies of The Post under their arms. Penn wanted to be taken seriously.
			

			
				The man in the window finally looked at her. “Then come back at two,” he grumbled, his cigar bouncing up and down with each syllable. “And bring your badge. Boys without a badge get nothing.”
			

			
				“Badge?” Penn asked. But the man had already shut the window so he wouldn’t have to answer any more of her questions.
			

			
				None of the newsboys Penn had secretly questioned over the last two weeks had mentioned anything about a badge. She decided to hunt down Little Frank so she could ask him about it. He was the newsboy she had talked to most often because he worked her same corners. Legally, of course.
			

			
				“What, giving up already?”
			

			
				“Fin!” Penn shouted, smiling with all her teeth. “What are you doing here?” It had been thirty minutes tops since she’d said goodbye, and already she was happy to see him.
			

			
				“Seems a shame to let a perfectly good corner go to waste.”
			

			
				“You know the pattern?” Penn asked.
			

			
				“I taught you the pattern.”
			

			
				“I’m looking for Little Frank,” Penn said. “Unless you know anything about a badge for selling newspapers?”
			

			
				“He’s not here.”
			

			
				“I can see that.”
			

			
				“Why don’t you try that Newsboys Club you were telling me about?”
			

			
				“Does that mean you don’t know anything about badges?”
			

			
				Fin smiled apologetically. “Not my game,” he said, shrugging. An important-looking man wearing a black suit and tie emerged from a brick office building across the street, and Fin’s easy manner vanished. “Now that’s my game,” he said to Penn before disappearing into the foot traffic and becoming part of the man’s shadow.
			

			
				Reluctantly, Penn walked in the direction of the Newsboys Club, although she still hadn’t decided if she wanted to join. She had barely quit one organization and wasn’t sure she wanted to belong to another. At least not yet, when her freedom was so new there were creases in it.
			

			
				Still, living in 1915 had taught Penn the importance of community. She could no longer survive on her own. Not that she ever could. Maybe her mother had never put a Band-Aid on her knee or read her a story, but Penn had always had a place to sleep, even if it was in an old triple-decker in the sketchy part of JP. And she always had food to eat, even if she had to make it herself.
			

			
				Eventually, Penn stopped walking and looked up at the front of an imposing dark green mansion with a mansard roof of grey slate. The Newsboys Club was half as wide as a city block and three stories high. Large leaded windows with diamond-shaped panes stared back at Penn like a thousand eyes, daring her to walk up the steps beneath the stone columns on either side of the large wooden door. The entire building was fenced with black iron bars shaped into curls and scrolls, but the gate was open.
			

			
				A pack of newsboys rounded the corner, laughing at something the tallest kid, the one in the center, was saying. He was older than Penn, maybe sixteen or seventeen years old. His sleeves were rolled up past his elbows, his knickers held up by suspenders. A cloth sling bag lay against his back, and he kept both hands in his pockets as he walked. The hair beneath his flat cap was dark and unruly, the cap itself deliberately askew, but his slightly disheveled appearance only added to his authority. He was obviously the leader.
			

			
				“What’s the matter?” he asked Penn, interrupting his story long enough to glare at her. “You too scared to go inside?”
			

			
				“No more scared than you,” Penn lied.
			

			
				He raised his eyebrows, but didn’t say anything. Nodding towards the entrance, he motioned gallantly with his hand for her to lead the way, leaving her no choice. She took a deep breath and walked up the porch steps and through the door.
			

			
				Once inside, Penn had to fight the impulse to gape at her surroundings. The opulent interior of the building would have been as intimidating as the exterior, only there were boys lounging on every available surface. A large staircase with a thick wooden banister stood in the center of the hallway with open double doors leading to rooms on either side. In the room on the right, leaded windows cast a muted light over the floor-to-ceiling bookcases and leather armchairs, where boys sat reading, their hats abandoned at their side or dangling out of their pockets. In the room on the left, cue sticks lined the walls, intended for the multiple billiard tables, but all the boys, some leaning on their cue sticks, some standing on chairs, were watching the game being played on the center table, where two boys circled one another like hawks. In the corner of the billiards room, Penn could see a doorway that led to another game room, where more boys sat playing cards. She was surprised to see so many boys hanging out in the middle of the day. Joe’s house would be empty. Everyone would be working.
			

			
				The tall kid hadn’t left her side, although his attention was in high demand. Everyone in the club, including the billiard players, looked up from what they were doing to greet him, and a few even approached with questions.
			

			
				He acknowledged them all with a smile and a nod, like a king greeting his subjects, then turned to examine Penn. “So what do you want?”
			

			
				“Are you in charge?”
			

			
				“You daft?” a smaller boy sneered, one of the many who orbited the tall kid like a planet would the sun. “Mac’s been club president four years running.”
			

			
				“And not because he’s so pretty either,” another boy shouted from across the room. Everyone laughed as though this was an old joke, but it made Penn look up again at the boy they called Mac. His rudeness had concealed what should have been obvious. Hands down, he was the most attractive boy she had ever seen. He had blue eyes and dark eyebrows, the left one split by a scar. His nose was straight, his lips full. His jaw was shadowed by the beginnings of a beard, one that hadn’t quite decided to come in yet. He stood easily an entire head taller than her, and he used every advantage of his height to make her feel small and insignificant.
			

			
				“Who do you work for?” he asked, his eyes narrowing slightly.
			

			
				Penn shrugged, feigning confidence she didn’t have. “Nobody yet. The guy at The Post told me I needed to get a badge first.”
			

			
				“So you’re not associated with anyone?”
			

			
				Penn frowned. Was it possible he knew about Joe? She had promised not to say anything. She shook her head.
			

			
				Mac didn’t seem convinced. “You wanna get a badge? You gotta have proof of enrollment.”
			

			
				“You mean like school?” Penn asked. “It’s summer.”
			

			
				“It’s the rules.”
			

			
				“What if I already finished school?”
			

			
				“So you think you’re smarter than the rest of us?” a different boy yelled out, competing like everyone else for Mac’s attention. Penn noticed how everyone seemed to grow two inches when he glanced their way.
			

			
				“What school do you go to?” she asked Mac.
			

			
				“The club has its own school. Morning or afternoon classes depending on your sell time.” He smiled. “But you have to pay your dues first.”
			

			
				“Dues?”
			

			
				“All legitimate clubs have dues.” Mac’s smile widened as though making another joke, and sure enough, every boy within earshot laughed.
			

			
				But Penn couldn’t see what was so funny. “How much are dues?” She reached into her pocket to pull out the handful of coins that were all she owned in the world.
			

			
				“Five bucks for the year.”
			

			
				“I don’t have five bucks.”
			

			
				“Then you can’t join.”
			

			
				“How can I buy papers if I give you all my money?”
			

			
				“How can you sell papers if you don’t?”
			

			
				She quickly did the math in her head. “What if I paid you fifty cents up front, and the rest after I start selling?”
			

			
				“What makes you think you’ll make a profit?” Mac asked.
			

			
				“You make a profit, don’t you?” she asked, ignoring the shocked expressions of the other newsboys.
			

			
				A gangly boy dressed in overalls with an extremely large nose sneered at her. “Nobody has ever sold more papers than Mac. Ever.”
			

			
				“And nobody will if I don’t get my badge,” Penn said with way more bravado than she felt.
			

			
				Mac only raised a single eyebrow in response, but at least he hadn’t rejected her outright. Encouraged by his silence, she kept talking. “This way you don’t risk anything. Kick me out after a month if I can’t pay you.” Penn held out fifty cents. “My first payment. Now give me my badge, and see if I don’t make a profit.”
			

			
				Mac pocketed her money. “You’ll need to make more than a profit if I’m going to agree to your little scheme. You’ll need to outsell me.”
			

			
				“For how long? A day?” Penn asked, wondering if perhaps she was being stupid, seeing as how she had never sold a single newspaper in her life.
			

			
				“The entire month,” Mac said, and the room erupted into catcalls and gasps of disbelief.
			

			
				But to everyone’s amazement, especially her own, Penn started laughing. She realized she probably looked insane, but then she had to be insane even to consider Mac’s offer.
			

			
				“It’s a deal,” she said, sticking out her hand for Mac to shake.
			

			
				He hesitated a second before grabbing it and squeezing so hard her fingertips turned purple.
			

			
				“You’ll want to watch yourself,” he said, smiling, but with none of the warmth he showed to the other newsboys. And Penn realized that, in his own way, Mac could be just as dangerous as Joe.
			

			
				 
			

		



			
				Chapter 18
			

			
				 
			

			
				“Got my badge,” Penn said that same afternoon, as she slapped the same fifty cents on the same counter. “A hundred papers, please.”
			

			
				The same man, with what seemed to be the same unlit cigar bouncing between his teeth, took her fifty cents and slid a bundle of papers tied with twine across the counter.
			

			
				“You sure a little sapling like you can carry ‘em all?”
			

			
				“Carrying them isn’t a problem. It’s selling them I’m worried about,” Penn said, hoping to make him laugh. She figured she could do with at least one friend in the business since she just made an enemy of Mac, which meant she’d made an enemy of every newsboy in the club.
			

			
				But the man didn’t smile. Only grunted and waved her away so he could deal with the line of boys behind her.
			

			
				Despite her little joke, which wasn’t really a joke, Penn learned quickly that carrying one hundred papers was no picnic. Her shoulders hurt after less than a block and the muscles in her arms had started to burn. Out of habit, she started walking to her corner. Fin’s corner now.
			

			
				And Little Frank’s. “Hey Penn. Heard you were selling,” he said, a pile of papers slung effortlessly across his arm, a larger stack of them at his feet. Little Frank was short, even shorter than Penn, but that wasn’t how he’d gotten his name. Apparently, his dad, also named Frank, used to work on Long Wharf loading and unloading crates, until a particularly heavy one fell on his back and shattered his spine. Little Frank had been selling papers ever since. “Post. Get Your Evening Post. Only a penny. News from across the globe for less than a cup of coffee,” he yelled to the well-dressed men who passed him on the sidewalk, many of whom were Penn’s former targets. Mostly, they walked by, ignoring Little Frank, but every once in a while a man would stop and wordlessly purchase a paper, and Little Frank would shower him with gratitude, “Thank you sir. Thank you. You won’t be sorry. Get your papers here every day. Every evening, sir. Thank you,” before broadcasting headlines again.
			

			
				“You know you can’t sell here, right?” Little Frank asked Penn between sales, stopping to itch his nose, which was covered in freckles. “I didn’t answer all your questions so you could steal my corner,” he said, emphasizing the word “steal” to let Penn know he wasn’t as oblivious as she thought.
			

			
				Penn nodded, embarrassed to have been caught making such an obvious mistake. Of course, this was his turf. And if the Newsboys Club was anything like Joe’s, stealing corners was unthinkable. Like committing treason.
			

			
				As if sensing her discomfort, Little Frank dropped all showmanship and looked at Penn directly. “Is it true you bet Mac your membership that you would outsell him?”
			

			
				Penn nodded again. “Something like that.”
			

			
				“You don’t want him for your enemy, Penn. He’s the best friend you got.”
			

			
				“Then I guess I don’t have any friends at all,” she said, hoping Little Frank might tell her she could count on him. He did no such thing.
			

			
				“You got guts, I’ll give you that. But not much brains. Mac’s the one guy you want on your side.”
			

			
				“Why? Why does everyone treat him like he’s Superman?” Penn asked, ignoring whether Superman had been invented yet.
			

			
				Little Frank shook his head in disbelief. “You really have no idea how everything works, do you?”
			

			
				“I only know what you’ve told me.”
			

			
				“Well, remind me later to tell you more,” Little Frank said, lifting a newspaper into the air again, his salesman persona returning. “But right now I gotta work and you gotta find yourself another corner, or you’re done for.”
			

			
				Penn thought his warning a bit melodramatic, but his words had their desired effect. She said goodbye and kept walking, looking for a spot to sell papers, only newsboys were everywhere, some strolling along the sidewalk, some stationed at an intersection, but all visible and territorial, and she was in their way.
			

			
				By the time Penn reached her second corner, her arms were shaking, and her neck hurt, and she hadn’t sold a single paper, but she had never seen a newsboy working this corner the entire time she was lifting for Joe. Out of habit, she walked to her old hiding spot. Tucked between a vegetable cart and a street lamp, Penn could watch people in the square without anyone knowing she was there, except for Luca, the boy who worked the vegetable cart. But Luca spoke mostly Italian and had left Penn alone. She dropped her papers and rolled her shoulders to take out some of the stiffness. Luca looked over to nod a greeting, which Penn returned before turning back to the square.
			

			
				It was a smaller intersection, and so perhaps overlooked by the other newsboys, but it had been a profitable one. Positioned halfway between the harbor and Post Office Square, the foot traffic was regular and abundant. Lawyers, merchants, bankers, seamen, people from all walks of life passed by. In addition to Luca’s vegetable cart, there was a coffee shop, a dry-cleaners, where a bootblack not much older than herself sometimes set up shop, a store that sold optical and mathematical instruments, and a doctor’s office. Like the rest of the city, the tall brick buildings were covered with brightly painted advertisements and wooden signs.
			

			
				Figuring she’d have the best luck outside the coffee shop, Penn stepped out of her hiding spot and tried for the first time in her life to become deliberately and unavoidably visible.
			

			
				It was much harder than she thought. “Post. Get your Evening Post. Only a penny,” she called out, and within five minutes she got her first customer. Handing over the paper with trembling hands, she took the man’s penny and shoved it into her pocket and smiled. Her first honest penny. She no longer had to give any part of her earnings to Joe. She got to keep them all for herself.
			

			
				Except there wasn’t much to keep. An hour later, she had sold only fifteen papers. She would never beat Mac like this. After trying for another half-hour, Penn gave up and trudged back to Newspaper Row. The eighty-five papers she now carried seemed to weigh much more than the hundred papers she started with.
			

			
				When she finally reached The Post’s window, it was closed. She knocked, softly at first, then louder. She started yelling. “Hey mister. I’ve come back. I need to return my papers. Open up.”
			

			
				But the window never opened.
			

			
				“You’re wasting your breath,” a man said. He was slouched against the side of the building with hands in his pockets, smoking. His suit had been nice once. His hat had seen better days. He had scruff along his jaw, which made him look both tough and tired.
			

			
				“Are they closed for the night?” Penn asked.
			

			
				The man scoffed. “A newspaper’s never closed.”
			

			
				“Then why doesn’t he open? I want to get my money back for the papers I didn’t sell.”
			

			
				The man, drawing on his cigarette with a long and lazy inhale, started coughing, which turned into a raspy chuckle. “You’re new to the business aren’t you?” he asked, already knowing Penn’s answer. “Better wise up, kid. Old news is no news. The Post never buys back papers. You’re the one who failed, so you take the loss.”
			

			
				“Who are you?” Penn asked, suddenly wary.
			

			
				“Nobody,” he said, blowing out a cloud of smoke. “Nobody at all.”
			

			
				“Then why should I listen to you?”
			

			
				“Because nobodies have eyes and ears and make better use of them than everybody else.”
			

			
				Penn shrugged. “The Post did fail if people won’t buy their paper.”
			

			
				“You bought it.”
			

			
				“Because I thought their reputation was the best. I thought everyone read The Post.”
			

			
				The man laughed bitterly. “And nobody should.”
			

			
				“Meaning you? Or generally speaking?”
			

			
				Ignoring her question, the man slowly moved away from the wall, although he didn’t lose his slouch. “Time’s up,” he said. He pointed his cigarette at Penn. “It’s not the paper you’re selling, kid. It’s what’s in the paper.” He dropped his cigarette and extinguished it with his foot. Penn noticed dozens of similar cigarette butts in the same spot.
			

			
				“What am I supposed to do with leftover papers?” she called after the man as he walked away. She doubted there were any recycling bins in 1915. But he didn’t answer. Penn quietly followed him around the corner onto Washington Street, to see where he went, but he didn’t go far, only walked up the front steps of The Post and disappeared inside. An employee coming out of the building held the door open for him and tipped his hat to the man as though he was someone important.
			

			
				The summer sky was still light, but it was getting late. Penn had heard from Little Frank that newsboys could sleep at the club if they had nowhere else to go. She had no desire to go where she wasn’t welcome, but she had left her bag there, which contained everything she owned in the world. She didn’t want to sleep on the streets again either. Or worse, admit defeat and return to Joe’s.
			

			
				Taking the long way back, Penn stopped by the Common, the papers heavy on her arm, now numb under their weight. She thought back to what the man outside The Post had said. Old news is no news. She also thought about the kids she’d seen looking for scrap wood. Maybe they’d like some paper too. For kindling, if nothing else. She found a big rock so the papers wouldn’t blow away in the wind, and laid them down on a bench not too far from her fountain. At the very least, Penn thought, someone could use the newspapers as a blanket.
			

			
				Lightened of her load, Penn was no less weary. She made her way to the club, hoping to find a bed for the night and maybe a hot meal, although she didn’t recall seeing a dining room earlier. Or even a kitchen.
			

			
				As Penn walked up the steps, two boys came out of the door, laughing. She nodded hello, but they only glared in response. Inside, she was greeted by more laughter and playful banter, none of it directed at her. She looked around, unsure of where to go or with whom to speak about finding a room for the night, and maybe some food.
			

			
				Glancing up from the billiards table, a boy noticed Penn standing by the front door and pointed at her with his cue stick. “He’s the one,” he shouted, loud enough for everyone to hear. “He’s the one who dumped papers.”
			

			
				Suddenly the room became silent, and Penn could hear only the metallic clicking of her heart, which beat faster as more boys stopped what they were doing to surround her.
			

			
				“How many papers?” asked one kid with blue eyes too close together, half-hidden by a shock of bright red hair.
			

			
				“At least fifty,” the boy with the cue stick said. “Maybe seventy-five.”
			

			
				The circle tightened on Penn, trapping her inside. One boy got close enough to push her to the other side of the circle, which pushed back. The newsboys took turns yelling insults while sending her back and forth in a series of shoves and stumbles, as Penn got an elbow in one eye, another in the ribs, until finally, she fell, bumping her chin against someone’s knee on the way down.
			

			
				Penn was already scared, but the taste of blood in her mouth made everything worse. Since her first trip to the dentist, Penn knew about the infection she could get if one of the twenty billion bacteria in her saliva entered her bloodstream and travelled to her heart. Infective Endocarditis. Before antibiotics were invented, it was almost universally fatal. Instinctively, she stayed on the ground and curled up into a tiny ball and covered her face with her hands to protect herself as much as she could from the onslaught of blows, only this time, there was no Fin or Joe to rescue her.
			

			
				Instead, there was Mac.
			

			
				Slowly, the fighting subsided, and the shouting softened to whispers as Mac approached the circle of angry newsboys, which parted like the Red Sea at his coming. Penn, still in fetal position, hands still covering her eyes, felt a stronger pair of hands grabbing her arms and pulling her upright.
			

			
				“Come with me. Now,” Mac said, in a voice that was measured and calm, but no less terrifying.
			

			
				She followed Mac down the hallway and into a back room, which might have been a pantry once upon a time, but was now equipped as a tiny office. Unlike Joe’s office, this one was cluttered with papers, books, pens, and food wrappers. An entire wall was covered with clipped headlines from the last five years. The only chair was a wooden one, missing a spindle or two in the back. The desk also looked like it had seen better days.
			

			
				“Who are you really?” Mac asked, closing the door behind him and leaning against it, so Penn couldn’t leave. “Some spy? Did Tommy send you?”
			

			
				“I have no idea what you’re talking about,” Penn said, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. There wasn’t as much blood as she thought. “Tommy who?”
			

			
				“Maybe it’s not Tommy anymore. Maybe he’s got someone else spying on us. Does he really think a little wager and some abandoned papers will bring us down? We’re stronger than that, and we’re stronger than you will ever be.”
			

			
				“What are you talking about?” Penn asked again. “Little Frank never said anything about any spies.”
			

			
				“What does Little Frank have to do with this?”
			

			
				“Nothing. I met him when I worked…” Penn started, but then realized she was close to breaking one of Joe’s rules.
			

			
				“When you worked where?”
			

			
				“Nowhere. Little Frank just happened to be the first newsboy I talked to. He told me about selling papers and about the club, and that’s all.”
			

			
				“Did he tell you what happens to boys who dump papers?” Mac asked.
			

			
				“How do you know I dumped papers?” Penn asked. “Did you have me followed?”
			

			
				Mac sat down and tipped back in his chair, crossing his feet on the desk. “Of course I did. What kind of simp do you take me for? But you didn’t answer my question.”
			

			
				“I didn’t know dumping papers was a thing.”
			

			
				“A thing? A thing?” Mac asked, his voice rising with the repetition. “You risk our livelihood, and you call it a thing? Do you know anything at all about selling papers?” Mac asked incredulously.
			

			
				Penn shook her head.
			

			
				“If you dump your papers and people can get the news for free, why would anybody buy mine?”
			

			
				Penn gulped. She did know the answer to this question.
			

			
				“And you didn’t dump on your own turf did you? Who works the Common? Whose shift did you ruin?”
			

			
				Penn looked down at her feet. She hadn’t considered who else her actions might affect. She had only been thinking of her lost money and her aching arms.
			

			
				“You don’t even know, do you? Newsboys need their earnings to eat, Penn. Some need it for their families. Families with babies at home needing milk. Or medicine,” Mac shouted. Penn was pretty sure the entire club could hear him.
			

			
				She shook her head again.
			

			
				Mac’s chair came crashing down as he stood up and leaned forward, slamming his hands on the desk, making Penn flinch.
			

			
				“Luckily for you, I worked the Common today, and I can afford a few losses,” he growled. His expression turned cocky. “Then again, I’d already sold all my papers, so I didn’t lose a cent. Now tell me, Penn. Do you know what happens to boys who dump papers?”
			

			
				Penn didn’t move.
			

			
				“They get kicked out of the club,” Mac said.
			

			
				“That’s it?” Penn asked. She had been imagining floggings and nooses.
			

			
				“For their own safety,” Mac continued. “But I’m going to let you stay. And I’ll make sure nobody touches you. I’ll convince the other boys it was all a big misunderstanding.”
			

			
				“Why would you do that?” Penn asked, skeptically. Why of all people would Mac do her a favor?
			

			
				“Because there’s no satisfaction in winning over a misunderstanding. I’m going to win our bet, and you will be kicked out of the club forever. You don’t deserve to belong, and this way everyone, especially you, will know it.” Mac walked over to the door and opened it to reveal a hallway lined with newsboys. They’d heard everything. She needed every ounce of courage she had to walk past them, their silent disapproval louder than any words would be.
			

			
				Once upstairs, in a tiny attic room shown to her by Little Frank, who had taken a reluctant pity on her, Penn fell on the bed and cried, muffling her face in the lumpy mattress, completely bare except for the dusty sheet folded at her feet. Her stomach growled, and she wished she had never left Joe’s. Now she realized how much she had taken for granted the clean bedding, the warm stew, and the sense of security if not camaraderie she had felt there.
			

			
				But she wouldn’t let herself go back. And she still had $1.15 in her pockets, which would get her through tomorrow, if not the next day. If Penn wanted to survive, she needed to forget all about the future and simply live day to day. Looking ahead was a luxury Penn could no longer afford. Tomorrow was all she would let herself think about.
			

			
				 
			

		



			
				Chapter 19
			

			
				 
			

			
				Penn woke up the next morning with puffy eyes from crying and a bruised face from the previous day’s beating. She stood up, still wearing yesterday’s clothes, and winced at the soreness in her neck and shoulders. She opened the door to her room, which was already hot and stuffy even though it was early. The club was totally quiet. At first, she thought she was the only one awake, but after tiptoeing needlessly down the stairs, she realized the club was empty, and she would be the last newsboy to get her papers. Already, she had started the day badly.
			

			
				On her walk to The Post through a city still in shadows, catching glimpses of the rising sun through the narrow gaps between buildings, Penn thought about the advice she received the day before. It’s not the paper she’s selling—it’s what’s inside. Yesterday, she’d been too focused on the paper itself and not what it represented: knowledge. The right kind of information could ignite fears and then either flame or extinguish them with certainty. For the first time ever, Penn began to understand the very real power of knowledge, and the possibilities for control and manipulation of those who didn’t have it by those who did. Newsboys literally held this power in their hands. But did they know how to use it? Mac did. Penn hoped she could learn.
			

			
				By the time she reached The Post’s distribution window, it was already closed. The alley empty. She knocked anyway, and the same man lumbered over to slide it open.
			

			
				“Getting started a little late today, kid,” he said. “What’d you do? Steal someone’s corner?” he asked when he saw Penn’s face.
			

			
				She frowned, ashamed by how close he had come to guessing the truth, and slapped down another fifty cents. “Hundred papers, please,” she said.
			

			
				“You going to dump these too?” he asked, as he thumped a bundle on the counter and slid them over.
			

			
				“You heard about that?”
			

			
				“I hear everything, kid.”
			

			
				“My name is Penn,” she said.
			

			
				“Mulligan.” The man reached out to shake her hand. “Might as well give me the fifty cents and save yourself from a bad back and a lot of angry newsboys, if you ask me.”
			

			
				“I didn’t ask you,” Penn said angrily, sliding the papers off the counter and trying not to grunt as she felt their weight.
			

			
				“Just a bit of friendly advice. Or you could always dump them in the harbor,” Mulligan called after her, pronouncing it “hah-bah” and chuckling as she walked away.
			

			
				When Penn finally reached her corner, she dropped the bundle and read the headline. Germany Launches First Zeppelin Airship Raid Over London. Her eyes lit with recognition. She knew this story. Thanks to Mr. Alioto, who taught her Social Studies class, she would probably know all the war stories, all the big ones anyway. Mr. Alioto was a WWI expert, who refused to teach any other era, even when he was supposed to. He loved acting out important events, jumping off desks and climbing on chairs and even speaking with different accents, all in the interest of education.
			

			
				“Will the US join the war effort in Europe? Or will Americans make profits selling arms to England? Are we mercenaries or freedom fighters? Find out in today’s Post. The only place to read what’s really happening overseas!” Penn shouted, empowered by a wisdom born of hindsight. The person with the most knowledge sells the most papers, and nobody had more knowledge than Penn. If she was going to be stuck in the past, she might as well make the most of it. She held the paper over her head. “Will President Wilson’s decision today determine your son’s life tomorrow? Is America falling into conflict? Read about it now. Only in today’s Post.”
			

			
				Initially, Penn noticed no changes in the behavior of the passersby. But slowly at first and then in rapid succession, Penn started selling papers, struggling to juggle the exchange of coins while still shouting the news. Soon it became second nature to her, and she no longer had to think about what she was doing. In fact, she seemed to stop thinking altogether, moving in a choreographed trance, which ended the moment she sold her last paper. It felt a little like waking up. She heard a distant church bell ringing and counted the hours. Six, seven, eight.
			

			
				She had sold her entire bundle in less than forty-five minutes. Wanting to gloat, wanting to sell more, Penn almost ran back to the distribution window to slam another fifty cents down on the counter and bask in the astonishment of her success. But her more practical side decided to play it safe, at least for today. She would buy twice as many papers tomorrow and see how far into the day papers sold. Today she would use the skills Fin and Jimmy taught her to learn more about the habits and interests of her customers. Her own form of information gathering.
			

			
				Only she was too busy watching the coffee shop across the street to notice what was right in front of her. Penn tripped over the well-worn shoe placed in her path and crashed to the ground, the stash of coins in her pocket clinging against the cobblestones and scattering as she fell. Quickly, desperately, she gathered them up while two boys laughed overhead.
			

			
				“What, finished already?” one of the boys asked. He was tall and skinny, his threadbare knickers patched and held up with rope suspenders. “Where’d you dump papers this time?”
			

			
				“Mac will find ‘em. He always does,” the other boy, the one who actually tripped her, said. His voice was nasal and high. He had greasy hair and a pointy nose and black beady eyes, making Penn think of a rat. A rat with big feet.
			

			
				Penn jingled the coins in her fist, holding it up for them to see. “I sold them. I sold them all. I could have sold even more if I had any.”
			

			
				“Then you won’t mind if we take your coin,” the skinny boy said, grabbing Penn’s wrist and forcing her fingers open, so the money fell on the ground a second time. “For reparations like.”
			

			
				“You owe us. You owe everyone,” rat boy said, his giggle even higher than his speaking voice. “You’re only beginning to repay it.”
			

			
				The skinny boy let go of Penn’s wrist, which was red from struggling against his grip, and the two of them ran off with her money. All her kicking and hitting hadn’t made any difference. Penn gave chase for many blocks, until she lost them, unable to keep up. She was too slow and too winded. Air sawed painfully in and out of her lungs as she struggled to catch her breath. Yelling out of frustration and unfairness, Penn kicked the wall of the building closest to her, not realizing where she was.
			

			
				“That bad, is it?” asked a smiling voice, which she recognized. But there was no mockery in it. No humor either.
			

			
				Penn looked up at Joe, surprised to feel both relieved and nervous at seeing him again. “There is more honor among thieves than there ever was among newsboys,” she said without thinking. She clasped her hand over her mouth. It had been only twenty-four hours since she left, and already she’d forgotten she wasn’t supposed to mention the newsboys. Plus, Joe didn’t like people referring to his boys as thieves.
			

			
				“It’s the world that’s dishonest, Penn. Not us.”
			

			
				“Then how do you survive?”
			

			
				Joe gave Penn a look that said she should already know the answer, so she clarified. “I mean how do you keep them from taking back what you’ve taken?”
			

			
				“Is that what this is about?” he asked, grabbing her chin and turning her face so he could get a better look at her bruising.
			

			
				“No, that was something else.”
			

			
				“So you were robbed?” he asked. He noticed her confusion. “It’s called robbery when they do it.”
			

			
				Penn hesitated before answering, not sure why she was telling Joe her problems. But she needed to tell someone. “They took my earnings. I sold an entire bundle in less than forty-five minutes, and they took it.”
			

			
				“Forty-five minutes? You can do better.”
			

			
				“What? What do you know about selling? Why is everyone always giving me advice? Even random strangers think they can tell me what to do,” she said, thinking of the man from The Post.
			

			
				Joe laughed. “Because you need it. But I wouldn’t say I was a random stranger.” He grabbed her elbow. Almost like how a man would escort a woman. Almost. “Come on. I want to show you something.”
			

			
				Joe took Penn down the alley behind his building—a narrow, cobbled street bordered by tall brick buildings. A maze of metal fire escapes climbed above their heads. Penn thought they were headed for the back door when abruptly Joe turned right and headed for a little doorway in the basement of a neighboring building. Glancing in both directions before opening the door and ducking inside, Joe yanked the chain of a single light bulb that barely illuminated a rickety wooden staircase that spiraled into darkness. He stopped halfway down the steps and looked back at Penn. “Come on” he urged. “And close the door behind you.” Without waiting to see if she followed, Joe disappeared into the dingy light.
			

			
				Penn hesitated again, not sure she should follow Joe down a dark, secluded staircase, even if she did trust him for the most part. As far as she knew, Joe rarely left his office and rarely took a personal interest in his boys. Scared of his attention, but even more scared of making him mad, Penn followed him down the stairs to see what he would show her.
			

			
				Only there was nothing there. Even after Joe yanked on another pull chain and another dusty light bulb hummed to life, there was nothing in the dank, musty basement except an old stone floor.
			

			
				“Why are we here?” Penn asked, her voice shaking. She was genuinely frightened now. She thought about Sy, the boy who had disappeared after lying about his takes. Maybe Penn would disappear too. If he wanted to, Joe could kill her, and nobody would ever know. Or care.
			

			
				Joe took off his hat and rolled up his sleeves. “It’s time you start training.”
			

			
				“I’m already in school. I have to be. In fact, it starts right now.” Penn said, speaking too quickly, her voice unnaturally high and pinched.
			

			
				“You mean newsboy school? At the club? You do realize it’s all for show, right? There’s not actually any school.”
			

			
				“But we can’t get a badge unless we go at least two hours a day. It’s against the law.”
			

			
				“My point exactly.”
			

			
				“But,” Penn started again, scrambling to come up with a rational explanation for why she needed to dart back up the stairs and into the safe but hidden corners of the alley like a frightened cat.
			

			
				“No buts. Take off your shirt,” Joe said.
			

			
				Penn froze. “No.”
			

			
				“It might get dirty. You might get holes in it. I know how many shirts you have, Penn. I gave them to you.”
			

			
				“You didn’t give me anything. I earned them.”
			

			
				Joe shook his head, which made some of his carefully slicked hair come loose. “Stop acting like a scared rabbit and get over here.” He stretched his arms, his neck.
			

			
				“What are you going to do?” Penn asked, looking around for another escape.
			

			
				“I’m going to beat you up,” Joe said, pausing to watch as Penn’s face drained completely of color. Then he smiled. “But first I’m going to teach you how to defend yourself.”
			

			
				Penn let out a sigh of relief, unaware she had been holding her breath. Joe was going to teach her to fight. But in her relief to find out what Joe intended to do with her in that basement, Penn forgot to question why, and she realized how badly she wanted to learn how to defend herself. To finally become stronger. Her entire life, she had been warned away from physical exertion, especially contact sports, but her mother was no longer around to stop her from trying.
			

			
				She stepped closer and rolled up her sleeves, hoping to learn how to punch. Or at least block punches. But Joe swung his foot in an arc and swept her feet out from under her. She fell hard on her hip, already bruised from the day before, and had to bite her lip to keep from crying out in pain.
			

			
				“Today you’re going to learn how to stand,” he said, watching Penn lift herself off the floor.
			

			
				Only it wasn’t working.
			

			
				“Bend your knees,” Joe yelled twenty minutes later, knocking Penn down with his shoulder. “Widen your stance and stagger your feet.” All kindness had left his eyes. They had become as hard as the cement basement they trained in, as the floor that battered her body as she fell repeatedly. Joe became angrier every time he succeeded and she fell with a thud and a groan.
			

			
				And every time Penn fell, it became harder to get back up. Every inch of her body ached, and she was sweating like she had run five miles, even though Joe only ever told her to stand still.
			

			
				“Dammit, Penn, drop your hips,” he yelled after throwing her down from behind.
			

			
				“What’s the point?” Penn finally shouted back, tired of his yelling, of falling. She must have hit the ground at least fifty times. “I’m a third your size. I could drop my hips all the way to China, and you’re still going to knock me down. I need to learn how to fight.”
			

			
				“You’re more substantial than you think, Penn. You have to learn to use your weight. Even a tiny tree can survive a Boston winter.”
			

			
				“Not without roots.”
			

			
				“Then put some down. Drop your hips.”
			

			
				Penn tried to feel the space she occupied. Tried to anchor herself to the ground and allow roots to grow. But she had spent too long being invisible. Joe bumped into her from the side, and she fell as easily as a tower of children’s blocks, crumbling again to the ground. Tears of frustration and pain fell from her eyes. She quickly wiped her face with her sleeve, which was now covered in basement dust that left two streaks of telling tear tracks down her cheeks.
			

			
				“Crying shows weakness,” Joe said, his voice flat, devoid of all emotion except maybe disgust.
			

			
				Every instinct in Penn’s body told her to hide and curl up in a little ball and cover her face with her hands. But she was tired of hiding, and she had learned the hard way that the fetal position didn’t protect her from harm. It merely delayed it. Pressing against the ground with both hands, Penn slowly stood as straight as her bruises would allow, her muscles screaming in protest.
			

			
				She looked Joe in the eye. “Getting up again shows strength,” she replied in an equally flat tone.
			

			
				He turned away and started unrolling his sleeves. “We’re done for today,” he said without looking at her. “Be here tomorrow at ten.”
			

			
				 
			

		



			
				Chapter 20
			

			
				 
			

			
				Penn was down to her last sixty-five cents. It was all she owned in the world. Luckily, an apple cost only a penny, and a loaf of bread and cheese cost only a dime. Penn bought her food from the market closest to the club, hiding as much of it as she could beneath her shirt that was now filthy from her training session with Joe. The newsboys might try to steal her food. One training session does not a fighter make. So she moved slowly, looking around corners, down hallways, making sure the way was clear. Her body hurt so badly, she would move slowly regardless.
			

			
				After Penn had eaten lunch, her first meal in almost twenty-four hours, she felt the rest of her injuries more acutely. She rolled up the leftover food in her extra clothes, which she stashed under the bed, and lay down just for a minute. Just to rest her body and try to alleviate some of the aching.
			

			
				Four hours later a nearby church bell sounded, and Penn sat straight up in bed, as if waking from a nightmare. She counted the bells to find out the time and swore out loud. She was late again.
			

			
				“Another bundle, please,” Penn said, slapping all the money she owned in the world on the counter with less bravado than before. This bundle was her last chance. If something else went wrong, she wouldn’t be able to buy any more papers. Without papers, she couldn’t win her bet. Or eat after her loaf of bread ran out.
			

			
				Mulligan seemed concerned by the change in her behavior but didn’t say anything. He simply slid the papers toward her with a nod of his head. She nodded back, not bothering to silence her grunt as she hefted the papers onto her bruised shoulder. Leaning against the wall was the man whose advice had earned Penn her morning’s success, which had led to her spectacular failure. Failures. She nodded to him too.
			

			
				The afternoon’s headlines weren’t much different than the morning’s. Penn feared that if she merely repeated herself, she wouldn’t sell as many papers, and she needed to sell all of them. She flipped through the pages and found a little headline tucked away on page five. Italy Hopes to Reclaim Trieste from Austria. Penn remembered this story too, and how Mr. Alioto would kiss his fingertips every time he said Trieste. The story was a big one, but apparently nobody had realized it yet.
			

			
				“Will Italy prevail against Austria? Is reclaiming Trieste really worth 250,000 soldiers’ lives?” Penn shouted. “Read about it on page five. Only in The Post.” It took only seven repetitions with minor variations before a cluster of black-clad businessmen swarmed Penn like flies. Within thirty minutes she had sold over three-quarters of her papers, the coins increasingly heavy in her pocket, which made her nervous. Made her want to look around for thieves or spies. It was a distraction Penn couldn’t afford. She set her papers down and pretended to tie her shoelaces, discretely sliding as many of her coins into her boots as she could and still be able to walk.
			

			
				“I know your secret,” a soft voice whispered above her head.
			

			
				Startled, Penn looked up to see a well-dressed girl standing next to her. She was wearing a blue dress over a pair of bloomers, with a white apron that ended a few inches above her ankles. She wore no hat, but her dark hair was braided down the center of her back. She wasn’t as pretty as Mila Donovan, but she carried herself with the same confidence and had the same teasing expression in her eyes.
			

			
				“It’s going to make it hard to walk,” the girl said conspiratorially. “You’d be better off putting the money in your hat,” she pointed to Penn’s flat cap.
			

			
				“Keeping coins in my hat gets me in trouble.”
			

			
				“How old are you?” the girl asked.
			

			
				“Fourteen.”
			

			
				“Me too. You’re awfully small for a boy. Why haven’t I seen you before?”
			

			
				“I just started,” Penn said defensively, trying to figure out how to end the conversation. Maybe she could ignore her. She gathered her papers and moved to the edge of the sidewalk.
			

			
				The girl simply followed her. “My name’s Eva. I live above the store on Pearl Street. My dad’s the owner,” she said with pride. “But we’ve been on vacation for the last week. We went to the Cape. Have you been there?” she eyed Penn’s filthy shirt and second-hand boots now bulging awkwardly with coins. “Probably not. My grandfather has a house in Chatham. He built the store.”
			

			
				“Actually, I have been to the Cape,” Penn said, although she couldn’t remember it very well. She’d been only five. But she didn’t feel like explaining. She still had thirty-five papers to sell.
			

			
				“Oh,” Eva said, disappointed, but she recovered quickly. “We would have stayed all summer, only we had to come back for Will to attend a summer program for advanced students. Will’s my brother. Everyone thinks he’s smart enough to get into Harvard. He’s on the debate team. And he plays basketball, but my parents don’t want him to try for the basketball team. They want him to study business. Or law. But secretly Will wants to be an engineer. The civil kind, not the train kind. He didn’t tell me any of that, though. I figured it out on my own. I’m really good at secrets.”
			

			
				“I don’t have any secrets,” Penn said, hoping Eva would get bored and leave.
			

			
				Eva laughed. “Yes you do,” she whispered, “more than anyone.” Nodding a smug goodbye, Eva spun away with a swishing of skirts to leave Penn staring after her, speechless.
			

			
				It took Penn another forty minutes to sell her remaining papers. Longer than she would have liked, but at least she didn’t have to leave her corner. Tucking her remaining earnings in the other boot, Penn checked over both shoulders twice before walking to the club. Opening the front door to relative quiet, Penn wondered where everyone was. The smell of roasted meat and potatoes answered the question for her. Her stomach grumbled loudly, and Penn wished she could join the other newsboys to eat the warm, filling food. But she wouldn’t be welcome. Maybe there would be leftovers. No longer warm, but still filling.
			

			
				Once in her room, Penn shut the door and set about devising a hiding spot for her earnings under the bed. She put half of all her coins into a sock, which she knotted and tied to the furthest corner of the metal frame, tucking it up beneath the mattress. Even someone looking under her bed wouldn’t find it. When she finished, she opened her door quietly, listening to see if it was safe to go down.
			

			
				Since Penn had never been in the kitchen before, she had no idea how meals worked or even if she could have one. Trying not to make any noise, Penn opened the kitchen door slowly and peeked inside. This kitchen was smaller than Joe’s and much messier, with dishes piled high on counters and in the sink, but the smells emanating from the pots on the stove were just as delicious.
			

			
				“You don’t have to sneak around like a thief, you know. You’ve paid your dues,” Mac said, coming up behind her and throwing the door open. “For a month anyway.”
			

			
				“I didn’t know whether food was part of the deal,” Penn said defensively. “And I’m not sneaking around. You’re the one who has spies.”
			

			
				“You should have eaten with the rest of us,” Mac said, leaning against the doorframe. “The more you keep to yourself, the harder it will be to make friends. Unless, of course, you’ve already decided you don’t want to join the club.” He smiled. “Or maybe you know you won’t win.”
			

			
				“Didn’t your spies tell you?” Penn asked, unable to resist even though she knew Mac was baiting her. “I sold all my papers today.”
			

			
				“I heard. Two hundred from the sound of it. Not bad for a day’s work.”
			

			
				“How many did you sell?”
			

			
				“Five hundred.”
			

			
				Penn tried not to let her disappointment show. “Did your spies also tell you I was robbed? I thought you said your boys wouldn’t touch me.”
			

			
				“Did they actually touch you? They must be getting sloppy,” Mac’s mocking tone turned serious. “But that wasn’t robbery, Penn. That was retribution.”
			

			
				“Retribution for what? You’d already sold your bundle. There was no money lost except what I paid for the papers.”
			

			
				Mac took a step towards Penn, tapping her forehead with his finger. “Think about it. What happens if I let you get off without any consequences?”
			

			
				She ducked out of his reach and pointed to the bruises on her face. “Because getting pounded by your devoted following doesn’t count?”
			

			
				“I had nothing to do with that.”
			

			
				“Yeah, right. You have everything to do with everything.” Mac and Penn glared at each other without moving, locked in mutual dislike, until Penn’s stomach betrayed her by grumbling so loud even Mac could hear it.
			

			
				“You better feed that thing,” he said, looking at her stomach. “And then clean up.” He smiled unkindly. “Club rules. Last one to eat does the dishes.”
			

			
				 
			

		



			
				Chapter 21
			

			
				 
			

			
				Penn’s days soon took on the rhythm of routine, if not normalcy. Two days later she was selling four hundred papers a day, and by the end of the week, she had matched Mac’s five hundred.
			

			
				“Nobody has ever reached five hundred in a week before,” newsboys whispered amongst themselves when Penn wasn’t looking. “Not even Mac. Took him two months to sell that many.”
			

			
				But although the other newsboys increased their awe of Penn, which spilled into feelings of both envy and admiration, they did not speak to her when she passed through the hallway or stopped by the kitchen for meals, where she sat by herself at a small rickety wooden table, without a Fin or Gus, or even a silent Jimmy, to keep her company. She had yet to enter the common rooms.
			

			
				Penn’s training sessions had become routine too, although perhaps that had more to do with her new sparring partner than any real progress being made.
			

			
				On her second day of training, she showed up at 10:00 a.m. like Joe had told her to, only he was nowhere to be seen.
			

			
				“Fin!” Penn shouted upon finding him in the basement stretching and bouncing to warm up. She was genuinely excited to see him. “What are you doing here? Where’s Joe?”
			

			
				“He’ll be here,” Fin said. “But we should get started.”
			

			
				“You’re going to teach me how to fight?” Penn asked. She hadn’t realized Fin could fight.
			

			
				Fin smiled. “I’m your trainer, right?”
			

			
				Penn smiled back. It felt weird on her face. She hadn’t smiled in two days. “What about your corner? Won’t you miss out on takes?”
			

			
				“You haven’t been gone that long, Penn. You know mid-mornings are a wash. Besides, it’s only for an hour.”
			

			
				“I had no idea fighting was part of training.”
			

			
				“Would you have stayed if it was?”
“You mean it’s not?”
			

			
				Fin shook his head. “Joe’s never taught anyone to fight before,” he admitted with a hint of envy in his voice. “Ever.”
			

			
				Penn wasn’t sure she liked receiving special attention from Joe. She wasn’t sure Fin liked it either. “Then how did you learn?” she asked.
			

			
				“Jimmy.”
			

			
				“How did Jimmy learn?”
			

			
				“Some things you learn because you have to,” Fin said, spinning to the left and punching the air next to her ear. If he had wanted to, he could have broken her nose. “Seems you’ve got a lot of work to do.”
			

			
				By the time Joe arrived, wearing his usual waistcoat, suspenders, and shirt with the sleeves rolled up, his silver necklace barely visible, Fin was teaching Penn how to make a fist. Penn tried to read the expression on Joe’s face. Was it regret? Kindness? Pride? Fear? Some kind of concern? Or simply disappointment?
			

			
				“Hold your wrist straight,” Fin said, interrupting her thoughts. “The movement comes from your shoulder. A loose wrist is a broken one, and your punch won’t be strong enough to earn it.”
			

			
				“Meaning?” Penn turned her attention back to Fin.
			

			
				“Meaning,” Joe said, stepping forward, his face now businesslike and wiped clean of emotion, “Some things are worth breaking a wrist for, but a weak punch isn’t one of them.”
			

			
				Penn turned towards Joe, staggering her feet, dropping her hips, and putting up her fists like Fin had shown her. She was ready for Joe to hit her, but the same expression as before flitted across his face. “I won’t hit you, Penn,” he said, his voice flat. “Never again.”
			

			
				Taking advantage of the distraction, Fin punched Penn in the side so hard she couldn’t breathe. “But I will,” he said.
			

			
				Fin was a good trainer. The more he hit Penn, the tougher she became. Her body learned how to take a punch. And then it learned how to avoid one. And then eventually, ever so slowly, Penn learned how to fight back.
			

			
				Selling had become easier too. She was easily breaking 550 papers a day and stashing the earnings in her sock at night, now stretched out and bulging, but still hidden. It helped that Penn didn’t have to pay for any food. In addition to regular meals at the club, Eva would often bring Penn a peach or an apple from her father’s store. At first, Penn worried that Eva was flirting with her, but Eva soon put those fears to rest.
			

			
				“You can’t fool me,” Eva whispered in her ear one morning, her lips hovering dangerously close to Penn’s cheek. “I know your deepest, darkest secret.”
			

			
				Penn’s first thought was that Eva must have found out about her time travel. If Eva knew where Penn was from, perhaps she also knew how Penn could get home. She had been too absorbed by her competition with Mac and trying to survive the present to even think about the future. Most days, this was a non-issue because Penn was too busy and too exhausted to expend any energy—mental, emotional, or otherwise—on her former life.
			

			
				But sometimes at night, when thoughts of home threatened to overwhelm her, Penn would miss her mom. Automatically, she would reach up to touch her scar, looking for reassurance, feeling for proof that she was still alive. Only she no longer found comfort in the steady beating. Even with her daily dose of feverfew, her artificial valve had become a curse that, within a year or two, without the replacement of a bigger, newer, adult-sized valve, would tear her heart to pieces. And she still had no idea how to get home.
			

			
				Penn rejected her first thought almost as soon as she had it. Eva wouldn’t know anything about time travel. Maybe she’d found out about Joe. Maybe she’d followed her to one of her sparring sessions and discovered that Penn used to be a thief, which would be dangerous for both of them. But when Eva grabbed her arm and leaned so close that her nose tickled Penn’s ear, she whispered, “I know you’re a girl,” and Penn realized that Eva’s actual discovery was the worst one of all.
			

			
				Her reaction was so immediate, Penn didn’t even bother to hide it. All color drained from her face, and her eyes opened wide in fear. “You can’t tell. You can’t. Nobody can know,” she pleaded, hastily looking around to see who might have overheard. She backed away from Eva slowly, as if trying to escape an angry bear who at any moment might devour her. Penn thought about Joe. Fin. Mac. Little Frank and all the newsboys. Even O’Belly with his gold-tipped cane. She had deceived all of them, but especially Joe, who particularly despised deception. What would he do to her if he found out she was a girl? Where would she go? How would she earn her keep? She became increasingly panicked. The mechanical clicking of her heart sped up like the clickety-clack of an express train. Her breath grew short. Tears filled her eyes. “You can’t tell, Eva. I’ll pay you. I’ll give you everything I’ve got if you promise not to tell,” she whispered.
			

			
				Eva’s expression shifted from smug to worried. She reached out to touch Penn, who twitched nervously like a trapped animal who could not flee. “I promise I won’t tell,” Eva said. “You don’t have to give me anything. I told you I’m really good with secrets. I think it’s fantastic.”
			

			
				“Fantastic?” Fantastic was not the word Penn would have used to describe what she was feeling.
			

			
				“Will is always telling me I can’t do the stuff he can because I’m a girl, but I know I can. And now you’re proving it.”
			

			
				“Shhh,” Penn hushed, pulling Eva into a nearby alley, leaving her bundle unattended. “We can never talk about this again. People are watching me. They’ll hear us.”
			

			
				Eva raised her eyebrows in disbelief.
			

			
				“No, really,” Penn insisted. “I’m being spied on by another newsboy. We’ve got a bet to see who can sell more papers. They can never hear us talking about this. You can never tell anyone. Not even your brother. You shouldn’t even touch me, and no more whispering in my ear because everyone thinks I’m a boy.”
			

			
				Eva looked suitably chastised. “I didn’t even think about that. My dad would tan my hide if he saw me whispering in a boy’s ear.”
			

			
				“How long have you known?” Penn asked, trying to remember when Eva’s treatment of her had changed.
			

			
				“Since the first day.”
			

			
				“It’s that obvious?” Penn asked, horrified.
			

			
				“Only to me. I told you. I’m really good with secrets. You do a really good job of acting like a boy.”
			

			
				“Shit,” Penn swore as her papers started blowing away, the wind peeling pages off the top of the bundle. She’d forgotten all about them. She hoped Mac’s spies weren’t around. She didn’t want to be accused of dumping again.
			

			
				“You even swear like one,” Eva laughed, running after Penn to help gather papers.
			

			
				 
			

			
				.     .     .     .     .
			

			
				 
			

			
				The only part of Penn’s day that hadn’t gotten easier were her interactions with Mac, although “confrontations” might be a better word. Penn had thought that the better she got at selling, the more Mac would like her. But her success had the exact opposite effect.
			

			
				She did her best to avoid him completely, but there were times when she’d bump into him in the hallway on her way to the kitchen or the bathroom. Or when they’d show up at the distribution window at the same time. They wouldn’t talk, only scowl at each other until Penn couldn’t take it anymore and moved away, while Mac laughed as though he had won a contest, which he had, and would win their larger contest, which he probably would, because Penn’s unexpected success had forced him to up his game.
			

			
				“I’d been lazy before,” she overheard him say to the skinny boy with the rope suspenders, whose name she’d learned was Landon. “I’d let myself slack off without even realizing it.”
			

			
				Curious to know how many papers Mac was selling now that he was no longer slacking off, and confident enough in her defense training to flee a flight if not win one, Penn decided one morning to follow Mac to his corner and watch him sell. She had no spies.
			

			
				Most mornings, Mac sold papers on Washington Street, only a few blocks from Newspaper Row. Penn quickly learned why this was one of Boston’s most coveted corners. Like elsewhere in the city, businessmen moved deliberately through the streets on their way to the office or important appointments. Women and children walked briskly on their way to the shops or parks or churches or other errands. But there was an excitement to this part of the city that other corners lacked, fueled by billboards broadcasting the most recent headlines, which passersby purchased in droves, eager to learn more.
			

			
				Although the excitement and location of Mac’s corner were certainly factors in his success, it was Mac himself that guaranteed it. Despite herself, Penn had to admit that he was beautiful. His height made him visible from every angle, and his stature screamed of youth and power. His face was handsome enough to attract women yet strong enough to flatter men into believing that they too could be like him. His clothes were clean and well cared for, but unassuming—nice enough to be non-threatening, but not nice enough to be noticed. His voice, which was normally slightly raspy and full of laughter when talking to anyone but Penn, now rang out crystal clear above the cacophony of streetcars and honking and the clip-clopping of horse hooves on cobblestone.
			

			
				But it was what Mac said that convinced Penn of his skill. Mac too sold the news, not the paper. He took mediocre headlines and transformed them into life-altering questions that needed to be answered, could only be answered, by the paper in his hand. Mac transformed words into ideas and ideas into possibility. Penn could see the effect his words had on people’s faces, as their eyes lit with curiosity and their mouths pursed in wonder. Even those who chose not to buy a paper from Mac were changed, simply by being near him.
			

			
				Penn felt her own mind waking and would have resented him for it, except she admired his skill too much.
			

			
				“Learn from him,” Joe would say. “Learn everything he has to teach you. And then use it against him.”
			

			
				So she did.
			

			
				 
			

		



			
				Chapter 22
			

			
				 
			

			
				Since Penn had spent most of her life invisible, and since she had used her invisibility to become a rather good thief, she thought she should be better at finding Mac’s spy. But it took her almost two full weeks of selling before she located his lookout, and another two days of observation to follow his movements. Now she knew his pattern.
			

			
				Instinctively, Penn wanted to out Mac’s spy the second she recognized him. It was Landon. The same newsboy who had stolen her money and called it retribution. Who followed Mac around the club with his rope suspenders like a second shadow or a devoted puppy. But she fought her instincts, clenching her teeth so hard her cheeks hurt, using the pain to distract her from her anger, because like pennies in her cap, anger could also get her into trouble.
			

			
				“You hit like a girl,” Fin said one morning during their sparring practice.
			

			
				Penn dropped her fists and stood up straight and defenseless, worried that Fin had discovered her secret like Eva. Fin took advantage of her reaction to punch her squarely in the chest, knocking her flat on her back and bringing her to her senses. He had meant it as an insult.
			

			
				“I’m surprised you’re not crying,” he laughed, reaching down to help Penn up, whose fear had transformed into fury. She yanked on his hand, pulling him down and twisting so she could sit on top of him and pummel his side, his back, his face, every surface she had access to, unaware of what she was yelling, only that every frustration she had felt since landing in 1915 was coming out of her mouth in rage.
			

			
				Fin was right. She did hit like a girl, because she was a girl. And right now, she was an undertrained girl attacking a highly trained and much stronger boy in a fight that had finally turned serious.
			

			
				“Get off me,” Fin roared, using a backward sweep of his elbow to knock Penn off his side, which caught her jaw and snapped her head back, instantly calming her down.
			

			
				“What’s your problem?” Fin shouted at her, brushing off his shirt, as though her entire outburst could be reduced to a few specks of dust. He turned to Joe, who had been leaning against the wall the entire time, his arms folded across his chest, looking bored. “This is too crazy. I’m done here,” Fin said, holding up his hands while backing away. He climbed the rickety wooden staircase two at a time, leaving Penn to sulk on the floor.
			

			
				Now that the heat of her anger was largely spent, Penn felt embarrassed by her outburst and horrified by how close she had come to her own betrayal.
			

			
				Joe walked toward Penn and stood over her head. “Anger can be excellent motivation, Penn. It is a source of inexhaustible power. But only if you know how to use it.” He dropped into a crouch and lifted Penn’s chin, so she was forced to look him in the eye. “The most powerful anger is not hot or reactive. Hot anger burns quickly, then goes out. It creates more problems than it solves. No, the most powerful anger is cold and premeditated. Like ice, it can keep indefinitely and kill everything in its path. It is invisible. It takes its victims entirely unaware. Sneaks up on them when they’re sleeping. Hold onto your anger, Penn. Wait for it to grow cold.”
			

			
				An involuntary shiver traveled through Penn, and she remembered again why deep down she would always be scared of Joe. She had been allowing herself to grow too comfortable in his presence. But that didn’t mean she didn’t regard everything he said as holy scripture. If anything, a healthy dose of fear made Joe seem even more godlike—a divine father who was cruel and distant and perfect. Who wouldn’t intervene, except in exceptional circumstances, and sometimes not even then. But who wouldn’t leave. A father who would never leave.
			

			
				So when Penn discovered that Landon was Mac’s spy, she forced herself to swallow her anger, or at least bite down on it, until she could think rationally and realize that he could be used to her advantage, but only if she continued to feign ignorance. If Mac knew Landon had been spotted, he would send a new spy. And it might take Penn too long to find his replacement. She had less than two weeks left to win her bet.
			

			
				 
			

		



			
				Chapter 23
			

			
				 
			

			
				Knowing her every move was watched, Penn decided to use Eva’s daily visit to paint a picture of a teenager too much in love to think about selling papers, let alone win a bet against the most celebrated newsboy Boston had ever seen. And Eva was more than happy to play along, viewing Penn’s very existence as the greatest joke ever played on the world. And she only knew the half of it. At night, Penn would only need to hear the whispered rumors of Eva’s affections—two apples, a flower pressed into a bookmark, a handkerchief embroidered with her initials in pink thread—to realize that the newsboys now viewed her existence as a joke too.
			

			
				But the joke was on them. And it kept growing, getting bigger and more elaborate. Penn had even met Eva’s family and was now visiting their store on a regular basis. It started the day Eva gave her a poem she had copied out of one of Will’s textbooks. Making sure Landon was watching, Penn made a big deal of holding it to her heart and thanking Eva before even glancing at the words on the page.
			

			
				“Oh! I know this poem!” Penn said, her enthusiasm becoming real once she recognized the familiar rhythms of Emily Dickenson’s poetry. “It’s like discovering an old friend,” she told Eva with genuine excitement. Penn was taken aback by how much she meant it. Most of Penn’s daily existence, what she had known as reality, had disappeared completely because it hadn’t been invented yet. But even in 1915 Emily Dickenson’s poems existed. Penn clutched the paper to her chest again, holding onto it like a lifeline, and smiled, thanking her with a sincerity even Eva knew was real.
			

			
				Eva smiled back. “I think it’s time you met my brother, Will,” she said. Without waiting to see if Penn would protest, Eva grabbed her hand and pulled her away from her corner. It didn’t matter, though. She had already sold her last paper.
			

			
				It took less than five minutes to walk to Brannan & Co, Eva’s family’s store. Penn immediately noticed the baskets of peaches and pints of strawberries piled on the stand outside the shop window, protected from sun and rain by a green and white striped awning. To the left of the glass door, which jostled a golden bell when opened, stood a paper bag full of loaves of differently shaped bread, whose comforting aroma scented the entire store, making the clean, well-lit aisles full of canned foods, sacs of grain, and other assorted sundries feel welcoming.
			

			
				And for Eva, it was.
			

			
				“Hello, Papa,” Eva said, walking over to an older man with round glasses and a trimmed beard speckled with white. He was wearing a long white apron over a button-down shirt and tie and trousers. Eva kissed his cheek and turned to introduce Penn.
			

			
				“This is the newsboy I was talking about. His name is Penn,” she said, stressing the word “boy” enough to tease Penn, but not so much that her father would notice.
			

			
				“Pleased to meet you, sir,” Penn said, shaking his hand, hoping he couldn’t feel the trembling in her own.
			

			
				“I hear you’re making quite a stir over on Milk Street,” he said, with a slight lilt to his voice. He frowned, studying Penn as though trying to determine her real intentions towards his daughter. Fortunately, Penn had no real intentions, which Eva’s father must have realized because the frown turned into a smile almost identical to Eva’s. “Takes a sharp mind to see the truth in what those snakes are writing.”
			

			
				“Papa doesn’t like journalists,” Eva explained when she noticed the confused look on Penn’s face. “Ever since the store got robbed and nobody took his story seriously.”
			

			
				“I went to five papers with my story. But nobody wanted it.”
			

			
				“That’s not true,” Eva interrupted. “Mr. Sullivan listened to you.”
			

			
				“He was still a fledgling reporter then. Nobody took him seriously either. His story didn’t appear until page ten. But you can bet they take him seriously now.”
			

			
				“The thief got away,” Eva said. Penn cringed slightly at the word thief. “But Papa thought if the papers printed his story, he would eventually get caught.”
			

			
				“Or at the very least, other shopkeepers could have protected themselves.” Mr. Brannan’s voice rose in anger, which made Penn nervous, but Eva remained unfazed. “That weasel struck three more times before anyone took us seriously!” he cried out, raising his fist in the air. “But by then, he had disappeared like a bat out of hell, and it was too late for those lazy pigs to do anything,” he laughed bitterly.
			

			
				“My father likes animal metaphors,” a voice said behind Penn. She turned around to find a boy with brown hair and brown eyes. He was around Mac’s age and height, but without Mac’s arrogance or beauty, except for his smile, which lit up his face and implied an intelligent, witty humor.
			

			
				“Penn, this is Will,” Eva said, her voice monotone, but her eyes, which only Penn could see, twinkled mischievously.
			

			
				Penn ignored Eva. “Hi, Will,” she said, not knowing if she should shake his hand or not. She chose not. “I’ve heard a lot about you.”
			

			
				“Because Eva talks too much,” he said.
			

			
				Eva punched his arm playfully. “Do not.”
			

			
				Will grabbed her fist and pulled her into a half-hug, squeezing her shoulders affectionately. “The only time Eva stops talking is when she’s sleeping, and sometimes not even then,” he laughed, and Penn became instantly aware that she did not belong in that store with its green and white awning and its smell of fresh bread and its family who loved each other well enough to know each other’s weaknesses and forgive them. Or perhaps love each other better because of them.
			

			
				Plus she too was a thief.
			

			
				“I should go,” Penn said quickly, suddenly anxious to leave. “I have to get back to work. It was nice to meet you Mr. Brannan. Will. See you, Eva.” Her words, like her feet, stumbled over each other in haste as she backed towards the door, which jangled open just as she was turning to exit, causing her to bump the shoulder of the man who stepped inside.
			

			
				“Mr. Sullivan!” Eva cried, fawning like the girls in Penn’s biology class when their student teacher walked in the room. “We were just talking about you.”
			

			
				“Well, well, well. Look at what the cat dragged in,” Eva’s father said. Penn got the feeling that this was a play and the lines were scripted. One that was performed daily. Then she got a look at the reporter.
			

			
				“I know you!” Penn exclaimed, unable to help herself. “You’re the guy who gave me advice outside The Post.”
			

			
				“Advice I hear you’ve been taking,” he replied with a wink, before turning back to Eva’s father and resuming the lines of a play in which Penn had no part. So she quietly slipped back into the cold familiarity of a crowded street, where anonymity could protect her from disappointment.
			

			
				 
			

		



			
				Chapter 24
			

			
				 
			

			
				Despite her many misgivings, Penn found herself making excuses to return to the Brannans’ store so she could talk to Eva. At the very least, her visits kept the newsboys’ tongues wagging, because a lovesick newsboy was an ineffective newsboy and no threat to anyone. Only sometimes Eva wasn’t home.
			

			
				“Hi, Penn,” Will said one afternoon when she opened the door. He looked up from the book he was reading, sitting behind the counter next to an old-fashioned cash register with metal buttons and a giant brass lever sticking out of the right side that opened the cash drawer. It looked ancient. It was probably brand new. Will resumed reading, but added a second later, “Eva’s not here. She went with our mother to visit the Smithsons.”
			

			
				“But Eva doesn’t like the Smithsons.” Most of Eva’s recent conversation consisted of her complaining about Thaddeous Smithson, the most boring young man in all of Boston, whom Eva’s mother was insisting she marry.
			

			
				Will looked up from his book again and smiled. “I know. It’s gloriously funny because Mother would never really force Eva to marry him. Not for a few years anyway.”
			

			
				Penn returned his smile with a shy one of her own. Even though living with Joe and Mac had forced her to get over her fear of talking to boys, or people in general for that matter, she still wasn’t confident in her ability to make prolonged conversation. But she didn’t have to pick up her next bundle for at least another hour.
			

			
				“What are you reading?” she asked, leaning on the counter, trying to get a look at the title. Although there was a library at the club, Penn wasn’t brave enough to borrow anything. She missed reading. Back home, she would read at least two books a week. Usually more.
			

			
				“Ethan Frome.”
			

			
				“I know it!” She’d read the book for her school’s summer reading program. Although Will’s copy looked old fashioned—the hardcover wrapped in book cloth, the spine bound with thread—the words would be the same. “I thought…” but before she could finish her sentence, the bell rang behind her. She glanced over her shoulder to see Mr. Sullivan coming in.
			

			
				“Hello Mr. Sullivan,” Will said. “Father is out today. Can I get you anything?”
			

			
				“Oh, just the usual. But don’t get up. I can find it.”
			

			
				“Let me know if you need any help,” Will said, turning back to Penn. He seemed as eager to discuss Ethan Frome as she was. “You thought what?”
			

			
				“It’s just some people think Edith Wharton was using the story to show what happens when you, um, act immorally,” she finished lamely, unsure of what words teenagers used in 1915 to talk about sex.
			

			
				Will nodded, unfazed. “That’s what my teacher said—that Wharton was warning readers against following their own rules.”
			

			
				“But that can’t be true,” Penn said. “If anything, Wharton was saying we should follow our hearts. Ethan was too worried about doing the right thing, always taking care of his parents and his wife, and she wasn’t even sick! He never did anything for himself, his whole life. But if he would have just taken the money and run away with Mattie, the accident would have never happened.” Penn heard the enthusiasm in her voice and tried not to blush.
			

			
				“I totally agree,” Will said, ignoring Penn’s embarrassment. Or maybe he hadn’t noticed. “But doesn’t that mean the decision to suicide was cowardly?”
			

			
				“Maybe, if the suicide had been Ethan’s idea. But Mattie had no choice. Suicide was her only way of getting what she wanted,” Penn said.
			

			
				“You mean because she was poor?” Will asked.
			

			
				“No. Because she was a girl,” Penn said, this time blushing for real.
			

			
				“Huh. I never thought of it that way before.” Will paused to consider Penn’s idea. “It’s too bad you’re not in my class.”
			

			
				“Where do you go to school?” she asked.
			

			
				“Boston Latin.”
			

			
				“Me too!” Penn said without thinking. “I mean. I know that school. Over on Louis Pasteur?”
			

			
				Will looked at her strangely. “It’s on Warren Ave.”
			

			
				“So the new school’s not built yet?” Penn asked, confused.
			

			
				“They’re building a new school?” Will asked back, equally confused
			

			
				Too late, Penn realized her mistake and tried to shrug nonchalantly. She had gotten pretty good about separating the future from the present, but she’d really messed up this time. Her school was old, but apparently not that old. And now that she was thinking about it, she remembered it didn’t admit girls until 1972. Good thing Will thought she was a boy. “I think so,” she said. “Eventually. I must have seen the announcement in The Post.”
			

			
				“What did you see in The Post?” Mr. Sullivan asked, setting his purchases next to the register for Will to ring up.
			

			
				“Nothing,” Penn said at the same time Will answered, “About Boston Latin’s new school building.”
			

			
				“Really?” Mr. Sullivan asked, genuinely surprised. “It hasn’t been in The Post. I only found out today. It was supposed to be an exclusive.” He frowned at Penn, and suddenly she got the feeling that like Joe and Mac, Mr. Sullivan’s kindness had its limits.
			

			
				Trapped by her own mistake, Penn looked around the store trying to find something, anything, she could use to change the topic of conversation. But it was what she didn’t find that inspired her.
			

			
				“Where do you keep your newspapers?” she asked.
			

			
				Will shook his head. “We don’t have any papers. You heard how my father feels about journalists.”
			

			
				“It’s a good idea, though,” Mr. Sullivan said, letting himself be distracted. “You’re far enough from Penn’s corner not to affect her business, and The Post could use more sales in this part of town.”
			

			
				“How would we get them? Father’s opening the shop, I’m leaving for school, and Eva can’t do it.”
			

			
				“I’ll do it,” Penn said, getting excited by the idea. It was the perfect way to sell more papers without Mac ever knowing, but she had to make sure Landon never noticed her dropping them off. He’d probably think it was cheating. “We could start with fifty papers. I’ll pay for them up front so there’s no loss to your father and you can keep half the profits. You wouldn’t have to do anything, except ring them up.”
			

			
				Will nodded. “It makes sense. But I should check with my father first.”
			

			
				“He’ll do it,” Mr. Sullivan said with the certainty of an old friend. “He’s too smart to let old grudges stand in the way of good business. I bet you’ll sell a hundred papers easily. Maybe even two.”
			

			
				Penn quickly did the math in her head. One hundred extra papers would mean she would meet Mac’s daily average. Two hundred would put her ahead in the daily calculations, and maybe even help her break even in the monthly total.
			

			
				The clock behind the counter chimed five o’clock. Penn realized she was late getting back to The Post for her evening shift and smiled. Yet another failure for Landon to report. If her newest plan worked, she would be late for almost every shift. Maybe Mac would get overconfident. Maybe she could actually win.
			

			
				“Tell your father I’ll come by with the bundle around six fifteen,” she said to Will. She was no longer surprised by the hours people kept in 1915. When there was sunlight, there was movement. “And tell Eva I said hi.”
			

			
				On her way home from selling that night, Penn used some of her earnings to buy a wind-up alarm clock from the variety store on Chauncy Street. There was no way she could wake up before the other newsboys without it, and the only way her plan would work was if she was already at The Post when it opened.
			

			
				“Well aren’t we early today,” Mulligan asked the following morning, his ever-present cigar, which Penn believed might actually be stuck in his mouth, bouncing up and down with the question. He slid Penn’s usual bundle of 250 papers across the counter.
			

			
				“I only need a hundred,” Penn said, handing over fifty cents and taking only half the bundle.
			

			
				“I heard you were slacking, but I didn’t believe the rumors. You always get your 250.”
			

			
				“Oh, I’ll be back for my regular bundle, but I’m trying something new today. Don’t tell anyone.”
			

			
				Mulligan shrugged. “Whatever steams you up, kid.”
			

			
				“Thanks,” Penn said. “Please don’t tell anyone.”
			

			
				“Yeah. Yeah.” Mulligan dismissed her with a wave of his hand, and Penn disappeared around the back of the building, hoping nobody would see her.
			

			
				Nobody except Mr. Sullivan.
			

			
				He stepped out from a locked doorway, making Penn almost drop her papers in a pile of horse manure.
			

			
				“Don’t you ever sleep?” Penn asked, a little rudely because she was still jumpy.
			

			
				“As a matter of fact, I don’t. I could ask you the same question.”
			

			
				“Gotta make a living,” Penn said. She turned to leave, not wanting to waste any time.
			

			
				Mr. Sullivan fell into step alongside Penn. “I checked with all the papers. Nobody knew of the BLS move.” He grabbed her arm and turned her so she faced him. Surprised, she almost dropped her bundle a second time. “How did you find out? I’ve seen you, Penn. You know things. You sell papers because you give people a hint of what’s to come.”
			

			
				“I don’t know what you’re talking about, Mr. Sullivan,” Penn lied.
			

			
				“Yes you do,” Mr. Sullivan said, tightening his grip on Penn’s arm and giving her what would most likely become a bruise. “We all have to make a living, Penn. Right now, yours is threatening mine.”
			

			
				“Because I sell your papers and make you lots of money?” she asked warily, yanking her arm out of Mr. Sullivan’s grip. He was making her nervous. “That makes a lot of sense.”
			

			
				He let her go, but pointed at her as she backed away. “I’m not going to forget about this, Penn. I’m not going to let you forget about it either.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				.     .     .     .     .
			

			
				 
			

			
				To say that Penn doubled her earnings would be an exaggeration, but not by much. Selling papers at Eva’s store had added another three hundred papers to her daily total since afternoon sales of the Evening Post tended to be rather weak. But her number of trips to the distribution window had doubled, as had her interactions with Will, who opened the door to her on that first morning.
			

			
				“Will! I thought you would already be on your way to school,” Penn said, grateful for the normalcy of his smile after her strange encounter with Mr. Sullivan.
			

			
				“So did I. But I realized that if I take the El, I can leave a little later and still get to school on time.”
“Does this mean you would rather get the bundle?” Penn asked, hoping he’d say no. It would be hard to justify keeping half the profits and all the credit if she wasn’t involved somehow.
			

			
				Will looked equally disappointed. “Oh, I don’t think I have time for all that. I just thought it would be better if I helped out some.”
			

			
				“Didn’t you tell your father about our idea?” Penn asked, suddenly suspicious. Will was acting weird. Not quite looking her in the eye.
			

			
				“No, I told him. Mr. Sullivan was right. He thinks it’s a great idea.”
			

			
				“So is there some other problem?” Penn asked.
			

			
				“No,” Will said quickly. “It’s just that, you see, well, not everyone likes talking about books.”
			

			
				Penn’s smile lit her entire face. She knew exactly how he felt. Well, maybe not exactly, since he thought he was talking to a boy, and Penn was increasingly aware that she wasn’t one and he was. But even so, Will wanted to talk to her. Hear what she had to say. It was how she imagined her friendship with Kai would be. Afraid of ruining the moment, she simply dumped the bundle in his outstretched arms and ran off, calling over her shoulder as she left. “I’ll be back with the evening papers around four thirty.”
			

			
				When she returned that afternoon, she was bummed to learn that Will wasn’t there. But he had given Eva a book to pass along to Penn. Kafka’s Metamorphosis. There was a note stuck inside.
			

			
				“Bet you’ve never seen anything like this.”
			

			
				 
			

		



			
				Chapter 25
			

			
				 
			

			
				In addition to growing her profits, and her friendships with Eva and Will, Penn was also growing stronger. Literally. The distance from The Post’s distribution window to her corner wasn’t unreasonable, but eight trips a day of any distance was significant, especially for Penn, who had never been allowed any form of strenuous physical activity. Always skinny, now her calves were as hard as rock, the outlines of her muscles etched in her limbs, making her look if not boyish, at least less feminine. And if it weren’t for the gentle clicking that accompanied Penn everywhere she went, she could almost pretend she had a normal heart.
			

			
				Her punches were becoming stronger too. Lifting and transporting hundreds of newspapers per day made for an impressive upper body strength that came on so gradually, Penn hadn’t noticed. At least not until Joe did.
			

			
				“You’re late,” he said one morning as Penn slammed open the basement door and jumped down the wooden steps, out of breath. “Again.”
			

			
				“I’m still getting used to making two trips,” Penn said between gulps of water from one of the glass bottles Joe left in the basement.
			

			
				“Maybe we should start later, say ten thirty?” Joe asked. He looked at Fin, who was sitting on the ground leaning against the basement wall, resting one arm on his bent knee, the other leg extended.
			

			
				Fin shrugged.
			

			
				“And we train until half past noon.”
			

			
				Penn spit out her mouthful of water. “But that’s twice as long.”
			

			
				Joe smiled at Finn. “Penn can do math.”
			

			
				“I’ll never make it. I’m already exhausted. You see how many mistakes I’ve been making. I can barely keep my eyes open.”
			

			
				“Which is why we need to push you harder.”
			

			
				“What is this ‘we’?” Penn complained, her anger making her bold and perhaps foolish. “You don’t do anything, Joe, but sit there, frowning, like everything I’m doing is wrong.”
			

			
				“Not everything.”
			

			
				“What good is training if I’m too tired to move? How is that effective?”
			

			
				“Effective?” Fin sniggered, clearly enjoying himself. “You’re talking like Gus.”
			

			
				But Joe had already lost his patience. “Two things,” he held up two fingers, “and then this conversation is over.” His voice became flat and steely, warning Penn not to talk back. She had already gone too far. “One, we start knife training,” he waited a minute to see if Penn would argue. She almost did. She didn’t want to train with knives. But she valued her life too much to say anything. “You too, Fin, although that cuts into your lunch time.”
			

			
				Fins eyes lit up like a little kid in a candy store. “No problem. No problem,” he repeated quickly, as though afraid Joe would change his mind.
			

			
				“Two,” Joe turned back to Penn, “We train when we’re tired because we make mistakes when we’re tired and get into trouble when we’re tired. You’re headed for trouble, Penn. In fact, you’re already there.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				.     .     .     .     .
			

			
				 
			

			
				It took a while, but Penn soon adapted to her new schedule, if collapsing onto her bed every night with her clothes still on and not moving until her alarm sounded early the next morning counts as adapting. She hadn’t made a single friend in the club; even Little Frank was avoiding her now, but she was too tired to care. She really only needed the club for her shower, which she took first thing in the morning when everyone else was asleep, and her evening meal, which she ate alone in her room.
			

			
				By the end of her third week as a newsboy, Penn was feeling rather satisfied with herself, almost confident, until she walked into Joe’s basement one morning and saw Jimmy warming up. All six feet of him.
			

			
				“Today you’re going to fight an unknown quantity,” Joe explained.
			

			
				Penn tried to keep the anxiety churning in her gut from boiling over. Her face was a mask of indifference. “Couldn’t you have chosen a smaller quantity?” she asked, glancing again at Jimmy and making Joe laugh even though she had been completely serious. Hearing the surprisingly deep timbre of his laughter, Penn realized it had been a long time since she had seen Joe laugh, which felt like a small victory, and probably her only one considering all the rumors she had heard about Jimmy.
			

			
				“Hi, Penn,” Jimmy said. “Long time.”
			

			
				“Not that long.”
			

			
				Jimmy took off his shirt, revealing a stomach full of taught muscle marred by purple scarring so violent, Penn had to deliberately slow her breathing to keep calm. Unconsciously, she reached up to touch her own scar. She wondered what Joe would say if he saw her scar. She doubted anyone in 1915 even had open-heart surgery, let alone survived.
			

			
				Penn rolled up her sleeves, trying not to stare at Jimmy’s chest, which rippled as powerfully as a hero’s in a comic book or on the cover of a romance novel. The kind of chest most girls at her school would be attracted to even with the purple scarring. But Penn was too terrified of Jimmy to be attracted to him.
			

			
				“Next time you start a secret club, I want in,” he said casually, as though they were back at Joe’s eating oatmeal.
			

			
				“I didn’t start anything.”
			

			
				“Like hell you didn’t.” Jimmy moved onto the patch of stone floor that had become their sparring mat.
			

			
				Penn stepped in front of him, nodding to signal that their match had begun. She expected Jimmy to fight like Fin and circle her a few times before striking, but Jimmy simply struck out with his fist. Once she realized what was happening, she tried to move out of his way, but she was too slow, and Jimmy caught her in the jaw, snapping her head to the left. The right side of her face felt like it was on fire. If she hadn’t moved at all, he might have knocked her unconscious.
			

			
				Still, Penn expected Jimmy to step back as Fin had always done, and allow her to take stock of her injuries and prepare for the next round like in a boxing match, but no bell sounded. Instead, Jimmy swung his other fist, which Penn barely blocked, then he cut across Penn’s body with the first hand, hitting her squarely in the shoulder, sending a flash of pain down her arm and rendering it temporarily useless. Penn looked at Joe, expecting him to call a truce and stop the bout so they could talk through her mistakes, but he didn’t move.
			

			
				Jimmy did, though. He took advantage of her inattention to punch her again, this time in the chest, and despite struggling to breathe, Penn laughed inwardly at the irony of being discovered as a girl during a fistfight. But she couldn’t afford any more distractions. If she wanted to survive her fight with Jimmy, she shouldn’t think at all.
			

			
				Jimmy seemed to sense that something about the fight had changed, so he too became more focused in his movements. Penn let her mind empty of all thoughts and simply watched him, mentally slowing time, so she could anticipate his punches and dance out of their path, waiting for an opening to strike.
			

			
				When it came, her first instinct was not to kick with all her strength. She genuinely admired Jimmy, not with idol worship like the rest of Joe’s boys, but with a sincere appreciation for his intelligence, his quiet strength, and his kindness. He sat next to her in the dining room, a gesture she appreciated even more now that she was with the newsboys. He lent her corners and answered all her annoying questions. He helped her gain her freedom. She felt only gratitude toward Jimmy. Why would she hurt him? The scars on his body proved he’d already been hurt enough. Too much. But Joe could tell she was holding back.
			

			
				“Stop prancing around like a sissy and hit him, Penn,” Joe yelled. You cannot have sympathy for your opponent. You’ll die. It doesn’t matter who they are. Anyone can betray you.”
			

			
				“But not you, Joe,” Fin said from the sidelines. “You wouldn’t betray us.” He did not phrase it as a question.
			

			
				“Anyone,” Joe repeated.
			

			
				Jimmy landed another punch in Penn’s ribs, making her moan unintentionally. With his other fist, he hit her lip, which split open, dripping blood onto her shirt. Penn considered falling to the ground and accepting defeat but immediately rejected the idea. She had no guarantee Joe would stop the match. He might even let her die. Maybe that’s what he was trying to tell her.
			

			
				Sweat dripped in her eyes, making it hard to see, and the taste of blood in her mouth increased her panic. If she didn’t rinse out her mouth soon, it wouldn’t matter whether or not Jimmy killed her, because a heart infection would. Penn waited until her next opening and smashed the side of Jimmy’s knee with her foot as hard as she could, knocking herself off balance with the impact.
			

			
				Jimmy screamed loudly as he went down, which shocked Penn as much as his falling, since she never believed she could actually hurt someone, let alone someone older and taller and much stronger than her. He rolled onto his side and clutched his knee to his chest.
			

			
				Penn ran to his side, tears streaming down her face, mixing with the blood on her shirt. “I’m sorry, Jimmy. I’m sorry. I didn’t mean it,” she said over and over, not caring who saw her cry.
			

			
				To her surprise, Jimmy rolled onto his back and burst out laughing. “You are something else, Penn.”
			

			
				“Go get some ice,” Joe said to Fin. “There’s a block in the cellar. Break off two pieces.” He turned to Jimmy. “I told you, no faces.”
			

			
				Penn remembered what Fin said about Joe and faces and wiped her mouth on her sleeve. The shirt was already ruined. She would have to get a new one.
			

			
				Joe must have been reading her mind. “I’ve got an extra shirt,” he said. “When Fin gets back, he can get it.”
			

			
				“I can get it myself,” Penn said, wary of incurring too many favors.
			

			
				“You can stay where you are.”
			

			
				Fin came back with two chunks of ice wrapped in dishtowels. He handed one to Jimmy, who sat up and leaned against the wall, putting his injured leg out straight and laying the ice on his knee. Fin held out the second towel to Penn, but Joe intercepted it, holding it up to Penn’s lip himself.
			

			
				He turned to look at Fin. “There’s an extra shirt in the linen cupboard that should fit Penn. Go get it.”
			

			
				Fin frowned. “What about Jimmy? Why doesn’t he get a free shirt?”
			

			
				“He took his shirt off. It didn’t get bloody.”
			

			
				“So because Penn’s a prude, he gets a new shirt for free?” Fin asked.
			

			
				“I’ll pay for the shirt, Fin,” Penn said, taking the ice from Joe’s hand. “I was going to buy a new shirt anyway.”
			

			
				Joe looked at Fin. “You finished?” he asked, his voice threatening but calm, and Penn felt the shock on Fin’s face mirrored on her own. She had never heard Joe speak to Fin that way before, probably because he had never had reason to. If Joe asked Fin to walk naked through the Common in the middle of a Nor’easter, he would do it.
			

			
				Fin ran up the stairs without responding, but when he reached the top, he looked over his shoulder at Penn. Joe was holding her chin, inspecting the cut on her lip. Fin’s eyes narrowed, and he shook his head, and Penn wondered if she had unintentionally made yet another enemy. But when Fin returned with the shirt, all traces of resentment were gone.
			

			
				“You kicked Jimmy’s butt, Penn,” he said. “Nobody kicks Jimmy’s butt.”
			

			
				Penn smiled, even though it made her lip start bleeding again. She was relieved to hear the admiration in Fin’s voice. He wasn’t angry with her. “It’s because I have a wicked good trainer,” she said.
			

			
				Fin looked puzzled. “Wicked good?”
			

			
				“Wicked nothing. I was kicking your butt,” Jimmy volunteered from his spot on the floor. “Penn just got lucky. A lucky Penny.”
			

			
				Penn’s stomach felt like it had been punched all over again. Her father was the only person who had ever called her Penny. It was a name she both loved and hated. She shook her head. “I don’t believe in luck.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				.     .     .     .     .
			

			
				 
			

			
				“What are you doing tomorrow?” Fin asked Penn after she changed her shirt beneath the wooden staircase so nobody would see her scar, or anything else for that matter. Not that they were looking.
			

			
				“I’m working.”
			

			
				“But it’s Sunday,” Fin said. “Nobody works on Sunday.”
			

			
				Penn’s eyes grew wide. “I forgot all about Sundays,” she said. Papers came out every day, and although she sometimes noticed when stores were closed, it didn’t seem to affect her sales that much.
			

			
				“Want to come with me to the Swan Boats?” Fin asked.
			

			
				“I told you, I’m not lifting anymore.”
			

			
				Fin rolled his eyes. “I know that. I’m not lifting either. It’s too risky. Too many unknowns.”
			

			
				“So why go?”
			

			
				“It’s called fun, Penn. Or does fun not exist where you come from?” Fin asked, reminding her he didn’t believe her story, or lack of story.
			

			
				She made a quick decision. “Okay. Yeah. Okay,” she said, growing more excited about the idea the more she thought about it.
			

			
				Fin smiled big, revealing his chipped tooth, and Penn realized that he too could be charming when he wanted to be. “Bring some coin,” he said. “Sometimes there’s an old guy selling Italian ice.”
			

			
				 
			

		



			
				Chapter 26
			

			
				 
			

			
				Penn had ridden the Swan Boats in the Public Garden numerous times. It was super easy to blend into a family or a school group or to jump the lines when nobody was looking. And on the surface, the Swan Boats in 1915 were almost identical to the Swan Boats in 2019—the wooden boat landing with its low roof, the teenage boy wearing the striped red vest standing on the dock to sell tickets. The boats themselves were headed by giant swans with a bicycle hidden inside bodies that rotated the paddles below and propelled the boats forward with their dozen or so benches in a gentle, struggling motion. If Penn refused to notice the clothes people wore or the dates on the coins they paid with, she could believe herself back in 2019. But she had never ridden the boats with a friend before, and the difference, although simple, was profound. Friendship changed everything.
			

			
				“Fin,” Penn tried to whisper out of the side of her mouth like she imagined a spy would, but she couldn’t manage it without laughing. They had been laughing all morning. “O’Belly’s standing under the willow tree looking at us.” His extravagant suit, wider than it was tall, and the sunlight reflecting flashes of light off his gold-tipped cane made him immediately recognizable. “He must be hot.”
			

			
				Fin’s tone was almost mocking. “You’re just noticing him now?” he asked.
			

			
				“How long has he been there?”
			

			
				“Since before we arrived.”
			

			
				“Is he following us?”
			

			
				Now Fin was definitely mocking her. “You might be the apple of Joe’s eye, but the entire world doesn’t revolve around you.”
			

			
				“You mean he’s not looking at us?” she asked. She could have sworn he recognized her, and maybe even winked.
			

			
				“Of course he’s looking at us,” Fin said. “He looks at every kid who comes to ride the boats.”
			

			
				Penn was horrified. “But it’s not a school day, and besides, it’s summer.”
			

			
				“Oh, he doesn’t work as a truant officer on Sundays. Nights and weekends he moonlights for the orphanage.”
			

			
				Now Penn was confused. “The orphanage? How does that work? Kids either have parents or they don’t.”
			

			
				Fin shook his head. “It’s never that simple, Penn, but it must be nice to believe in a world that is.”
			

			
				“How is it not that simple?”
			

			
				They advanced a step in line, which snaked now in the other direction and Penn had to turn her head to see O’Belly, who was chewing tobacco like a cow chewing its cud. He spat a stream of black juice on the tree trunk. Penn shivered involuntarily.
			

			
				“Poor families, big families, can be convinced to sell their children to make life more bearable for the ones left behind. Others give their children away for free. One less mouth to feed.”
			

			
				“That doesn’t make any sense. How can an orphanage make enough money to feed the kids it already has, let alone pay O’Belly to find more?”
			

			
				“You’re assuming the kids eat.”
			

			
				“You know what I meant.”
			

			
				“Not everyone feeds us like Joe,” Fin insisted.
			

			
				“I get it. I do. But what’s in it for O’Belly?” Penn asked, trying to understand.
			

			
				“The orphanages hire out the kids to the factories and mills and keep the profits. Kids who’ve had parents are better workers than those that haven’t.”
			

			
				“Why?”
			

			
				“They’ve usually had more to eat,” Fin shrugged. “But not always.”
			

			
				Penn glanced at the line of people waiting their turn to board the Swan Boat, seeing them with new eyes, the way O’Belly would see them. She had only ever looked for signs of wealth before. Now she saw a patched hole in a trouser. A white shirt yellowed with sweat and age. A skirt with telltale creases in a hem that had been let out multiple times. Small differences, difficult to see, but unmistakable once she knew where to look.
			

			
				Penn noticed a little girl with frizzy red hair escaping her braids wearing shoes too big for her, her dress too short despite the dropped hem. O’Belly was noticing her too, and Penn decided she wasn’t going to let him touch her, but relaxed when she saw two older boys returning, carrying Italian ices. They gave one to the little girl, who bit into the cherry colored mountain of crushed ice and smiled, her lips stained bright red like a clown’s.
			

			
				A swan boat cycled up to the dock, and the line advanced. Their turn would be next. Penn looked at Fin, watching the crowds on the opposite bank stroll among the marble fountains. She thought back to his comment about being the apple of Joe’s eye. “Does it bother you that Joe’s training me?” she asked. It was a question she’d wanted to ask for a long time.
			

			
				“He’s training both of us.”
			

			
				“I know, but you said he hadn’t trained anyone before.”
			

			
				“Sometimes you shouldn’t ask questions when someone gives you a gift, Penn. Sometimes you should just say thank you.”
			

			
				“So you’re not angry that Joe gives me special treatment?”
			

			
				Fin frowned in an expression of both arrogance and pity. “I’m not supposed to tell you this,” he said gently, like Penn’s doctors and nurses did when they were about to give bad news. “But Joe doesn’t give anyone special treatment.”
			

			
				“What do you mean?”
			

			
				“I warned you not to tell Joe about the newsboys. There’s nobody he hates more. They’re our biggest rivals. He’ll do anything to weaken them.”
			

			
				“What do you mean rivals? Newsboys sell newspapers. They have nothing to do with Joe.”
			

			
				“They have everything to do with Joe. We work the same corners, the same targets.”
			

			
				“But they’re not…” Penn stopped mid-sentence to look around and see if anyone was listening, “thieves,” she whispered.
			

			
				“Yes they are. They earn money by selling lies so rich people can become richer and the rest of us can starve. That’s just as bad as stealing. In fact, it’s worse. Newsboys hide behind their badges because they think it makes ‘em legit. But they’ll never be legit. They’re just pawns in a game they’ll never win.”
			

			
				“You sound like Joe.”
			

			
				“Because Joe’s right.”
			

			
				“What does this have to do with my training?”
			

			
				Fin slapped his forehead in disbelief. “Do I seriously have to spell it out for you? He’s using you. He’s using you to spy on the newsboys. It’s why he’s always at our training sessions. He isn’t teaching you to fight. I am, while he listens to you complain all about Mac and your stupid bet. Joe couldn’t care less how many friends you don’t have or who’s winning in the daily count. All he cares about is protecting his work and making sure that kids nobody wants can have a home and a future.”
			

			
				Penn didn’t say anything, even though Fin was wrong about the newsboys. Mac did provide a home for those who didn’t have one. He’d even provided one for her. A legitimate one, no matter what Joe said. But Fin was right too. It finally explained why Joe was acting so nice. It made her furious to know she was being manipulated, even though she was pretty confident she hadn’t betrayed the newsboys in any meaningful way. They hated her. They wouldn’t let her play a round of gin rummy, let alone trust her with any of their secrets. Joe wouldn’t learn anything from her.
			

			
				If anyone was benefiting from this arrangement, it was Penn. Thanks to her training, she had grown stronger. She could defend herself. She could walk through the streets with her head up, a bundle of two hundred papers splayed over her arm. And if she needed to, she could fight. Now Penn no longer had to wonder where Joe’s kindness was coming from. He had no kindness. It made their relationship emotionless, one-dimensional, easier to navigate. But it left Penn feeling empty inside and slightly disoriented. Like she had lost something she cared about.
			

			
				“Come on. It’s our turn,” Fin said, jabbing her in the arm with his elbow. She forced herself to forget about Joe and sat next to Fin on the boat, which left the landing at a glacial speed, allowing her to observe the shore and the hundreds of people strolling through the garden. People who stopped to read the names of trees on the brass signs nailed to each trunk, or smell the flowers. Suddenly, she saw a face she recognized.
			

			
				“Eva!” she called out without thinking.
			

			
				Eva turned towards the sound of Penn’s voice, waiving enthusiastically once she found her.
			

			
				“Is that your girlfriend?” Fin asked.
			

			
				“Not in a hundred years.”
			

			
				“Who is that with her?” Penn had never seen Fin so interested in a girl before. “Is that her boyfriend?”
			

			
				She looked where he was pointing and felt her own insides grow queasy. Will was standing next to Eva, her arm through his.
			

			
				“That’s her brother,” Penn said, stone-faced, angry at herself for feeling anything at all. Will had no idea she was a girl, and even if he did, it’s not like he’d be attracted to her. Nobody else ever was.
			

			
				“She’s pretty,” Fin said. “Introduce me when we get off?”
			

			
				Penn nodded, but she didn’t say anything. She hadn’t really thought of Eva as pretty. Confident, self-assured, cute even, but not pretty. Penn didn’t like pretty girls. But now she tried to see Eva as a boy might. She was thin, but not scrawny. Her brown hair was braided in a thick rope that hung halfway down her back, swaying as she walked. Her skin was creamy, her cheeks rosy, her full lips red. Eva’s dress was longer than most girls’ dresses, but not yet floor length, so her black boots and white stockings were plainly visible. Penn had heard once that seeing a woman’s ankle was considered scandalous, but for the life of her, she couldn’t see much difference between Eva’s ankle and her own. Or even Fin’s.
			

			
				Penn gave up. She would never know what a boy thought of Eva because she wasn’t a boy and never would be, no matter how many pairs of knickers and suspenders she wore. All she knew was that Will would never look at her the way that Fin was looking at Eva, and that she wanted him to.
			

			
				Eva and Will were waiting for them when they docked.
			

			
				“Come. I want to show you something,” Eva said, linking her arm through Penn’s and leading her away.
			

			
				“Wait. I want you to meet my friend Fin,” Penn said, pulling on Eva’s arm so she would stop. “Eva, this is Fin. Fin, this is Eva.”
			

			
				Eva turned around and smiled at Fin, putting out her hand for him to shake. “Pleased to meet you,” she said, lowering her lashes and smiling.
			

			
				Penn frowned at the transformation in her friend. Eva had never lowered her lashes and smiled at her, but that was probably because she had always known Penn was a girl. Regardless, the effect on Fin was impressive.
			

			
				“Nice to meet you too, Eva,” he said, his voice husky, his cheeks red.
			

			
				Penn snuck a glance at Will, who was watching two girls walk by, and she began to understand why so many people came to the Public Garden on Sundays. “Hi, Will,” she said.
			

			
				“Hi, Penn,” Will replied without looking at her. “I’ve got a hanging new poem for you to read. Nobody else in my class can get through it.”
			

			
				“I’d love to read it,” Penn said, trying to make her voice sound as enthusiastic as she knew it should be. “What’s it called?”
			

			
				“The Love Song of J. Alfred Prufrock. By some guy named Eliot.”
			

			
				“I’ve heard of it, but I haven’t read it,” Penn said, no longer having to feign enthusiasm. “I’ve always wanted to read it.”
			

			
				Will finally looked at her. “You have?” he asked, confused. “But it just came out.”
			

			
				“You can talk about it later,” Eva interrupted, putting her arm back through Penn’s and pulling her away. “I’ve got something to show you. And nobody else is allowed.”
			

			
				For a brief second, Fin’s face looked as it had in the basement, but the emotion disappeared so quickly, Penn wondered if she had imagined it. She shrugged an apology at him and let Eva lead her away.
			

			
				But they didn’t go far. Only across the street to the Common, where a large demonstration was taking place. Women wearing yellow ribbons on their hats or pinned to their chests were chanting as they walked in a circle, hefting picket signs into the air.
			

			
				“For the work of a day, for the taxes we pay, for the laws we obey, we want something to say!”
			

			
				An older woman, wearing a shawl printed with tiny roses and a bright red dress decorated with buttons declaring “Votes for Women,” saw Penn and stopped marching so abruptly the protester behind her crashed into her. She kept staring at Penn, as though trying to catch her attention. But Eva succeeded first.
			

			
				“Isn’t it marvelous?” she asked, her grip on Penn’s arm growing tighter. “They’re marching for the vote. I asked Mother to let me march, but she said no because women had enough work to do without getting caught up in politics, which were full of corruption and no place for a lady. But I said we’ll never stop the corruption if we can’t choose our leaders. And she said it didn’t matter who anyone chose because all politicians were crooked. And I said that’s because all politicians were men. Then she told me to stop talking nonsense and to get on with my ironing.” Eva turned to face Penn, excitement lighting up her face. “Imagine what they could do with you if they knew you were a girl.”
			

			
				Penn gasped. “You promised Eva. You wouldn’t tell.” Having been raised in a time when women could vote, she hadn’t realized what it would feel like to have someone tell her she couldn’t. Like she had been caught doing something wrong or shameful. Penn knew what it felt like to be ignored and insignificant, but she had never before felt unclean. Part of her wanted to shed her disguise and show the crowd she was as capable as any man and that any girl could be, if given the chance.
			

			
				But the larger part of Penn, the part that wanted to stay hidden, felt guilty, like she had betrayed herself because she was afraid that she would lose her ability to act in the world once she put on a skirt. And if she was totally honest, she was afraid of how her relationships with those closest to her would change. Fin. Joe. Jimmy. Will. Even Mac. So what if Will would never look at her like Fin looked at Eva? At least she could earn enough money to eat.
			

			
				“So, this is where you two spruced off to,” Fin said, coming up from behind, frowning at Eva’s arm still linked through Penn’s. “Don’t know why a bunch of unhappy women had to be kept secret.”
			

			
				Penn spun around. “You’d be unhappy too if you were told you couldn’t vote simply because you were a boy.”
			

			
				Fin laughed. “I can’t vote because I’m a boy. You can’t either. We have to be eighteen. Don’t tell me you feel sorry for them.”
			

			
				“And you don’t?” Penn asked. She was afraid to look at Will, who had arrived with Fin. Afraid of seeing the same expression of disdain in his face. 
			

			
				Fin shrugged and looked at the protesters. “They’re just a bunch of old biddies who need a husband. They’re making a big to do over nothing.”
			

			
				“You know you’re talking about Eva,” Penn said, hoping to embarrass him, but it backfired.
			

			
				“No, I’m not. Eva will never be wanting for a husband,” he said, blushing slightly and making Eva smile.
			

			
				Penn turned to where Fin was looking. “You’re wrong,” she insisted. “It’s not for nothing.” She risked a glance at Will, wondering if he felt the same way as Fin, but instead found a thoughtful expression on his face. And Penn felt her heart with its mechanical valve skip a beat in spite of itself.
			

			
				 
			

		



			
				Chapter 27
			

			
				 
			

			
				Monday morning started as it always did. Mulligan had become as used to Penn’s routine as she had, prepping her bundles in advance, which allowed them to talk about things other than papers during their brief exchanges.
			

			
				“You hear about the Sox game?” he asked, tossing her second bundle onto the counter with a loud thump.
			

			
				“Down five to three in the bottom of the ninth, then Cady gets a home run and knocks Barry and Scott in, clinching the game. I read it in the paper same as you.”
			

			
				“Who says I wasn’t there?”
			

			
				“Because you’re always here.”
			

			
				“Not always. Got me some tickets for next Saturday.”
			

			
				“For serious?” Penn asked, genuinely excited for him. The Sox were going to win the series this year, only nobody except for her knew it yet.
			

			
				Mulligan got suddenly shy. “I’m taking the missus. She knows the game better than any man. Can calculate a batting average faster than most people can spell their own name.”
			

			
				Remembering the previous day’s demonstration, Penn wondered what Mulligan thought of the suffrage movement, but she didn’t dare ask him. Their brief conversations hadn’t evolved past polite, and in Boston, 1915 or otherwise, politics were only considered polite if you were complaining.
			

			
				“Make sure to tell me all about it,” Penn said. She hefted the papers onto her shoulder for the second time that morning, no longer needing to grunt as she did so.
			

			
				When she arrived at her corner, everything looked normal. Business as usual. Even Landon, who must have been costing Mac a lot of papers, was slouching in his usual corner eating a slice of pie.
			

			
				Penn took a moment to glance at the morning’s headlines, choosing the story she could sell best. Women’s Suffrage Parade Takes Over Boston Common. She sold her first fifty papers within the first fifteen minutes like she always did. Like she had become part of her customer’s daily routine, and they were waiting for her. And then something unusual happened.
			

			
				First, Landon disappeared. Penn didn’t notice right away, so she didn’t see where he went. But she simply shrugged it off and resumed selling, thrusting one arm in the air, holding a newspaper for all the passersby to see. “Suffragettes march for the vote,” she shouted. “Will women finally be given their constitutional rights?” Another fifteen or so papers were draped over her other arm for quick retrieval, leaving her hand free to exchange money. It was this arm that was thrust behind her back, sending her armful of papers into the street.
			

			
				“What the? Stop! Who?” Penn shouted, confused by what was happening. She couldn’t even see her attacker, who must have grabbed her hand while walking by and twisted it behind her back, strangling her neck with his free arm.
			

			
				Once the initial shock had worn off, Penn remembered her training. She stomped on the instep of the person behind her, causing him to release her hand and stumble backward. But he recovered quickly and began running. She gave chase, but a middle-aged man got in her way, accidentally tripping her with his cane and sending her sprawling face first on the ground.
			

			
				Or maybe not so accidentally. When she got up less than two seconds later, neither the middle-aged man nor her attacker was anywhere to be seen. Nor was her coin purse. She reached into her pocket, fully expecting to feel the comforting jumble and weight of the morning’s earnings. But there was nothing. Not even pocket lint.
			

			
				She thought through the encounter, trying to figure out when the lift took place, but even with all her own lifting experience, she couldn’t. It must have been when her arm was thrust behind her back. But that meant there must have been a third person, and Mac hadn’t sent anyone other than Landon to spy on her since the first week.
			

			
				Mac. At the thought of him, Penn’s blood started to boil. He promised he wouldn’t touch her. Her retribution had already been paid. She ran back to her bundle of papers and realized they too, were gone. Even the ones that the wind had scattered into the street like autumn leaves while she was chasing her attacker. She had sold only fifty papers.
			

			
				Penn took off running toward Newspaper Row. Not to The Post, to get another bundle, but to the corner a few blocks beyond.
			

			
				She heard him before she saw him, “Will Germany capture Warsaw?” standing with one hand raised in the air, in almost the exact same position she had been in before his groupies flattened her, although she hadn’t known him to use middle-aged men before.
			

			
				He never saw her coming. Penn ran as fast as she could, barreling into him like a football player making a tackle. She wrapped her arms around his waist and took him and all his papers down.
			

			
				“What’s your problem?” Mac yelled, pushing Penn off with the agility and speed of a seasoned fighter. He must be in training too. “What you do that for?” The entire corner had stopped moving for a second, like a still from a movie, to gawk. For once, Penn didn’t care in the slightest.
			

			
				“You promised!” Penn shouted, shoving his chest with both hands. “You promised you’d leave me alone!”
			

			
				Mac grabbed Pen’s arm and lifted her halfway off the ground. He thrust his face into hers. “What are you talking about?”
			

			
				“Don’t pretend like you don’t know. Can’t it be enough for you to win? Do you have to humiliate me in the process? I’ll be out of the club soon enough. You won’t ever see me again.”
			

			
				A funny expression crossed Mac’s face, which Penn couldn’t quite make out. She decided it was guilt.
			

			
				“Humor me,” Mac said, still holding Penn’s arm. “Pretend I have no idea what you’re talking about. What happened? It’s important.”
			

			
				“I got robbed. Papers and coin. Wipe that surprise off your face. Don’t pretend like you don’t know.”
			

			
				“Who was it? Did you get a good look at them?”
			

			
				“I have no idea. It could’ve been anyone.”
			

			
				“You don’t pay attention to the people on your corner?”
			

			
				“I was selling.”
			

			
				“Especially then.”
			

			
				“Don’t lecture me. Especially after cleaning me out.”
			

			
				“I didn’t do it.” Mac let her go. Held up his empty hands.
			

			
				“Like hell you didn’t.” She pushed him again, but he shrugged it off.
			

			
				“Believe what you want, Penn. I didn’t do it. Yelling at me won’t help.” He turned away from her like she didn’t exist.
			

			
				Penn could handle anger better than indifference. Mac wasn’t allowed to ignore her. She grabbed a stack of his papers.
			

			
				“What are you doing?” he asked, grabbing her arm in the same spot as before, already sore with what would surely be a bruise, but she wouldn’t give him the pleasure of seeing her wince.
			

			
				“You owe me. Your groupies took my papers.”
			

			
				“I told you. I had nothing to do with it.”
			

			
				“Why should I believe you? You’ve been nothing but mean to me since we met. Why does everyone love you so much? I don’t get it. Or do you hate only me?”
			

			
				“You’re so full of yourself. I don’t hate you. I don’t like you. I don’t think about you at all.”
			

			
				“Then why send Landon to spy on me?”
			

			
				This time Mac’s expression was clearly one of guilt.
			

			
				“I’m not as stupid as you think,” Penn said, forcing her arm from Mac’s grip.
			

			
				“It’s time for you to leave.”
			

			
				“Or what?”
			

			
				“Or this,” Mac said, hitting her in the side so forcefully, her breath gave way, and she buckled over. “You’ve got ten seconds to get out of here.”
			

			
				Fury built inside of Penn, threatening to erupt through her fists. Despite her rage, Penn knew it was foolish to start a fight in the middle of one of the busiest streets in Boston. Especially one she could never win. So she blinked back her tears and looked him in the eyes to let him know he hadn’t won. Not really.
			

			
				“I’m going to beat you, Mac, and I’m going to stay in the club, and I will never let you forget this.” Penn walked away, keeping her head high, trying not to betray the aching in her side or her arm. She didn’t look back.
			

			
				 
			

		



			
				Chapter 28
			

			
				 
			

			
				Penn arrived twenty minutes late to her training, even with the later start time. She ran down the steps to find Joe pacing the basement, hands behind his back, and Fin sitting against the wall, frowning. Neither was talking.
			

			
				“Where have you been?” Joe asked, whirling around the second he heard her footsteps.
			

			
				“I don’t want to talk about it.” Since learning that Joe was using her to spy on the newsboys, Penn hadn’t shared any information with him, personal or otherwise.
			

			
				Joe stopped walking and raised his eyebrows.
			

			
				“It doesn’t concern you.”
			

			
				“Like hell it doesn’t,” Joe said. Penn had rarely seen him lose his cool before. If standing still and raising eyebrows could count as losing his cool.
			

			
				“Why does it matter so much? He’s here now, can’t we get started?” Fin interrupted. It was the same question on the tip of Penn’s tongue, but it bothered her that Fin asked it.
			

			
				“Penn came to me for help, Fin. I’d do the same for you,” he said, which seemed to placate Fin somewhat. He turned to Penn. “And I’m giving you my help. But that means you have certain responsibilities. You show up on time unless there’s a serious problem. If there’s a serious problem, you tell me. Now, which is it, Penn? Are you taking my help for granted? Or is there a serious problem?”
			

			
				“I got robbed.”
			

			
				“Again?” Fin asked, almost delighting in her embarrassment.
			

			
				Penn glared at him. “Not like last time. They got me while I was selling, pulled my arm behind my back, put me in a chokehold, and dumped my papers. I didn’t even feel the lift.”
			

			
				Joe became clinical, like a doctor or a professor. “You know how to get out of a chokehold, Penn.”
			

			
				“And I did. As soon as I figured out what was happening. It only took me a second or two.”
			

			
				“Even one second is too long,” Joe said. “We’ll have to work on that. Then what happened?”
			

			
				“Then I chased him until some guy tripped me with his cane.”
			

			
				Fin snickered again.
			

			
				“Deliberately?” Joe asked.
			

			
				“At first I didn’t think so. But after I lost him, I went back to pick up my papers, and I’d been cleaned out. That’s when I noticed my coin was missing.”
			

			
				“Do you know who did it?”
			

			
				“Mac.”
			

			
				Joe shook his head. “Not Mac. Not his style.”
			

			
				“What do you mean not Mac? What do you know about his style?”
			

			
				“For serious, Penn?” Fin interrupted again. “Joe knows everything about everyone. Especially rivals.”
			

			
				“They’re not rivals! Newsboys aren’t taking anything from anyone!”
			

			
				“Except you?” Fin shook his head, as though giving up. “You can be so dense sometimes.”
			

			
				“Fin. You’re not helping,” Joe said. “Maybe you should sit this one out today.”
			

			
				“This one what? He’s late, and all you’re doing is talking. We’re wasting time.”
			

			
				“Precisely,” Joe said, slowly. “We don’t want to take up any more of your time. You’re free to go.” He said it as a consideration, but really it was an order, and Fin never disobeyed an order, not even when he wanted to. He stood up reluctantly and left without a word. He didn’t even say goodbye.
			

			
				“Bye, Fin,” Penn called after him as he disappeared up the stairs. She wondered what was bothering him so much. He was acting so different. When she first met him, he seemed solid, consistent, unbreakable, and most of all happy. Now he was moody. Maybe he really had fallen in love with Eva. Penn heard love could make people do crazy things. Not that she would ever know what falling in love felt like. Not if she wanted to survive.
			

			
				“Now,” Joe’s voice cut through Penn’s thoughts, “It’s time you earned your knife.”
			

			
				“What do you mean earn?” Joe had only been teaching Penn about knives for a few days, and most of the time had been spent on footwork, although he did show her different types of knives—jackknives, boot knives, neck knives, fixed blades, stilettos—and let her handle them. But only while sitting. Never while fighting.
			

			
				Joe reached into his back pocket and handed her one of two wooden sticks, rudely carved to mimic the shape of a knife. “All you have to do is hit me before I hit you.”
			

			
				“Yeah, right,” Penn protested. “I’d sooner fly to the moon and back. You can beat anybody. You’re invincible.”
			

			
				Joe looked flattered in spite of himself. “What I am is human. And I haven’t fought you before.” He seemed uncomfortable. “Well, except for that first day. But you’ve progressed a lot since then. You might surprise me.”
			

			
				Penn shook her head. “You’re never surprised. You don’t let yourself be. Besides, you’ve been watching my every move for weeks.”
			

			
				“I’m not asking you to win. I’m asking you to hit me.”
			

			
				Fighting Joe the second time was a liberating experience for Penn. For starters, she realized how much she had learned in her training. Not only could Penn stay on her feet, avoiding Joe’s lunges and sweeps with ease, but she also got to watch Joe’s technique. His movements flowed like mercury, with weight and fluidity. Joe with a knife was as beautiful as Mac with his papers, and Penn began to understand how Joe was able to keep all he took.
			

			
				“You’re distracted,” Joe said, swinging his left arm and almost catching Penn in her right thigh, which she only avoided by jumping at the last minute.
			

			
				“Because I’m watching you,” she confessed, surprised to see Joe stumble slightly at her words. “You said to learn from the best, then use it to beat him.”
			

			
				Joe smiled. “I wasn’t talking about me.”
			

			
				Penn returned his smile. “Yes you were.” She took advantage of the verbal distraction to thrust left with her wooden knife, but Joe easily danced out of the way and struck her in the back with the flat of his stick.
			

			
				He turned serious, almost disappointed. “Stop talking and fight.”
			

			
				Penn dropped her eyes and nodded. Joe was right. This wasn’t a game. She’d been robbed, which she had almost forgotten during her match with Joe. Almost. She thought about Mac, envisioning his face, beautiful but mocking, and her entire body focused like the vibrations of a tuning fork ringing true. Joe must have sensed the change in her, because he too crouched, waiting.
			

			
				Penn didn’t attack. Not at first. Instead, she watched how Joe breathed and matched her breath to his. With deliberate breathing came stillness, and with stillness, clarity. All she had to do was touch him. Before she was trying to win, which was foolish. She could never beat Joe in a million years. He was expecting her to fight, but what if she didn’t fight? What if she simply touched him, like he asked?
			

			
				She stepped forward and ducked his swing, touching the toe of his boot with the tip of her wooden knife. It was as easy as tying a shoe.
			

			
				“Touché,” she said, not sure what someone said in a knife fight. She figured most of the time knife fights were for keeps, so perhaps nobody said anything.
			

			
				Joe stood up and laughed his deep belly laugh, which she had heard only once before, and which had already become one of her favorite sounds.
			

			
				“Very few people in this world can surprise me, Penn,” he said, once his laughter subsided. “But you are something else entirely.”
			

			
				Probably because I’m not from this world, Penn thought. “I realized my expectations were too high,” she said instead.
			

			
				“So you aimed for my foot,” Joe said, bursting into laughter a second time.
			

			
				Penn didn’t see what was so funny. Her mind was still focused on Mac. “I don’t need to win, Joe. I never needed to win. That’s Mac’s thing. I only ever needed to belong.”
			

			
				“Well, you have a funny way to go about it.”
Penn stiffened. “What does that mean?”
“You don’t make friends easily. You desert communities that embrace you. You challenge the club’s top dog to a contest and blame him for wanting to win.”
			

			
				“Whose side are you on?” Penn asked. She thought Joe hated the newsboys, although she had never heard him say as much. Maybe Fin was lying to her. But why would Fin lie? He had never lied before.
			

			
				“I’m on the side of fairness.”
			

			
				“You think I’ve been unfair?”
			

			
				“A little. But you’ve also been unfairly treated. Although I still don’t think Mac would steal from you.”
			

			
				“He already has.”
			

			
				“That was retribution. You said so yourself. And he didn’t deny it. If he says he didn’t do something, he didn’t do it.”
			

			
				“You speak like you know the guy.”
			

			
				“Something like that.” Joe turned away. A clear sign he was done talking about Mac. “Time to choose your knife.” He picked up a small wooden box that Penn hadn’t noticed lying next to the wall and opened it to reveal a blue velvet lining that cradled a set of knives, with gleaming steel blades and ivory handles inlaid with gold.
			

			
				Penn gasped in spite of herself. Never had she imagined herself an admirer of weaponry. “They’re beautiful.”
			

			
				“Choose one,” Joe whispered.
			

			
				“No.” Penn took a stepped backward, putting up her hands. “They’re too valuable. I’ll never be able to pay you back.”
			

			
				“You don’t have to.”
			

			
				Penn looked up into Joe’s eyes. “This goes way beyond fairness,” she said. No wonder Fin resented her. “Why are you being so nice to me?”
			

			
				Joe started to answer, but Penn interrupted him. “And don’t say you’re not. Because I see it, and Fin sees it, which means everyone must see it.”
			

			
				“Let’s just say I see myself in you.”
			

			
				This time it was Penn who laughed out loud, which apparently wasn’t the reaction Joe was going for. “What?” he asked, defensively.
			

			
				“If you knew who I really was, you wouldn’t say that,” Penn said.
			

			
				“I know more than you think,” Joe said.
			

			
				Penn’s face blanched. “You said that before. What exactly do you know?” she asked.
			

			
				Joe’s eyes narrowed. “Not enough, apparently. The knife isn’t a gift. And you won’t have to pay me back. Consider it an investment.”
			

			
				“An investment in what?” Penn asked, wondering if he was finally going to come clean about the spying. She was afraid of entering into a long-term arrangement with Joe. Although, she admitted to herself, it was a little too late for that. And long term didn’t mean much when she had no idea when she might be discovered as a girl. Or find her way back to 2019. Or die of heart failure.
			

			
				“How do you think I got this far, Penn? Mutually beneficial agreements are the lifeblood of my business. I help my boys. My boys help me. I make sure Sully’s shop doesn’t get robbed, and Sully doesn’t notice boys on his corner. Gives me a discount on beef.”
			

			
				Penn nodded. “Hence the stew.”
			

			
				“Whether you want to be or not, Penn, you are a force to reckon with. Like a tornado, you blow in and wreak havoc on the unsuspecting.”
			

			
				Penn frowned. “You say that like it’s intentional. But I don’t want to wreck anything. I just want to be left alone.”
			

			
				“Too late.” Joe gestured with the box again. “Take one.”
			

			
				“What is it that you want me to do?”
			

			
				“I already told you,” Joe said, deliberately misunderstanding her question. He moved the open box closer. “Take one,” he repeated, more gently this time.
			

			
				Penn allowed herself to be persuaded. She didn’t like the tone or direction of their conversation. And the knives really were beautiful. She lifted each one gently, feeling the weight of the handle in her palm, the promise of danger in every blade. Penn was tempted by the smallest knife because even if nobody except Eva knew it, she was a girl, and the feminine version of a thing was often simply the same as the male version only smaller.
			

			
				Penn chose the middle knife.
			

			
				Joe nodded his approval and snapped the lid shut. “Take it. Hold it. Carry it. Don’t take it off. Ever.”
			

			
				“Not even while bathing?” Penn asked, trying to make a joke, but she ended up blushing instead.
			

			
				Joe cleared his throat. “Tomorrow, I’ll teach you how to care for it.”
			

			
				“When do I get to learn how to use it?” Penn asked, thinking of Mac, who was perhaps her best reason for accepting Joe’s knife. Her expression turned hard again.
			

			
				“When you’re ready. Don’t be too quick to anger, Penn. Don’t seek revenge before you know with certainty who attacked you. Impatience never wins.”
			

			
				Penn nodded. And started turning her anger to ice.
			

			
				 
			

		



			
				Chapter 29
			

			
				 
			

			
				“Where do you disappear to like that for hours at a time?” a breathy voice whispered in Penn’s ear. She was standing outside Eva’s shop, waiting for her to come down from the second-floor apartment so they could meet Fin for lunch. Since realizing that Fin was jealous of her relationship with Joe, Penn was trying hard to mend their friendship by setting him up with Eva, who thought it great fun and a marvelous distraction from Thaddeous Smithson.
			

			
				Penn turned quickly, looking up into Mr. Sullivan’s sneering face, a cigarette hanging from his lips. “You’re a reporter,” she replied. “You figure it out.”
			

			
				“Oh, I will. I’ve already figured out a lot about you, Penn,” he said.
			

			
				“From Eva?” Penn asked, worried that Eva’s crush on Mr. Sullivan might loosen her tongue, her skill at keeping secrets notwithstanding.
			

			
				“If you really knew her, you wouldn’t ask that question,” he said.
			

			
				“Are you following me too?” Penn asked, incredulously. That made at least two people watching her. Three if she counted O’Belly, whom she often saw trolling the streets for victims.
			

			
				“Too?” Mr. Sullivan asked a little too carelessly. Fishing.
			

			
				“I thought you said you knew a lot about me. Surely you must know about my bet. And Mac’s spy.”
			

			
				Mr. Sullivan shrugged and leaned against the building. “That’s old news.”
			

			
				“If you know so much, maybe you can tell me who robbed me,” Penn said, trying to use the situation to her advantage. Maybe Joe was right, and someone other than Mac was behind the robbery.
			

			
				“I could. In exchange for some information.”
			

			
				“What kind of information?”
			

			
				“The same as before. Who’s your source? Where do you get the information you use to slant the headlines to your advantage?”
			

			
				“Is this still about the school building?” Penn asked. “Don’t you have more important news to report?”
			

			
				“It was an exclusive. I make my living in exclusives. You’re threatening my living. I don’t like being threatened, Penn.”
			

			
				Penn thought about the knife tucked next to her lower back. “I don’t either,” she said as Eva opened the door and rushed forward to greet Mr. Sullivan, who returned her greeting with such charm that Penn immediately thought of Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde.
			

			
				“You should stay away from him,” Penn said moments later as they were walking toward the North End, where they had arranged to meet Fin for cannoli. “He’s bad news.”
			

			
				“Who? Mr. Sullivan? Don’t be silly. He and Papa have been friends forever.”
			

			
				“I know. But I still don’t like him,” Penn hesitated a moment, “And you obviously do.”
			

			
				Now it was Eva’s turn to get defensive. “What’s wrong with that? He’s smart. And older. And attractive in a disheveled genius sort of way.”
			

			
				“He’s sneaky.”
			

			
				“Don’t tell me you’re jealous, Penn,” she posed melodramatically, the back of her hand resting on her forehead, her mouth gaping in despair, “You know it could never work between us.”
			

			
				“Fin might be,” Penn said, refusing to play along.
			

			
				“Oh, Fin is lovely. But he’s just for fun. Mama would never allow it.” Eva said. Penn tried not to hear the unintentional sting in those words. She had only ever met Mrs. Brannan once, who had wrinkled her nose and refused to shake Penn’s hand when she held it out in greeting. Her fingers had been stained with newsprint.
			

			
				“Meaning you would take Mr. Sullivan seriously?” Penn couldn’t believe what she was hearing.
			

			
				“He’s not that old, Penn.”
			

			
				“He’s old enough to be your father!”
			

			
				“That doesn’t mean anything. Lilly Sue married her father’s best friend, and she was only sixteen.”
			

			
				“Isn’t that illegal?”
			

			
				“Mr. Sullivan would make any woman happy.”
			

			
				“Because he’d never be home.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				.     .     .     .     .
			

			
				 
			

			
				Eva’s lunch with Fin went so well, and Penn sold so many afternoon papers, that she almost forgot about her problems with Mac, and she almost smiled at him in the hallway on her way to breakfast the next morning. Almost. But Penn learned too late the danger of relaxing, of letting down her defenses. She didn’t see the next robbery coming, and was doubly hurt when it did. Like being betrayed for the first time all over again. Only this time she wasn’t the one who was robbed.
			

			
				Penn’s morning, like her previous afternoon, had gone off without a single hitch. Even the weather was cooperating, with cloudless blue skies that breathed a fresh sea air into the city, cleansing even the tiniest alleys of their stink. After selling her last paper of the morning, Penn closed her eyes and inhaled deeply, smelling a mixture of the harbor, newspaper ink, roasted nuts, horse manure, chimney smoke, and car exhaust, laced with the occasional cigar or perfume thrown in for good measure. It was the smell of her city. And she loved it.
			

			
				Eva’s voice, breathless and panicked, shattered her thoughts. “Penn. Come quickly. Mama’s furious and Will’s hurt. You have to come.”
			

			
				“What happened?” Penn asked, her heart dropping, already knowing it was somehow her fault.
			

			
				“Just come.”
			

			
				Eva grabbed Penn’s hand, and they ran through the streets together, which was fortunate because Penn wasn’t paying any attention to where they were going. Her mind was focused inward, imagining scenes of what might have happened, and how she might have caused it.
			

			
				Reality ended up being much worse. When they rounded the corner onto Eva’s street, Penn saw broken glass littering the sidewalk. The shop window had been shattered, the painted letters of Eva’s family name strewn about the ground in fragments that glinted like diamonds in the crisp morning sun. A group of bystanders stood in a semi-circle around the damage, clucking sympathetically in soft tones, which periodically erupted in bursts of anger and promises of revenge.
			

			
				Penn bypassed the crowd and ran into the store. The wooden aisles had been toppled, sacks of grain had burst, scattering dried rice kernels and beans all over the floor. Damaged cans of food had rolled into every corner. Already the shop bustled with friends and neighbors, and even complete strangers, righting the heavy cases. Replacing items haphazardly on their shelves. The ever-present Mr. Sullivan had taken charge of the situation, shouting commands to a never-ending supply of good Samaritans come to help. Even Eva’s mother, whom Penn had never seen in the store, was there—her short, plump arms manning a broom, her dress, better suited to visiting than to working, covered by an apron, her elaborate hairstyle starting to come undone and sticking to the sides of her face.
			

			
				Mr. Brannan looked up from his sorting and stacking and noticed Penn standing in the doorway. His tired face lifted in a sad smile, which cut Penn’s conscience deeper than a barrage of angry words or even a beating would have done. Her first instinct was to run. To really disappear this time and leave Boston, potentially trapping herself in 1915 forever. But she couldn’t. Only cowards ran away from responsibility. Only cowards gave in to guilt and shame.
			

			
				Lifting her chin as high as she could, silent tears already streaming down her face, Penn approached Eva’s father, biting her lower lip to keep it from trembling. She reached into her pockets and into her boots and pulled out all the money she had earned that morning. “I also have seven dollars and fifty-three cents in savings, Mr. Brannon,” Penn said. “I will pay for your window. Even if I have to work for a year to do so.”
			

			
				Mr. Brannan took Penn’s outstretched hand in his and closed her fingers over her money. “Please don’t worry about the window, Penn.”
			

			
				“But it’s my fault. It’s because of the papers. You have to let me pay you.”
			

			
				Now Mr. Brannan’s smile became more genuine. A slight twinkle returned to his eyes. “You already have,” he said. “Do you know how many more customers we have now because of your little scheme? Customers who also buy condensed milk and matches and flour in addition to their newspaper? You are an astute businessman, Penn. Will was right to listen to you,” he nodded towards his son, who was seated behind the cash register, holding a bloody rag to his face. “You are a good friend.”
			

			
				Penn glanced in Will’s direction, noticing him for the first time. He too smiled at her and waved her over.
			

			
				“It’s not as bad as it looks, I’m told,” he said, lifting the rag so Penn could see the gash running from his temple down to his cheekbone. The blood and the ragged flesh made Penn’s stomach queasy. Despite all her training and all her surgeries, she still hadn’t gotten used to the sight of other people’s blood.
			

			
				“You’re hurt,” Penn whispered, barely stopping short of reaching up to touch his cheek.
			

			
				“I’ve seen it. It’s not so bad. I’ve gotten hurt worse playing basketball.”
			

			
				“What happened? Who did this to you?”
			

			
				“I don’t know.” Will shook his head. “A couple of boys I’d never seen before came into the store. One of them asked if I had any morning papers left. I told him they should be next to the window, but he said they weren’t there. When I left the counter to investigate, I was grabbed from behind while another boy snuck in and cleaned out the register. I tried fighting back, but there were too many of them,” he smiled sheepishly. “They slammed my head into the shop window.”
			

			
				“Your head broke the window?” Penn asked, her initial disbelief replaced by anger. Cold, icy anger.
			

			
				“Mother always said I was hard-headed,” Will joked.
			

			
				“Then what happened?”
			

			
				“They left.”
			

			
				“How many of them were there?” Penn asked, eyeing the damage again.
			

			
				“Maybe three? Four total? I didn’t count.”
			

			
				“Did you recognize anyone?” Penn asked, thinking of Mac.
			

			
				“You’re acting like Mr. Sullivan. He already asked me these questions.”
			

			
				“Did you?” Penn insisted.
			

			
				“Don’t do anything stupid, Penn.”
			

			
				“I think I know who did this.”
			

			
				“You don’t know anything. Papa said you’d take this the wrong way, but Mother insisted Eva find you.”
			

			
				“Your mother? But your mother doesn’t like me.”
			

			
				“And with good reason,” a voice said behind Penn. She turned around to see Mrs. Brannan, one hand on her broom, the other holding Eva’s arm. Eva was crying. “You brought this upon us. You and the no-good ruffians you associate with.”
			

			
				Penn almost breathed a sigh of relief. It felt good to have someone blame her for what she knew was her fault. “I know. I’ll pay for the window. I’ll figure out who did this. I’ll…”
			

			
				“You’ll do nothing of the sort,” Eva’s mother interrupted. She pointed the broom handle at Penn. “What you will do is leave here and never see either of my children again.”
			

			
				“But Mama,” Eva wailed. “It’s not Penn’s fault. You heard what Papa said.”
			

			
				Will looked like he, too, wanted to protest, but knew better than to try while his mother was angry.
			

			
				Mrs. Brannan cut Eva off. “Mr. Sullivan and I think differently. This is the end to all discussion on the matter. From now on, Penn, you are not welcome in our store. You may not talk to either of my children, and they will not talk to you. Is this clear?”
			

			
				Penn nodded. She was too ashamed to cry. It was like being told she couldn’t vote all over again, only ten thousand times worse. She wasn’t inferior because she was female. She was simply inferior. There didn’t need to be a reason why.
			

			
				“Don’t even think of coming back.”
			

			
				Penn walked obediently to the door, stopping only once to wave goodbye to Eva and Will. She walked over to Mr. Brannan and dumped her morning’s earnings into his apron pocket, turning away before he could give them back. Eva followed Penn to the door, still crying, and might have followed her into the street, had not Mr. Sullivan put his arm around her shoulders to keep her inside.
			

		



			
				Chapter 30
			

			
				 
			

			
				After leaving Eva’s store, Penn ran the entire way to Mac’s corner, only he wasn’t there. And why would he be? Robbing a store had to be way more profitable than selling papers. Then again, knowing how quickly Mac could work his way through a bundle, he probably had time for both.
			

			
				So she kept running—to the club, where he would be gloating and counting his winnings. Running, Penn forgot herself completely, not taking note of her heart, which clicked strong and rhythmic, or of her breathing, even and easy, or of her legs now sculpted by muscle, which carried her effortlessly over cobblestone as she navigated horse and carriage and automobile and trolley and pedestrian traffic, as if she had been doing so her entire life.
			

			
				All she could think about was Mac.
			

			
				Penn burst through the front door, and yelled, “Where is he?” as loud as she could, not caring who heard her. The boys playing pool and clustered around game tables and reading in armchairs looked up, surprise distorting their faces.
			

			
				“Where is he?” she growled a second time, not needing to specify who she was looking for. Finally one of the younger boys pointed down the hallway, towards Mac’s office.
			

			
				She half-ran the short distance and threw open the door, which bounced off the wall with a bang. “How dare you?” she screamed at Mac, who was sitting at his desk, poring over papers with a pencil in his hand, looking thoughtful. A cluster of boys started gathering in the hallway.
			

			
				Mac immediately turned suspicious. “How dare I what?”
			

			
				“Don’t deny it!” Penn raged. “Don’t pretend like you don’t know! Joe said you were honest, but there’s nothing honest about stealing from innocent people. The least you could do is own up to it. ”
			

			
				Mac’s expression became dark. “Joe? You know Joe? You know Joe, and yet you have the nerve to accuse me of theft? If you know Joe, you’re the thief.”
			

			
				Penn refused to listen. “You have to give it all back. They don’t even know about the bet.”
			

			
				Mac laughed incredulously. “You think this is about the bet? You think any of this is about our stupid bet? Penn, I’ve got a lot more on my mind than some punk of a kid who thinks he’s God’s gift to selling. Get over yourself.”
			

			
				“You don’t care about a punk kid you paid Landon to spy on?”
			

			
				Mac threw up his hands. “Fine. I did care. But not for the reasons you think. So what if you sold more papers than me? I have enough money to live on, and it’s not like you would take over as club president. Nobody likes you. Nobody would ever follow you. The guys barely tolerate your presence, and only because I tell them to.”
			

			
				Mac’s words hurt Penn more than she wanted to admit. She had hoped the other newsboys were gradually growing used to her. That maybe she would start to fit in. But she wouldn’t let herself get distracted.
			

			
				“So then why steal from Eva’s store?” she asked.
			

			
				“Who’s Eva?”
			

			
				“Don’t be an idiot. You just confessed to spying on me. You know who Eva is.”
			

			
				Mac laughed again. “Is she the floozy who hangs all over you like a rag doll?”
			

			
				“She’s no floozy!”
			

			
				“She’s always holding your arm, touching your shoulder, whispering in your ear.” Mac mimicked Eva’s whispering almost perfectly. All the boys in the hallway, of which there was now quite a number, laughed. “When you grow up a little, get some hair on your chest, you’ll want to be careful of girls like her,” he added, sounding eerily like Mrs. Brannan. Then realization dawned on his face.
			

			
				“Wait a minute. You think I did something to her? Why? Who is she to me?” Mac asked, planting the first seeds of doubt in Penn’s mind. But if it wasn’t Mac, who else could it be? Who else knew about her friendship with Eva? Fin did, only Fin liked Eva. He would never hurt her. The attack was personal, Penn was certain of it, and the only person who hated Penn that much was Mac. Well, and maybe Mr. Sullivan, only he wouldn’t hurt Eva either. The affection he showed Eva seemed genuine. Which meant it had to be Mac.
			

			
				“At least Joe is honest,” she said. “At least he’s man enough to take responsibility for his actions. He knows what he’s doing is wrong, but he owns it. He doesn’t hide behind his desk, denying his part in what goes on.”
			

			
				Mac’s expression was so livid his face had almost turned purple. “Joe honest? He does nothing but hide behind that desk of his, with that stupid fire no matter how hot it is, while he tricks the smallest and the weakest into doing his dirty work and praising him like God for the privilege. But if anyone gets caught, Penn, where is Joe then? Do you really think he’d take the fall for one of his pawns? Because that’s what they are. To him, you are all replaceable. We both know there is no end to poverty. He preys upon it. He needs it to fuel his organization. To fill his bank.”
			

			
				The conversation had moved way beyond Eva or bets or the numbers of papers sold. The newsboys in the hallway looked confused. Mac and Penn were speaking their own language, which they could not understand.
			

			
				“You obviously don’t know him at all. Joe sees me. Really sees me. He’s the only one who ever has,” Penn yelled, so angry she was on the verge of tears. “He doesn’t know my past. He doesn’t know my secrets. But he accepts me for me.”
			

			
				“How can he accept you for who you are if he doesn’t even know who that is? But that’s exactly my point, Penn. It doesn’t matter who you are. Only what you are. And that’s desperate. You know that stupid necklace he’s always wearing? With the medallion? It’s St. Jude. Patron saint of desperation and lost causes. You’re a lost cause. And he will suck you dry until you either die or turn into a vampire just like him.”
			

			
				Now Penn really was crying. “I’m not desperate. I earn my own way. And I don’t have to lie or cheat or spy or steal to do so.”
			

			
				“But you did. That’s why I left, Penn. Why I lead the club. So boys with nowhere else to go don’t have to be desperate. And unlike Joe, I don’t take a single thing from them.”
			

			
				Penn laughed a short, harsh laugh through her tears. She pointed to the crowd of boys in the hallway. “Except their undying loyalty. They worship you! They would shatter shop windows and steal from cash registers for you, and you know it. You are as much of a god in their eyes as Joe could ever be.”
			

			
				Penn and Mac were standing on opposite sides of the desk, their hands planted in frustration, leaning forward and glaring at each other in anger, but no longer speaking. The hallway was full of faces no longer smiling or even curious, but wary and scared. A horse-drawn wagon passed out front, and the clip-clop of horse hooves and the rattle of iron wheels over cobblestone echoed through the thick silence.
			

			
				Penn and Mac remained locked in silent battle, with nobody moving, until Little Frank entered the club and shouted, “Where is everybody?” shattering the moment into a thousand pieces, like Eva’s shop window.
			

			
				“You. Leave. Now,” Mac hissed at Penn. “You have four days. And then I will win this bet, and you will be gone. And I better not lay eyes on you until then.”
			

			
				Penn didn’t move. She wanted to threaten Mac with revenge for Eva, but her mind was cluttered with conflicting ideas, and she didn’t know what she thought anymore.
			

			
				“JUST LEAVE,” Mac shouted, slamming his fist on the desk and knocking over a rusted coffee can full of pencils. The boys in the hallway scattered. It took every ounce of pride she had to walk through them and out the front door, her shoulders square, her chin held high. She made it as far as the end of the block, then her knees gave way, and she barely made it to the nearest alley, strewn with trash, where she crumbled against the building and sobbed until her lungs hurt, holding her knees to her chest and trying her hardest to disappear.
			

			
				Penn stayed hidden until the bells rang two o’clock. She wiped her eyes with the back of her hand and stood up to get her afternoon papers. Mulligan was waiting with her bundle. “There you are,” he said. “I wondered if you’d gotten caught up in all that trouble at Brannan’s. Will you be needing an extra bundle today?” he asked, gently.
			

			
				Penn shook her head. “Not today. Not for a while, I think.”
			

			
				“Something wrong?”
			

			
				“How well do you know Mac?” Penn asked.
			

			
				Mulligan smiled. “Kindest kid these eyes have ever seen. He’s got a good head on him. Ain’t afraid to use it either. Not a selfish bone in that body. Why d’ya ask?”
			

			
				“Do you think he could have had anything to do with Brannan’s store?”
			

			
				Mulligan burst out laughing until tears streamed from his eyes. “Now that’s a good one,” he said between chuckles that sounded to Penn like an old car engine turning over. A car that probably hadn’t been invented yet. “I’d sooner see my granny run for mayor,” he added, reigniting his laughter into another series of spurts and starts.
			

			
				Penn frowned, unsure if she believed him. Even Joe, his supposed nemesis, thought Mac was innocent. But who else could it be? Mac had everyone under his spell. He was tall and smart and good-looking and charming, and everything he did, he did well. Penn thought people like Mac were too good to be true. People always disappointed her in the end, and the more perfect they seemed, the harder they fell. Better simply to remain invisible. She had forgotten this. But she remembered now.
			

			
				 
			

		



			
				Chapter 31
			

			
				 
			

			
				For three days, Penn successfully remained invisible, except when selling. But only on her corner, and only until she sold all her papers, which usually took less than an hour because she was no longer trying to sell as many papers as possible, only as many as she needed to survive.
			

			
				Now that she was no longer delivering papers to Eva’s store or spending time with Eva and Will, Penn’s days loomed long and empty, even after resuming her half-hearted attempts to find her way back to 2019. She felt somewhat guilty for giving in to Mrs. Brannan’s request to stay away, especially since she wanted to help put things right, but then she remembered she wasn’t welcome. Her presence would be more of a hindrance than a help.
			

			
				But that didn’t keep her from stopping by. Once a day, usually around dusk, after she sold her last evening paper but before the evening rush hour was over, she would slip into the shadows outside the shop, so invisible even Mr. Sullivan hadn’t seen her, and watch as life repaired itself faster than Penn thought possible. Already, the interior of the shop was tidied and ordered. Even the window had been replaced. The only sign there had ever been a struggle was the bandage still taped to the side of Will’s face, who manned the counter as he always did in the afternoons.
			

			
				Once, with an afternoon storm hanging heavy overhead that promised to break the humidity, Will looked through the window in Penn’s direction and smiled. Perhaps their friendship had made it possible for him to see her, even when she was trying to hide. But before she could smile back, a girl with copper ringlets, wearing an expensive dress of lilac and blue, waved at Will through the window as the rain started and she rushed off to find shelter, and even Penn could see his pleasure.
			

			
				The rain fell in sheets, soaking Penn to the bone, but she didn’t move. Now even her tears were invisible. Penn swore she wouldn’t return to the store again. It was unnecessary and futile, and it accomplished nothing. She closed her eyes, willing the water to carry her away along with all the other trash it swept into the gutters and toward the ocean. But the next day, and the next, she found herself in the same spot outside the store looking at a life she coveted but could never, not in any time period, have.
			

			
				It was while she was at the store that Little Frank found her, and at first, she was so shocked anyone knew where she was that she failed to notice his labored breathing. The beads of sweat on his forehead. The panic in his face and voice.
			

			
				“You have to come.”
			

			
				“How did you know where to find me?”
			

			
				Little Frank’s panic increased. “We don’t have time for this.”
			

			
				“How did you find me?”
			

			
				“Oh come on, Penn. You’ve been dangling after the girl for weeks. Where else would you be?”
			

			
				Little Frank’s answer made sense, but it still didn’t explain how he found her when she was trying to be invisible. “But how…?” she started to ask.
			

			
				“Shut up! Shut up and listen! Try to think about someone other than yourself for once.”
			

			
				Little Frank’s outburst quieted Penn. She had never seen him lose his cool before either.
			

			
				“Mac’s in trouble. A bunch of kids broke into the club to steal coin, or so we thought. But now they’ve tied him up, and they’re looking for something.”
			

			
				“Nobody’s stealing my coin,” Penn said, thinking of her sock tucked up safely beneath her mattress.
			

			
				“What are you talking about? They got you first.” Little Frank pointed to Eva’s store where Will sat working.
			

			
				Penn rolled her eyes. “You expect me to believe you? How do I know this isn’t some scheme of Mac’s to deflect blame?” she asked.
			

			
				Little Frank stared at Penn in disbelief. “You’ve got to be kidding me! You know there’s no way Mac would rob a store. Think about it. He already makes tons of money. And if he got caught stealing there’s no way he’d get to stay in the club let alone lead it. He’s the best leader we’ve ever had. Plus, he loves selling. No way he’d give that up.” Little Frank waited while his words sank in and the beginnings of belief finally registered on Penn’s face. He grabbed Penn’s arm and started to run.
			

			
				And Penn let herself be led, even though a hundred questions raced through her mind as she raced through crowded streets. Who would want to steal from Mac? Was it Joe? According to Fin, there was a longstanding rivalry between Joe and the newsboys, but Joe never robbed from those who would miss it, and the newsboys would definitely miss it. And what about Eva’s store? Joe didn’t steal from actual stores, did he? But maybe it wasn’t Joe at all. Maybe it was just a random robbery. Two random robberies, totally unrelated. Three, if she counted the attack on her. But she quickly dismissed the idea. She still thought Mac was responsible for her attack, no matter what Little Frank or Mulligan or even Joe said.
			

			
				“Why aren’t we going in?” Penn whispered as Little Frank pulled her into an alley a block from the club, sticking close to shadows and walls.
			

			
				“They’ve got guards on all the doors. Mac walked right into their trap.”
			

			
				Penn tried to imagine Mac walking into a trap and couldn’t. On some level, she too had fallen under his spell.
			

			
				“So what do we do?” she asked, looking around for the other newsboys.
			

			
				“We don’t do anything. We’ve already tried everything. You are going to do something.”
			

			
				“Me?” Penn asked loudly.
			

			
				“Shhhh! Yes, you.”
			

			
				“But what can I do?”
			

			
				“Sneak in the office and untie Mac.”
			

			
				“How do you know where he is?”
			

			
				“We’ve got kids on the roof.”
			

			
				“Why can’t they do it?”
			

			
				“It’s too risky for them,” Little Frank said. He reached into a cardboard box and pulled out a girl’s dress. “But not for you. You’ll be wearing this.”
			

			
				Penn’s faced blanched. She took two steps backward, looking as if she might run away.
			

			
				Little Frank threw the dress at her. “Don’t be such a sissy. It’s just a dress. You only have to make it to the back door without anyone recognizing you. You can take it off once you’re inside.”
			

			
				“Why me? There are lots of boys just as skinny as me who could wear that dress.”
			

			
				“Because Mac said.”
			

			
				“Mac?” Penn’s question was almost a shriek. Had he too somehow figured out she was a girl? Was this an elaborate ruse to humiliate her? How did she know the club goers weren’t inside waiting for her to enter wearing a dress, so Mac could openly mock her. Reveal who she really was? But then why would Little Frank tell her to take it off?
			

			
				“He said you were the smartest newsboy.”
			

			
				“Mac hates me.”
			

			
				“He said you could fight better than anyone.”
			

			
				“He’s never seen me fight.”
			

			
				“He also said you wouldn’t believe him and to say to ask some guy named Joe about some guy named Francis.”
			

			
				“Francis??” Penn didn’t need to ask Joe about Francis. She’d already heard his name a hundred times. Francis, of the biggest take. Francis, of the most lifts. Francis, the predecessor to Fin, who could never quite escape his shadow. Francis, the greatest thief of all time. What did Francis have to do with anything?
			

			
				“Hurry up and put on the dress. Mac hasn’t got all day.”
			

			
				“And he told you all this when?”
			

			
				“Not me. Everyone. In the hallway. The day you left. He said not to be fooled by your fight. That you were the best ally we could ever have, and if anything happened, you would help. Only you didn’t know it yet.”
			

			
				“But I have to wear a dress.”
			

			
				“Come on. It’s the perfect disguise.”
			

			
				Penn laughed, surprising herself and Little Frank. “You have no idea how perfect,” she said. At least she hoped he didn’t.
			

			
				Penn pulled the dress over her head, feeling the weight of the fabric pull her down. Her movements became more sluggish, her breathing more labored. The cut of the dress restricted her arm movements and tapered in at the waist, making her seem instantly doll-like and feminine. She loved the way it made her feel. And hated it. And hated that she loved it.
			

			
				“Take your hat off,” Little Frank said, grabbing the flat cap from her head. Her hair had grown unruly in the five weeks she’d been in 1915, and the curls her hat had been hiding tumbled into her eyes, framing her ears and the nape of her neck. “Holy cow, Penn, you really look like a girl.”
			

			
				“Let’s hope I look like a girl who knows how to fight,” she said, trying to distract him. “So where is the back door?”
			

			
				 
			

		



			
				Chapter 32
			

			
				 
			

			
				Penn tried to visualize Eva as she walked. She had no idea how to act like a girl in 1915, but the dress didn’t give her much choice. She headed towards the alley behind the club, where Little Frank said there was a staircase hidden inside a wooden lean-to that led down to a basement door. There was a padlock on the lean-to door, which meant the thieves wouldn’t think to guard the entrance, if they knew about it at all. Every newsboy knew the combination though. Every newsboy except Penn.
			

			
				The staircase in the lean-to led to a secret room in the basement, which was walled off from the larger basement so a cursory glance wouldn’t reveal it was there. Penn asked Little Frank what would happen if the thieves saw a girl walking down the alley? Wouldn’t they get suspicious? But Little Frank insisted that girls passed by all the time on their way to the needlework factory two streets over. His assurance didn’t do much to calm Penn’s nerves. If something did go wrong, she didn’t think she could run very fast in a dress.
			

			
				But Penn reached the alley without anyone noticing, or caring if they did. She found the lean-to exactly where Little Frank said it would be, although she wouldn’t have remarked it otherwise. The lean-to was painted grey like the building and seemed to be nothing more than an ordinary mudroom. Or a place to store snow shovels. Not a secret entrance to a secret room.
			

			
				She unlocked the padlock using the code Little Frank had given her. 02-05-10. A date. She wondered what its significance might be. Penn expected the combination lock to resist slightly or the door to squeal at its opening, but both had been recently oiled. She stepped inside the dark lean-to, beads of sunlight glistening through the uneven joints of wood. She unbuttoned the dress and laid it across the threshold to keep the door shut and make it harder for anyone else to follow her inside.
			

			
				Penn descended the circular staircase, almost identical to the one she used to access the basement where she trained with Joe. At the bottom, she found a tiny room, stacked high with extra coats and blankets and cans of pork and beans. There were bandages and boxes of what looked like first aid equipment. There was even a small box built into the wall, with a key lock, that looked like it might contain money.
			

			
				Penn walked past the stacks of blankets and food and clothing to the far corner of the room, where the door was supposed to be. It was almost completely dark inside, the light from the alley not quite reaching the corner. Penn slid her hands over the wall like Little Frank told her to until she felt the lip, which she followed around until she felt the latch. Penn popped the latch, and the door swung forward without a sound. She stepped over another threshold into the larger basement, lit with cobwebbed windows. The cavernous space was empty except for a few boxes and old iron bedframes and a water heater, also covered in cobwebs. She could hear footsteps walking up and down the hallway overhead and muffled voices occasionally shouting to one another.
			

			
				There were two staircases in this room, one of which would lead to the kitchen. From the kitchen, she would only have to cross the hallway to Mac’s office and untie him. In theory, it was simple. But she had no idea what she would find.
			

			
				Penn tried to clear her mind of all but her immediate surroundings like Joe had taught her. She found her reserve of cold anger where she had left it, beneath her heart, and used it to slow her breathing. To give her courage to climb the stairs. To sharpen her senses.
			

			
				Pausing at the top step, Penn opened the door to the kitchen an inch and peered inside. Nobody was there, but the room looked as though a hurricane had passed through. Cupboards once stocked with canned foods were laid open and bare. Drawers had been pulled out, their contents emptied on the ground. Sacs of grain had been split open. Bags of rice spilled onto the floor. Penn let out a breath she hadn’t realized she was holding. Joe’s boys wouldn’t have done this. They redistributed resources. They didn’t destroy them. Joe’s boys valued food too much to leave it scattered all over the floor.
			

			
				Penn tiptoed through the kitchen and slipped silently into the corridor. She paused again, listening for noise, but all was quiet. She crept to the corner and peeked down the hallway. Sure enough, a boy was guarding the front door, just like Little Frank said. The guard’s back was turned to Penn, and he held a bat over his shoulder like a rifle. She shivered. Joe hadn’t trained her against bats. Penn reached behind her back and felt for the handle of her knife tucked into the waistband of her knickers, but she remembered what Joe said about knife fighting and left it alone.
			

			
				“Try to get out of a fight with your hands, Penn. The knife should be a last resort. An element of surprise. Your last card.” The advice had come during one of their first knife training sessions. Before Joe had let her even touch a knife. “Once you play it, the fight can only have one outcome.”
			

			
				“What outcome is that?”
			

			
				“Blood. Hopefully not yours.”
			

			
				“Maybe the sight of the blade will scare them off.”
			

			
				“Maybe you’ve read too many fairy tales.”
			

			
				“What does that even mean? Most fairy tales are horribly violent,” Penn said, making Joe smile and order another round of footwork exercises.
			

			
				When the guard resumed his pacing, Penn noticed that he was limping and felt her stomach drop, heavy and hot as though she had swallowed molten lead. She knew that limp, but resisted the knowledge that was staring her in the face. He hadn’t turned around yet. She hadn’t seen his profile. She could still be wrong, even though her gut was telling her otherwise.
			

			
				When the guard finally turned, Penn immediately recognized the long nose, the once broken glasses, the shock of brown hair hanging in his eyes. Gus. She shoved her fist in her mouth to keep from groaning as the realization of Joe’s betrayal hit her so hard she had to grab the wall with her other hand to keep from falling. Fin had been right. All of Joe’s training. All his careful attentions. All his advice had only ever served one purpose. His own. Penn thought back through every conversation they’d had, hating herself for her gullibility. He must have been secretly laughing at her the entire time. She had never felt so stupid. And so foolish.
			

			
				But she couldn’t afford to think about it now. It was her fault that Mac was in trouble. She had to fix this. He needed her help. Penn waited until Gus disappeared behind the staircase to dart towards Mac’s office and hide inside the doorframe. There was no way she could ever win a fight against Gus. He was what Fin called a bully trap. Most people assumed that he was weak because he limped, but he was easily the strongest boy in Joe’s organization, except maybe for Jimmy. Penn knew first-hand what kind of strength it took to overcome a handicap. Strength was born of struggle and Gus had been struggling his entire life.
			

			
				Maybe if she was quiet enough, she wouldn’t have to fight him. All she had to do was break Mac out of his office, then they could leave, and Gus wouldn’t even know she’d been there. But the door was locked. Because an unlocked door would have been too easy. She reached into her pocket and pulled out a piece of wire Fin had given her, not so she could break into a place, but escape out of one if necessary. Fin. Maybe he was here too. His very presence would turn her into the worst kind of traitor. Everything she knew about fighting she’d learned from Fin. It was like what Joe said—learn from the best and then use it against him. Only this time, she didn’t want to. Penn’s heart hardened. Joe was the traitor, not her. She was only here to rescue Mac.
			

			
				Penn stuck the wire in the old fashioned keyhole and wiggled it like Fin showed her. She was feeling for which direction the pins dropped so she could lift them one at a time. But she was making too much noise. She stopped what she was doing and leaned back to peer down the hallway. Gus was still pacing. A drop of sweat rolled down the side of her forehead.
			

			
				“Hurry up already,” Mac’s voice whispered from within.
			

			
				Penn rolled her eyes, having forgotten how much he annoyed her. Of all people, he was the one she had to save. But now with anger fueling her movements, she was able to pick the lock without thinking.
			

			
				“You could be a little more grateful,” Penn whispered back as the door swung open, but the rest of the sentence stuck in her throat as she caught sight of Mac’s face, and she feared she might be sick. “Oh, Mac. What did they do to your face?” she asked, looking for something to staunch the trickle of blood dripping down his cheek.
			

			
				“The same thing they’ll do to yours if they catch you,” he said, his words coming out garbled from the swelling in his lips. “Don’t look so shocked. Joe’s been wanting revenge for years. I only wonder why he waited this long.”
			

			
				Because he’d never had a spy before, Penn thought, the lead in her stomach replaced by guilt. Not finding anything among the books and pens and papers littering Mac’s office to staunch the bleeding, Penn ripped the bottom of her shirt and held it to his temple, gently wiping away the blood. “Your beautiful face,” she added without meaning to. His left eye was starting to bruise. The cut above his right eye looked like the skin had popped open, but most of the blood was already congealed. She wondered how long he had been sitting like this. He had swelling along his jawline, and his hair was matted with more blood.
			

			
				“Untie me,” Mac said. “There’s probably a letter opener somewhere you can use to cut the rope.”
			

			
				Penn pulled out her knife, which sliced through the rope as quickly and cleanly as if it were butter. Joe had told her only yesterday to sharpen her knife. Why would he do that? Wouldn’t that endanger his boys? Was he trying to help her? It didn’t feel like help. It felt like disloyalty. She didn’t know which side she was supposed to be on. To hell with Joe. To hell with Mac too. How dare they force her to choose.
			

			
				“Come on,” Mac said, rubbing his wrists where the rope had been. He stood up too quickly and wobbled a little. Instinctively, Penn stepped forward and draped his arm around her shoulder, surprised by his weight. Mac was much heavier than he looked, but she was much stronger than she looked.
			

			
				They made their way slowly to the door, which Penn had remembered to close behind her. Mac, still leaning on Penn’s shoulder, put his ear to the wood, listening for movement.
			

			
				“When I open the door, I want you to run to the basement. Don’t look back. Don’t wait for me.”
			

			
				“I’m not leaving you.”
			

			
				“If they catch you helping me, they’ll murder you.”
			

			
				“You told Little Frank I was the best fighter.”
			

			
				“I lied. I couldn’t very well say you were one of them. Hey, don’t be like that,” he said, watching Penn turn away from him. “I knew Joe would train you in locks. And you’re better at sneaking in. Newsboys aren’t great at being invisible. If we aren’t visible, we don’t survive.” He pulled the door open slowly and eased them both into the hallway.
			

			
				“Someone is pacing at the other end of the hallway,” Penn whispered. She couldn’t bring herself to say Gus’s name. He had been kind to her. Part of her still wanted to protect him.
			

			
				Mac nodded. “Gus. He’s strong and stubborn, but not vicious. He won’t harm us if he doesn’t have to.” Mac lifted his arm from Penn’s shoulder. “Now run.”
			

			
				Penn kept her arm around his waist. “Gus isn’t the only one who’s strong and stubborn,” she whispered, ignoring for the moment that Mac knew Gus’s name. Mac tried to disentangle himself, but she tightened her grip.
			

			
				He sighed in protest, a little too loudly for Penn’s liking, but he let her walk him across the hallway to the kitchen, where he moved out of her grasp and leaned on the counters for support. “Now go. I need to look for something.”
			

			
				“Nothing is that important.”
			

			
				“This is,” Mac said, turning to rifle through one of the drawers that had already been rifled through.
			

			
				“They’ve destroyed everything valuable,” Penn said, pointing to the empty cupboards. “Although it’s not like Joe to waste food.”
			

			
				Mac held up a little key he had found beneath the false bottom of the drawer. “That’s because it’s not about food,” he said. He walked over to the sink and removed a white tile from the backsplash, revealing a little lock. He fit the key into the lock and turned once, and Penn could hear a tiny but definitive click.
			

			
				Counting five rectangular tiles to the left, Mac found the one he wanted and removed it too. Recessed inside was a little door, sprung open. Mac reached inside and pulled out a wad of cash and a stack of newsboy badges. He replaced both tiles, but put the key in his pocket.
			

			
				“You think that’s what they’re after? Those stupid badges?” Penn asked, incredulously. “But Joe doesn’t want to sell papers. He says they’re full of rich men’s lies.”
			

			
				Mac shook his head. “Joe only mocks legitimacy because he doesn’t have it.”
			

			
				“And badges will make him legit?” Penn asked, still not sure she believed him.
			

			
				“He’ll never be legit. But what Joe can’t have, nobody can have. He hates what I’ve accomplished. He hates knowing that boys, even poor boys, can make an honest living because it renders every dishonest act of his unnecessary.”
			

			
				“Shut up.”
			

			
				“I know you don’t want to hear it, Penn. Joe’s very persuasive. His words invade your mind, and you start thinking his thoughts. But they’re not true. You must already know that on some level. You got out.”
			

			
				“No, you bonehead,” Penn whispered harshly. “Shut up because someone’s coming.” She opened the door to the basement, and practically shoved Mac through before slamming it closed behind him. If Gus found her, it would probably be better if Mac weren’t around. If the badges really were as important as he thought, she hoped he was escaping to someplace safe.
			

			
				 
			

		



			
				Chapter 33
			

			
				 
			

			
				Only it wasn’t Gus who found her. “I hoped I wouldn’t see you,” a slow, deep voice said, instantly numbing Penn’s entire body. She knew that voice. She admired that voice. She turned around and saw regret written all over Jimmy’s face.
			

			
				“You weren’t supposed to be here, Penn. You were supposed to be out working,” he sighed. “Doesn’t fit your pattern.”
			

			
				“I know.” Penn nodded. “I’m not supposed to be here. So I’m just going to leave.” She took a step towards the hallway with a confidence she didn’t have, but Jimmy moved to block her exit. Her only other escape would be to follow Mac through the basement, putting both him and his badges at risk, which would defeat the whole purpose of coming to his rescue in the first place.
			

			
				“I can’t let you go, Penn,” he said taking a step closer, herding her into the corner by the cabinets. “If I let you go, I’d have to lie to Joe, and we both know I don’t lie to Joe.”
			

			
				Penn watched as he slowly rolled up his sleeves, revealing forearms as thick as her thighs. She had never felt scared of Jimmy before, not really, not even during her training, but she was scared of him now.
			

			
				“Since when does Joe care so much about badges?” she asked, trying to keep Jimmy talking. He always answered her questions. At the very least, she could buy Mac more time and delay her inevitable beating. But she also genuinely wanted answers.
			

			
				“Joe couldn’t care less about badges.”
			

			
				“Then what are you doing here?”
			

			
				“Joe cares about the damage badges can cause.”
			

			
				“Damage? Damage to who? Newsboys aren’t hurting anybody.”
			

			
				“Of course they are. Open your eyes, Penn. Rich people don’t care about anybody. All they care about is making money, and it doesn’t matter who they have to hurt to get it. All those headlines about war? It’s bullshit, Penn. Rich people don’t fight wars. They make money off them while poor boys like you and me clog the trenches with our corpses. You should know this. You were with Joe long enough to know how the world works.”
			

			
				“I was with Joe long enough to know you sound more like Fin.”
			

			
				“Fin’s a good kid, but he doesn’t have an original idea to save his life.”
			

			
				“I was also with Joe long enough to know you don’t lift from those who need it most.”
			

			
				“Who says we’re lifting?”
			

			
				“What about Eva’s store?”
			

			
				“I don’t know anything about any stores. All I know is I’m supposed to locate a stack of badges and teach a lesson to anyone who stands in my way.”
			

			
				“Is that what I am, Jimmy? A lesson?”
			

			
				“That depends. Are you in my way?”
			

			
				“I’m in everybody’s way,” Penn said. It was true. Fin had warned her not to tell Joe about the newsboys. And then he warned her Joe was using her to spy on the newsboys. And she kept on training. She was too much of a thief to be a newsboy, but now, apparently, she was too much of a newsboy to be a thief.
			

			
				“I’m really sorry about this, Penn,” Jimmy said, his voice heavy with the regret she still saw on his face. It was the only warning he gave her. Next thing she knew, he was striking out with his fist and punching her in the chest, slamming her against the kitchen counter. Instinctively, she put her fists in front of her face, bent her knees and dropped her right foot back into a defensive position. She tried to pretend they were just sparring again, like old times, and slipped inside the same mental space she’d occupied before when fighting him, watching his moves and slowing them down in her mind. Remembering how he moved, Penn successfully blocked his next three punches. She was a better fighter now.
			

			
				Taking advantage of Jimmy’s left thrust, Penn grabbed his wrist and threw her right elbow over his arm, pinning it to her side. When Jimmy pulled back, resisting her hold, Penn used the momentum to drive first her right elbow and then her left fist into Jimmy’s chin as she twisted her body forward. His head snapped backward with a crack that frightened Penn into thinking she might have broken his neck and she forced herself to swallow the bile that had rushed into her throat. But she had only stunned him. And in that moment, she realized that the person she was most scared of was herself and what she might be forced to do.
			

			
				His blond hair was glistening with sweat, and a single stream of blood trickled out of the corner of his mouth and dripped onto his shirt, which he hadn’t taken off this time. But even with his shirt on, all Penn could see when she looked at him were his scars. Scars that had healed badly, that might not have healed at all if it hadn’t been for Joe. Like Fin, Jimmy owed Joe everything. She understood why he was fighting, and she respected him for it. In 1915, loyalty mattered. Penn hadn’t been loyal to anyone. Not even herself. At least not until now.
			

			
				Penn stood up straight and dropped her arms. “I can’t do this, Jimmy.” It was like her knife fight with Joe. Sometimes the best move, the truest move, was not to fight at all.
			

			
				Ignoring her, Jimmy swung again, harder, clipping her chin and knocking her off balance and into the swing of his other fist, which caught her nose and busted her lip open. She could feel the warm stickiness of blood trailing down her chin. She would never survive this. Maybe she wasn’t meant to. A girl in a boy’s world. A 2019 kid in 1915. She shouldn’t even exist. Maybe this was the world’s way of removing what didn’t belong.
			

			
				“Dammit, Penn! Fight back!” Jimmy yelled, hitting her again in the stomach. She buckled over, unable to breathe, let alone hit back, even if she wanted to. All her training seemed for naught. Not because she didn’t know how to fight, but because she lacked the conviction that her life was worth more than Jimmy’s.
			

			
				“You can’t give up,” Jimmy shouted, punching her in the shoulder, the chin, the ribs. His frustration fueling his blows with even more strength.
			

			
				Gritting her teeth, Penn stood as tall as her injuries would allow. Tears streamed down her face, mixing with the snot and blood now dripping from her nose, which she wiped away with the back of her hand. Her voice wavered, and her chin trembled despite every attempt to control it. But her words were clear. “I won’t fight you, Jimmy. I have no reason to fight you, and me being a newsboy doesn’t change that. You’re my friend. You sat next to me. Nobody ever wanted to sit next to me before. Not even Fin. He only did it because Joe told him to. And you helped me gain my freedom when you weren’t even my trainer. You said it was because of competition, but that’s not true. You’ve always been kind to me, and I won’t forget it, Jimmy, no matter where I am or who I work for.” Penn wiped her eyes with the palms of her hands, leaving streaks of dirt across both cheeks.
			

			
				“I have no choice, Penn. I have to choose Joe,” Jimmy said, breathing hard, “But you have a choice.”
			

			
				Penn nodded to show she understood. “I am choosing, Jimmy,” she said, her eyes already full of tears again, obscuring her vision. Maybe she was a thief. Maybe she was even a traitor. But for once in her life, she was thinking of someone other than herself, which gave her the courage to keep standing, trying to absorb the wave of Jimmy’s hits that were quickly devouring her strength even though she could tell his heart was no longer in it. Numb with what must be either shock or too much pain or both, Penn’s mind retreated so far into itself, she couldn’t even access her anger anymore. Or maybe she no longer had any. Now she was simply waiting for it to end.
			

			
				Suddenly, a large crash shattered a window somewhere in the front of the building, and a roar of new voices filled the hallway. A storm of new footsteps thundered up the stairs, like the sound of a train rumbling through the city. Penn could hear fights breaking out all around her.
			

			
				Jimmy stopped fighting and bent forward to catch his breath, beads of sweat dripping off his forehead. “Go. Now. Run,” he said, his voice thick with emotion. “Please, Penn,” he pleaded, almost begging, “Please don’t be here when I get back.” He ran out of the kitchen to help stop the wave of newsboys flowing into the house as though a dam had broken, leaving Penn alone and equally broken.
			

			
				She fell against the counter, trying to hold on so she didn’t fall down, knowing she wouldn’t get up again. She caught a glimpse of her reflection in the kitchen window. Her face was swollen and misshapen like Mac’s. He’d been right. He usually was, which made Penn smile despite herself, the movement making it seem as though she had split her bottom lip in two. Her entire face was on fire. She touched her lips with her hand, and it came away bloody. A quick sweep of her mouth with her tongue informed her that all her teeth were still there, but she could taste it now. The thickness of iron in her mouth. She spit into the sink, her saliva a brilliant red, and Penn felt her entire body go cold. There was too much blood in her mouth. Now it really would be only a matter of time. She really would die. What she didn’t know was how long it would take for infection to set in. To reach her heart with its mechanical valve. Or where she could hide until it did. If anyone found her and tried to nurse her back to health, her most important secrets would be exposed. Some things were worse than dying.
			

			
				Penn stumbled toward the basement door and grabbed hold of the bannisters, which swayed in her blurred vision. She was dizzy. She hadn’t lost that much blood had she? Was she bleeding internally? She didn’t know, and it didn’t really matter anyway. Jimmy was right. She needed to leave. Driven by a desperate need to become really invisible, to really disappear, she kept going. Mac had escaped while bruised and beaten. She could escape too. Only he had made it look so easy.
			

			
				The cool basement air revived Penn slightly, giving her the energy she needed to make it through the secret room and into the alley. She saw the dress lying on the ground where she had left it and grabbed it. It was hers. It belonged to her. She’d earned it. At the very least, she could lie down on it.
			

			
				Penn used the walls of the surrounding buildings to guide her through the network of alleys, trying to avoid real streets except to cross them quickly so she could reabsorb into a new labyrinth of stink and garbage and safety. She didn’t know what she was looking for exactly. She only hoped that she would recognize it when she got there.
			

			
				And she did. An empty wooden crate, large enough to crawl inside, and dirty enough to have been undisturbed for a long time. Nobody would look for her here. She spread the dress on the ground, as though it would make any difference at all, and lay down to wait.
			

			
				 
			

		



			
				Chapter 34
			

			
				 
			

			
				When Penn opened her eyes, it was dark out, and she could hear crickets chirping. She was cold, but she couldn’t tell if she had the beginnings of a fever, or if it was simply cold out. Boston summers could do that. Her legs hurt. Her arms hurt. Her head hurt. Her mouth hurt. Her heart did not hurt, it’s mechanized rhythm steady and slow, but what did hurt was her chest. Breathing was difficult. Her exhale stumbled. Her stomach hurt, but she thought it might be hunger. Her throat hurt, but maybe it was simply thirst.
			

			
				For a second, Penn considered getting up to find help. She had enough food to eat. She had a place to sleep. She had a job she was good at. She had people who cared for her. Weren’t these reasons enough to want to get better?
			

			
				But as the events from the last few days replayed in her mind, she was no longer sure. What was the point of getting better when she would probably die soon enough anyway, even without the infection? She still hadn’t figured out how to get home, and no matter how much she liked to pretend that her heart had healed, it hadn’t. Without modern technology, she wouldn’t survive, and no amount of running or training would change that. And it’s not like anyone would care. In less than a week, she had lost every friend she had ever made. Eva, Will, Fin, Jimmy, Joe, Mac. But maybe she didn’t deserve any friends. She had lied to all of them. About where she came from and who she was. Then again, maybe they were never her friends in the first place.
			

			
				Joe had only ever used her to get to Mac. And Mac had only used her to save himself. Eva’s affections seemed genuine enough, but she probably only liked Penn because she liked Penn’s secret. Penn was nothing but a mascot of possibility. Proof that women too could act. There was no place in Eva’s perfect life for someone like her. She was too broken. Too flawed. Too out of place. Jimmy was right. She wasn’t supposed to be here. Even her mother had probably gotten used to her absence by now. It had been almost six weeks. Deep down, she probably felt relieved. She no longer had a sick, deformed daughter to worry about.
			

			
				“Hiding, are we? Licking our wounds?” a familiar voice jolted Penn out of her thoughts.
			

			
				“How did you find me?” Penn asked through a haze. Her mouth felt as though it was full of cotton balls. Mr. Sullivan dragged over a smaller crate, which he propped on its side and sat on like a stool.
			

			
				“I’m a reporter. And until you came around, I always knew everything first. But not now. Now you know things before they happen. And I want to know how.”
			

			
				Penn rolled over onto her back and tried to sit up so she could face him, but her body hurt too much.
			

			
				“Oh my,” Mr. Sullivan said when he saw Penn’s face, watching as she clutched her hands to her side. “You don’t look so good. I can help you.”
			

			
				“No, you can’t,” Penn said matter-of-factly, even though the words came out of her mouth slower than she intended. She nodded at the dark bags under his eyes, his loosened tie skewed slightly and stained, his rumpled suit that looked like he’d slept in it for a week. “You don’t look so good either.”
			

			
				“You’re going down fighting. I like that. I like you, too, Penn, and I want to help you, but first I need you to tell me how you knew about the Latin School.”
			

			
				“I can’t tell you how I knew. I shouldn’t have said anything at all. It’s only a stupid school. It doesn’t matter.”
			

			
				“Doesn’t matter? People’s livelihoods are at stake, and you say it doesn’t matter?” Mr. Sullivan said, reminding her of Mac. “Contractors will want to bid on the job, which means guaranteed work for their employees, and guaranteed food and shelter for their families. Contractors who pay good money for inside information. Inside information that only I should have.”
			

			
				“So really this is about money,” Penn said, finally understanding.
			

			
				“It’s always about money.”
			

			
				“My secret will go with me to my grave.”
			

			
				“Which is coming sooner than you think.”
			

			
				“Not really.”
			

			
				“A shame too, considering how much Miss Eva likes you.”
			

			
				“She likes you. We’re just friends.”
			

			
				Mr. Sullivan’s raised his eyebrows in surprise. “She’s looking for you, you know.”
			

			
				“For me? But what about Mrs. Brannan?”
			

			
				“Come now, you know Eva better than that. It would be the work of a minute to show her where to find you. I bet even Mrs. Brannan’s heart would soften if she knew you’d been beaten up by thieves. You could say you were defending their honor and all would be forgiven.”
			

			
				Penn shook her head and winced with the pain. “This has nothing to do with what happened at Eva’s store.”
			

			
				“Of course it does. They would nurse you back to health.”
			

			
				“Nobody can nurse me back to health.”
			

			
				“All you need to do is tell me.”
			

			
				Penn shook her head. “I can’t tell you.”
			

			
				“Can’t or won’t?”
			

			
				“Both. Now go away and leave me alone,” Penn said. Mr. Sullivan’s offer of help changed nothing. It was better when she thought nobody cared. Thinking of Eva sneaking around, trying to find her only made her feel worse.
			

			
				Mr. Sullivan stood up from the crate, brushing the alley’s filth from his pants. “Gladly,” he said, his voice cold and businesslike, devoid of any emotion. “I don’t think I’ll be seeing you again.”
			

			
				Penn rolled over, hoping to sink again into a sleep-induced oblivion. She nodded in agreement. “That’s the general idea,” she whispered, not knowing or caring if he heard her.
			

			
				 
			

		



			
				Chapter 35
			

			
				 
			

			
				The next time Penn woke up, it was still dark, but she didn’t know how much time had passed. Two hours? Twenty-two hours? Seventy-two hours? She didn’t hurt anywhere. Or at least not until she tried to move. Then she felt as though a truckload of bricks had fallen on top of her, so she didn’t try to move anymore. Not her body anyway. But her mind wouldn’t sit still.
			

			
				Penn was feverish. There was no mistaking now the chills that wracked her body, making her sweat and shiver at the same time. She tried to pull the sides of the dress over her for warmth, but the skirts that had seemed so cumbersome and voluminous before were not big enough to cover her body. She hadn’t disappeared into nothing yet.
			

			
				The fever sent hallucinations in and out of her mind, where time and reason didn’t matter. Crazy thoughts where headlines came to life. Where mustard-gassed corpses rotted in trenches, and trolley cars full of people crashed through damaged gates and leapt off raised drawbridges to drown in the harbor below, and twenty-foot walls of molasses rushed through the poverty-ridden streets of the North End, devouring everyone in its path.
			

			
				Suddenly, Little Frank entered her dreams. Shouting and jumping like a building was on fire and a swarm of newsboys immediately surrounded her, like they were going to beat her for dumping papers all over again. She started to scream, unaware if her screaming was real or imagined, and covered her face with fingers that were swollen like sausages.
			

			
				Penn felt a cool hand on her forehead, cooler hands holding her own.
			

			
				“He’s burning up. We have to move him.”
			

			
				Strong arms tried to lift Penn’s shoulders, to sit her up, but she vomited something green onto her bloody clothes. She didn’t think there was anything left inside her to vomit.
			

			
				“We’ll have to carry him. Landon, go find Dr. Pearce. Jonesy, grab the sleeves of the dress. I’ll get the skirt. Okay. Lift.”
			

			
				Penn was dimly aware of moving. Of electric streetlights tinting her eyelids orange. She groaned without meaning to.
			

			
				“We’re almost there,” a gentle voice explained. “We’ve been looking for you for two days. Had no idea how badly you were hurt. We wondered if maybe you skipped town.”
			

			
				Penn opened her eyes, and Little Frank’s face came into focus again as they passed beneath a streetlight. He was shouting Mac’s name over and over. But it was too much for her to take in all at once—the sound, the light, the movement—so she closed her eyes again, trying to shut out the world.
			

			
				“Put him down. Make room. Get a mattress. We’re not carrying him upstairs, just do it.” Mac’s voice hovered somewhere above Penn’s head. “Is the doctor here yet? Well, send him in when he gets here. Somebody get me water. Everyone else get out. Give him some room.”
			

			
				Mac shut the door to his office and placed a cup next to Penn’s lips. She tried to gulp it down at once, but Mac took it away. “Not too fast,” he said. “You’ll get sick again. Here.” He tipped the cup forward again, and she felt a cool trickle of water sliding down her parched throat.
			

			
				A knock at the door signaled the arrival of a mattress, which the boys put on the ground in the center of the small office, sliding Mac’s desk against the wall. Grabbing the edges of her dress, which was still cradling her body, they lifted Penn gently onto the mattress and covered her with a blanket.
			

			
				“Here,” a younger boy said, handing Mac a wet rag. “It’s what my nana used to do when we got fevers.”
			

			
				Mac nodded and put it on Penn’s forehead, the cold water dripping down her temples.
			

			
				“What are you doing?” Penn asked, surprised to hear a gravelly old man’s voice instead of her own. She had to let Mac know it was a waste of time.
			

			
				“You saved us,” he said, leaning over Penn so she could see the mottled bruises on his face in shades of yellow and blue and green. His lips were less swollen, the cut in his eyebrow stitched closed with a single black thread.
			

			
				Penn tried to disagree, but Mac stopped her. “Be quiet. We can talk about it when you’re better.”
			

			
				“I’m not going to get better.”
			

			
				Another knock sounded on the door, which opened a crack. “Doc’s here.”
			

			
				“Let him in. Make sure everyone else stays out,” Mac said.
			

			
				Now fully awake and aware of what was happening, Penn grabbed his arm in a panic. She couldn’t let anyone examine her. “No doctors,” she pleaded. “Please. No doctors.”
			

			
				“You’re sick. He’ll help you get better.”
			

			
				“He won’t understand. You won’t understand. He’ll lock me up. He’ll want to cut me open. No doctors. I mean it. No doctors.” Penn starting crying uncontrollably, her grasp on Mac’s arm becoming increasingly desperate, as she realized her pleading was in vain. It sounded ridiculous, like another feverish delusion even to her ears, but she couldn’t let the doctor examine her. “Don’t let him touch me. Please. He can look at me, but he can’t touch me. Please, Mac. Please. Promise me. Please.” Her voice was high pitched. Almost hysterical.
			

			
				“Will you at least let me take your pulse?” a deep, kind voice asked. “I only need to touch your wrist.
			

			
				Penn nodded through her tears, but didn’t let go of Mac’s arm. Gently, the doctor pried Penn’s fingers from Mac’s arm and held her wrist in one hand, looking at his pocket watch in the other.
			

			
				“His heart rate is elevated, but some of that could be from the anxiety of seeing me,” the doctor said to Mac. He turned to Penn. “Can I take your temperature?” he asked. “I only need to put the thermometer in your mouth.” He pulled a glass thermometer out of his black bag and showed it to Penn, who nodded a second time. “Be careful not to bite down,” he added, as though she had never seen a thermometer before. “Try not to move. This should only take about two minutes.”
			

			
				Penn held the thermometer under her tongue and closed her eyes. She was no stranger to medical procedures, having been probed and prodded since she was born. Normally she was not afraid of hospitals, or of the tubes and needles that went along with them. But if the doctor saw her scar or heard her heartbeat, he would know she was a mistake.
			

			
				“How long has he been like this?” the doctor asked Mac softly.
			

			
				“At least two days. We found him right before we sent for you.”
			

			
				“He’s dehydrated. He needs broth. Lots of liquids. I don’t think there’s much else we can do. I’ll instruct you how to clean his wounds, but if infection has set in, we’ll just have to wait it out. I can give you some painkillers to make him more comfortable, but he might not keep them down. If he keeps vomiting, I can give you some suppositories to be inserted into his rectum.”
			

			
				Penn’s eyes flew open. “No!” she said.
			

			
				“Keep your mouth closed,” the doctor said, looking at his watch. “One more minute.”
			

			
				Penn closed her eyes again, listening to the doctor’s instructions on how to clean a wound. She wondered how much of this Mac had heard before. When the two minutes were up, the doctor took the thermometer from Penn’s mouth and frowned. “104,” he said, cleaning the tip of the thermometer with alcohol and shaking the glass to cool the mercury. “That’s high. We have to bring it down. Keep cold compresses on him. Change them every fifteen minutes or so. If you can, give him a cold bath.”
			

			
				“No,” Penn said again, but with less energy than before.
			

			
				“At the very least give him a sponge bath. Maybe when you’re looking for and cleansing his wounds. I’ll leave you this,” the doctor pulled out a bottle of iodine and a stack of bandages. “Come get me if he gets much worse.”
			

			
				“Thank you, Doctor,” Mac said, standing up to shake his hand as he left. “I’ll be in touch.”
			

			
				Dr. Pearce smiled sadly. “I hope not,” he said, closing the door behind him.
			

			
				As soon as the door shut Mac turned on Penn. “What’s the matter with you? He’s a doctor. He was trying to help,” he shook his head in frustration. “Nothing about you is normal. Everything has to be difficult.”
			

			
				Penn looked away.
			

			
				“I’m going to clean your wounds now, and you’re going to shut up about it.”
			

			
				Penn nodded, her eyes blurring with unshed tears. He’d probably find out eventually. Someone would. Might as well be Mac. She didn’t like him, but despite everything that had happened, she trusted him.
			

			
				“I’m going to have to take off your clothes. I need to clean your wounds.”
			

			
				Now Penn was crying so hard she couldn’t respond.
			

			
				“What are you so scared of? It can’t hurt as bad as it does now. You heard what the doctor said. Your wounds are infected. I have to clean them,” Mac said as he gently unlaced her shoes and slid them off her feet. Next came her socks. He looked at both her legs for scrapes and bruises, blotting with a piece of iodine-soaked cotton whenever he saw one, settling into a quiet, soothing rhythm.
			

			
				When he had finished with her lower legs, Mac unbuttoned Penn’s knickers and slid them off. She winced.
			

			
				“I’m sorry. I have to do this,” he said, thinking she was in pain. She turned her face away from him and waited for the inevitable. It didn’t take long.
			

			
				“Holy shit, Penn.” Mac hissed, standing up abruptly and dropping her knickers on the ground as though they were toxic. “You’re a girl? You’re a girl!” He started pacing at the foot of her mattress. “Is this why you didn’t want the doctor to examine you?”
			

			
				Penn didn’t answer.
			

			
				“Okay. Okay,” he took a deep breath, still pacing and talking mostly to himself. “This doesn’t change anything. How old are you? That doesn’t matter. I have to clean you. The doctor said I had to find the source of the infection.”
			

			
				“You won’t find it,” Penn said.
			

			
				Mac’s expression changed from confused to determined. He stopped pacing to glare at her. “I’m going to clean your wounds, Penn. All of them. But I won’t look where I don’t have to.”
			

			
				Penn nodded again. “Please don’t tell anyone,” she said. “It’s not going to make much difference anyway.”
			

			
				“You’re going to get better. Any boy, I mean, any girl who can fight Jimmy can lick a simple infection.” Mac burst out laughing. “Wouldn’t I love to see Jimmy’s face when he finds out he was fighting a girl?”
			

			
				“Please don’t tell,” Penn protested weakly. She no longer had any energy to argue. “Or at least wait until after,” she added softly.
			

			
				“After nothing,” Mac said, picking up his bottle of iodine again. “Stop talking and let me finish. We can worry about it later.”
			

			
				Mac continued to clean Penn’s wounds, lifting the edges of her boxer shorts, the bottom of her shirt, but never fully exposing her. He rolled her gently on her side to check her back.
			

			
				“I’m going to have to unbutton your shirt now, to check your upper arms, but I won’t take off your undershirt unless I have to,” he said, already fiddling with the top buttons as he spoke. Penn noticed his hands were trembling slightly.
			

			
				“Sweet mother of all that’s holy,” Mac swore softly, once the top of Penn’s shirt was opened far enough for him to see the top of her scar. “What is that?” he asked, gently fingering the line of raised, wounded flesh in the center of her chest.
			

			
				Penn started crying again, silent tears that fell without ceremony.
			

			
				“Does it hurt? I’m sorry. I’m sorry. I’ve never seen a scar like this before. What happened to you? Is this why you didn’t want the doctor to examine you?”
			

			
				Penn shook her head. “No. That has nothing to do with anything.”
			

			
				“That can’t be true. How far does it go down?”
			

			
				Penn pointed to the base of her rib cage.
			

			
				“It’s like they took your heart out of your body.”
			

			
				“I can’t talk about it. Please don’t ask me to talk about it. Please don’t ever tell anyone. Ever. Not even after.”
			

			
				“Is this why?” Mac asked. “Is this why you think you won’t get better?”
			

			
				Penn nodded.
			

			
				Mac shook his head in disagreement. “I don’t believe you. This scar looks old. You were fine before. You’ll be fine again.”
			

			
				“I need medicine.”
			

			
				“I’ll get it.”
			

			
				“Nobody has it.”
			

			
				“I’ll get it.”
			

			
				“You can’t.”
			

			
				Mac put his hands over her mouth, which he had done before, but which seemed much more intimate now that he knew she was a girl. “You’re going to get better, Penn. But now you really have to stop talking and let me finish cleaning your wounds. I promise I won’t tell anyone about you being a girl. Or about your scar. But you have to let me try to help you.”
			

			
				Penn nodded for the last time, too empty, too emotionally and physically exhausted, too scared to protest any more. So she let Mac finish taking care of her. And sometime during the process, she fell asleep.
			

			
				 
			

		



			
				Chapter 36
			

			
				 
			

			
				The next time Penn opened her eyes, she was in a bed in another room, with pictures torn from newspapers tacked to the wall. Pictures of palm trees and exotic animals and far away places lifted and fluttered in the periodic breeze blowing in through the open window. Her bed sheets were rumpled and threadbare but clean. A cool cloth was draped across her forehead. Suddenly a door opened, and voices started arguing softly above her bed, unaware that she had woken. Voices she recognized.
			

			
				“Get the hell out of my club,” Mac said, putting as much venom into a whisper as he could. He pointed at the door, which Joe closed quietly behind him, moving to stand on the other side of Penn’s bed. Now that they were in the same room, Penn realized they were more alike than different. Similar height. Similar coloring. Similar features. Joe wasn’t that much older than Mac. They looked like they could’ve been cousins. Or even brothers.
			

			
				“It’s nice to see you too, Francis.”
			

			
				“How did you get inside?”
			

			
				Joe made a display of looking over his shoulder, a confused look on his face. “Through the front door? That’s one of the benefits of working behind the scenes, Francis. Nobody knows for sure what you look like.”
			

			
				Mac glared at Joe as though even looking at him were painful. “What are you doing here?”
			

			
				Joe nodded toward the bed, “Do you really have to ask?”
			

			
				“Penn? You came to help Penn? After what you did to him?”
			

			
				“Him?” Joe asked meaningfully. “I didn’t do anything to him.”
			

			
				Mac threw up his hands in frustration. “Fine. Jimmy then. Stop twisting my words.”
			

			
				Joe became serious. “You’re the one twisting words, Francis. I know the truth.”
			

			
				“What do you mean you know? What truth?”
			

			
				“You’re not the only one who has had occasion to nurse her.”
			

			
				“Wait a second. Her? Did you say her? You know she’s a girl? You mean you’ve known this whole time? And you let Jimmy beat her up?”
			

			
				“I didn’t order the hit,” Joe interrupted, but Mac ignored him.
			

			
				“You let her steal for you? You took her money? You let her leave? Knowing how the world works? Knowing you could have kept her safe?”
			

			
				“She wanted to leave. It’s her secret. If she wants to keep it, I respect that.”
			

			
				“It’s not about respect. It’s about survival.”
			

			
				“It’s always about respect. From where I stand, she’s surviving just fine. Or at least she was until you dragged her into your problems.”
			

			
				“You mean your problems.”
			

			
				“I already told you. I didn’t order the hit. But even if I did, Penn shouldn’t have been anywhere near the club. She only showed up that day to help you.” Joe stepped around to Mac’s side of the bed pointing his finger at his chest. “And just what have you done to deserve her help?” he asked, quietly, menacingly. “You made her pay more money and sell more papers to join your idiotic club than any boy has ever had to. You treated her like an enemy and made her feel guilty for surviving the best way she knew how for only two weeks—the same way, let me remind you, that you survived for seven years. You ostracized her and ignored her and encouraged your boys to do the same, and then you asked her to save your ass because you needed her skills, skills which you disdained to her face.” Joe had backed Mac into a corner, his fists clenched, even though his voice was cold. Ice cold. “You preach a noble game from your moral high ground, Francis, but you know nothing about fairness. You’re just as corrupt as the rest of them.”
			

			
				“I didn’t know she was a girl.”
			

			
				“What does being a girl have to do with anything?”
			

			
				“It has to do with everything!” Mac shot back. “And you know it! You’ve been training her. You never train anyone.”
			

			
				“So what if I did?” Joe admitted, moving back to his side of Penn’s bed. “She needed help. She still needs it. It’s the only reason I’m here.”
			

			
				“It’s the only reason I’m letting you stay.
			

			
				“Letting me?” Joe asked, his eyebrows raised, his voice full of mockery.
			

			
				But Mac didn’t take the bait, and his shoulders slumped. “She says she needs a medicine that nobody can get. Not even a doctor. On account of her scar. What is it, Joe? What happened to her? It’s like they took her heart out of her body. Did you hear the clicking? When you put your ear really close to her chest, you can hear clicking. Is her heart real? Or is it a machine? Is that even possible?”
			

			
				“Of course it’s real,” Penn said, speaking up finally, pulling the damp washcloth off her forehead. She was tired of people talking about her and over her, as though she wasn’t even there.
			

			
				Joe immediately placed his hand on her cheek, to check her fever, his fingers lingering longer than necessary.
			

			
				“Why is Joe here?” Penn asked Mac, turning away from Joe’s touch. “Where am I? I thought you hated him.”
			

			
				Joe smiled at Mac. “Hate? Hate’s a mighty strong word, Francis.”
			

			
				“And why does he keep calling you Francis?” Penn asked looking from Joe to Mac, his beautiful face still scarred from the beating. Mac, who sold more papers than anyone in the history of selling. Mac, whom everyone loved and revered. Mac, who could do no wrong. Despite the thick fog clouding her brain, even she could figure this one out. Of course he was Francis.
			

			
				Mac sat on the edge of her bed and held her hand. “You’re in my room. I had the boys move you up here so I could keep an eye on you at night.”
			

			
				“I’m not your responsibility, Mac,” she said, removing her hand from his.
			

			
				“Yes, you are,” Joe said. “Because it’s his fault you’re like this. And because he genuinely cares about you.”
			

			
				Penn shook her head. “Mac hates me. You just said as much.”
			

			
				“No, he doesn’t. His treatment of you doesn’t reflect how he feels about you. You’re the only boy who has ever challenged him intellectually. You’re only the boy that can keep up with him. You’re the only boy that doesn’t fawn all over Francis like a devoted puppy, and that makes you interesting to him.”
			

			
				“Because I’m not a boy,” Penn said, remembering Joe’s part in the conversation. She looked at him. “But you knew that already. When did you know?”
			

			
				“The day I found you in the alley. If you don’t want people to know you’re a girl, Penn, you need to stop dying in alleys,” Joe said, and Penn laughed, a hoarse, wracking sound that shook her ribs, and made her recoil in pain.
			

			
				“So what’s this medicine Mac’s talking about?”
			

			
				She shook her head. “It doesn’t exist yet.”
			

			
				“You mean in the U.S.? You can get it somewhere else? Where you got your scar maybe?” Joe asked.
			

			
				“Kind of like that,” Penn coughed again. What should she tell him? How much did he already know? There was too much information to process, and she couldn’t think straight. The room started to spin. She thought she might be sick.
			

			
				“She needs water,” Joe said to Mac, pointing to a cup on the nightstand next to the bed. The only other objects in the room were a wooden dresser, a chair, a lamp, and a rolled up blanket tucked into a corner, which Mac had used to spend the night on the floor. “Do you have chicken broth made up?”
			

			
				“Yes. But she’s been sleeping.”
			

			
				“Wake her up. Make sure she stays hydrated. Do you have goldenseal?”
			

			
				“What is it?”
			

			
				“It’s a plant. You can get it in powder form at the apothecary. Put it in the broth. With oregano. And garlic. Lots of garlic.”
			

			
				“What does garlic do?”
			

			
				“It fights infection.” Joe turned back to Penn. “Now, if you can, tell me more about this medicine I’m not supposed to be able to get.”
			

			
				“It’s why he’s here, Penn. It’s the only reason why he’s here. If anyone can find your medicine, it’s Joe.”
			

			
				“But Jimmy said…”
			

			
				Joe interrupted her. “We’ll talk about Jimmy later. Right now, I’m going to help you get better.” He brushed her hair back from her forehead. “But I can’t do that unless you to talk to me.”
			

			
				Penn didn’t want to trust Joe. His betrayal had hurt too much. But what if he was telling the truth? What if he didn’t order the hit? Then he hadn’t betrayed her. Nothing was making any sense, but she was too tired to resist. Too tired to listen to them argue. Too tired to figure out how much she could say about hearts and mechanical valves and antibiotics and even bacteria. Common knowledge she had taken for granted her entire life would sound fantastical, even ridiculous in 1915. They wouldn’t believe her. They would think she was crazy. They would lock her up or hand her over to the doctor so he could study her like a lab rat.
			

			
				A frantic knock on the door spared Penn the need to reply.
			

			
				“You can’t go in there,” a panicked voice shouted from the hallway.
			

			
				“Try and stop me,” a girl’s voice responded.
			

			
				“The club is off limits to girls.”
			

			
				“It’s a little too late for that,” Eva said, opening the door and sweeping into the room with a swishing of her skirt like she owned the place. She slammed the door behind her.
			

			
				“How is she?” Eva asked, looking from Mac to Joe, neither of whom she’d met before, but both of whom she’d heard about.
			

			
				“You know too?” Mac asked.
			

			
				“Knew it the first time I saw her. Knew you would know it too by now. I know everything. About your stupid bet.” She looked at Mac. “About your trainings,” she said to Joe.
			

			
				“Who told you?” Joe looked at Penn. In spite of everything that had happened, she was still expected to have kept Joe’s rules.
			

			
				“Fin,” Eva said, putting her hands on her hips and lifting her chin defiantly.
			

			
				“Fin?” Joe asked, slowly, dangerously.
			

			
				But Eva continued, unaware of the danger she was putting Fin in. “He figured it out first. About the thieves who trashed our store. He found one of their necklaces in the alley outside. Says he knows who it belongs to.”
			

			
				“Fin told you this?” Joe asked, equally slowly and dangerously.
			

			
				Eva ignored him a second time. “He told us about you too, Penn. Mother’s not mad anymore. She said you can come back to visit us as soon as you get better. She gave me some castor oil for you. And Papa wants to keep selling papers, so you can still see Will every day.”
			

			
				“Who’s Will?” Mac asked.
			

			
				“My brother. He’s super smart. He’s going to Harvard someday. He and Penn talk about books together,” she turned to Penn. “So you see, Penn,” she said defiantly, “you have to get better. You have to prove that a girl can sell papers and read books and fight as well as any boy. You have to show everyone that a girl can do anything she wants. Because even if they don’t know it, if they never know it, it will still be true.” Eva’s bottom lip started to tremble, and her voice shook, and she wiped at her eyes with the cuff of her sleeve. She sat on the edge of the bed and held Penn’s hand tightly. “Please, Penn. You have to try.”
			

			
				Penn closed her eyes against a feeling of suffocation. Too many people with too many needs and too little air. But her lungs were too taxed, her ribs too sore to breathe anyway. She was too sick to say anything. She couldn’t promise anything. She didn’t ask to be saved. All she wanted was to sleep.
			

			
				But she kept holding Eva’s hand.
			

			
				 
			

		



			
				Chapter 37
			

			
				 
			

			
				Penn got better. She didn’t think it was possible. She didn’t think it would ever happen. But it did. It took two weeks. Two weeks of Joe and Mac fussing and fighting. Of Eva visiting despite the newsboys’ great consternation at having a girl in their club, which provided Penn with no end of amusement, especially since they now viewed Penn with an awe approaching reverence, which she blamed on Mac.
			

			
				Will even came to visit once, when she was still feverish and sometimes incoherent. He brought her a stack of books and promised to discuss them all at length with her, if only she would get better. It was that night her fever broke for the first time in days.
			

			
				Jimmy and Gus came to visit too. It had been while she was too weak to speak, which was just as well because they didn’t speak either, and even if they had, she wouldn’t have known what to say. All she knew is that it must have taken a stronger backbone than she would ever have for them to walk through the Newsboys Club and up to her room to sit on the wooden chairs beside her bed and keep her company until she fell asleep.
			

			
				Fin never came to visit though. Not once.
			

			
				Nor did Mr. Sullivan, even though he always seemed to be lurking in the shadows when she was healthy. Penn figured he must be getting the information he needed about her from Eva, who was as besotted with him as ever. Penn wanted to tell her about Mr. Sullivan’s alley visit, but that would open a can of too many worms, and Eva was too good at discovering secrets as is. Plus, Penn was pretty sure Mr. Sullivan wouldn’t ever take Eva seriously. At least she hoped not. But she’d been wrong before.
			

			
				The door slammed open, and Mac backed into the room, a tray of food in his hands.
			

			
				“When are you going to let me get out bed?” she asked. They’d been having variations of this conversation for the past three days. “I can get my food myself. I can get out of your room. You can have your bed back. Aren’t you tired of sleeping on the floor? Of having a girl sleeping in your room?”
			

			
				“Shut up. The door’s open.”
			

			
				“Come on, Mac. You don’t have to keep night vigil anymore.”
			

			
				“Last week you almost stopped breathing.”
			

			
				“Says you. I’m breathing fine now. I want to go to my room.”
			

			
				“You can’t.” He avoided looking her in the eye as he placed the tray on her lap.
			

			
				“What do you mean I can’t?” Penn asked. This was new information.
			

			
				“All the rooms were thrashed pretty badly, so we had to move you downstairs,” Mac said, using the passive tense they’d adopted whenever they spoke of the break-in. Although Joe still denied any involvement, he was being even more tight-lipped than usual about the incident, and they hadn’t yet pieced together what had happened. Or why. Mac coughed awkwardly. “You shouldn’t have been up there all by yourself anyway. There’s plenty of room on the second floor.”
			

			
				“Was there anything left in my room?” Penn asked, thinking of her sock tucked beneath her mattress. She had saved half of her earnings every day. It was all the money she had in the world. And what about her clothes? She was still dressed in a nightshirt Joe brought over, for which she was fully planning to pay him. At least before she learned her sock might have gone missing.
			

			
				“You mean did they discover your stash of coin?”
			

			
				“It was still there?” Penn asked, incredulously.
			

			
				“I know. It doesn’t add up. They’re thieves. Why risk getting caught if they’re not going to take anything?”
			

			
				Penn looked down at her blanket and picked at a ball of fuzz. “I think I might know why,” she said, fighting the sinking feeling she had lately whenever she thought of Fin.
			

			
				“You do?”
			

			
				“Not for sure. And I don’t want to say anything until I do,” she said, refusing to put words to the half-formed thought lurking in the back of her mind. Once she named it, it wouldn’t go away until she dealt with it. But she couldn’t do anything until she left this bed.
			

			
				Mac nodded. “The sooner you figure it out, the better. Everyone’s still on edge. Numbers are down. Even the papers are starting to notice.”
			

			
				“Which is why you’re going to let me move to my own room today. I have to start working again. I have to know what happened.”
			

			
				“Why does it have to be you? Why do you have to work at all?”
			

			
				“Are you asking me that because I’m a girl? Nothing’s different now. I still won our bet.”
			

			
				“I don’t make bets with girls.”
			

			
				“Yes you do. And I won. Don’t think that just because you saved my life and nursed me back to health that I’m going to let you back out of our agreement.”
			

			
				“I’m not backing out of anything. You’re already in the club, or haven’t you noticed?” Mac pointed to a stack of Boys Life magazines and card games that well-meaning newsboys dropped off as peace offerings and well-wishes. “I’m not the only one with a devoted following,” he said, throwing Penn’s words from a long time ago back at her. Instead of feeling offended, she was flattered that he’d remembered what she’d said.
			

			
				“That’s your fault. You told them I was some kind of hero.”
			

			
				“No way. That was Little Frank. I didn’t tell them anything.”
			

			
				“Keeping me in here for weeks on end says enough.”
			

			
				“You think you’d be grateful after all this time, but you’re just as pig-headed as you always were.”
			

			
				“Thank you. That’s the nicest thing you’ve said to me all morning.”
			

			
				Mac studied Penn through narrowed eyes. “I can’t tell if you’re serious or not.”
			

			
				“I’m completely serious. I like you yelling at me. Feels like old times. Like I’m a normal person instead of an invalid. Or worse, a girl.” She started picking at her blanket again. “Seriously though. I don’t think I can ever thank you for what you’ve done for me, Mac. And for keeping my secret.” She looked up at him with all the pleading she could. “You will keep it, won’t you? You will let me stay even though you know.”
			

			
				“About the scar?”
			

			
				“About me being a girl.”
			

			
				“Selling isn’t for girls, Penn.”
			

			
				“I can sell as many papers as you. I thought we settled that.”
			

			
				“I get that, but girls, well, girls shouldn’t have to work.”
			

			
				“Except in factories? Or as maids? Or secretaries? What other options are there? It’s not like girls can become doctors or lawyers or airline pilots.”
			

			
				“Airline pilots?” Mac asked, and Penn realized she’d gone too far.
			

			
				“I don’t have anyone to take care of me, Mac, except you and Joe, and neither of you have any obligation to. Not really. I have to make my own way. And I’m good at selling. Please, Mac.”
			

			
				Mac ran his hand through his hair, making it stand on end, which only added to a charm that Penn was becoming increasingly aware of now that she no longer hated him.
			

			
				He sighed visibly, like he had given up. “You won the bet, Penn. You’ve earned your spot. I won’t take it away from you.”
			

			
				“Only because it ended early. You would have won otherwise.”
			

			
				“Maybe, maybe not.”
			

			
				Penn threw back the covers and swung her legs over the side of the bed.
			

			
				Mac stared at her bare legs. “What do you think you’re doing?”
			

			
				“I’m seeing if I can stand on my own,” she said.
			

			
				And she did.
			

			
				 
			

			
				.     .     .     .     .
			

			
				 
			

			
				Mac let Penn move back to her own room that afternoon, although he didn’t really have much choice after she walked into the kitchen still dressed in Joe’s nightshirt to eat a slice of bread and butter and ask for her clothes back. But he didn’t let her move back into her room in the attic, saying the end of August would only get hotter and her fever had kept her hot enough.
			

			
				“Besides, you’ve been isolated from the other boys too long,” he added.
			

			
				“Isolation from the other boys isn’t necessarily a bad thing when you’re in my situation,” Penn argued. It was a huge relief to be able to talk honestly, to really be herself with someone other than Eva. Well, except for the whole time travel part.
			

			
				“If you want to be a newsboy, Penn, you have to be a newsboy. We might compete for corners and for customers, but we have to stick together. You should know that by now.”
			

			
				“Fine,” she sighed. “Have it your way.” Penn turned and huffed down the hallway to her new room. She didn’t need to win every argument with Mac. Only the important ones. But she didn’t want to make winning easy for him either.
			

			
				She opened the door to her new room, surprised to find a window and twice as much space as before. She even had a wooden dresser, although she didn’t have enough clothes to fill one drawer, let alone all four. But she did have a lot of books and magazines and even some playing cards now. And Mac had given her the dress she had worn for the rescue mission. He’d even had it secretly laundered.
			

			
				“You never know when you’ll need it,” he said, handing her the dress wrapped in brown paper, tied with twine.
			

			
				“Hopefully never again,” she said, thinking about all the problems she’d had after she put it on. But then she thought about how it felt to be a girl in a dress and realized she liked that feeling. “At least not for the same reasons.”
			

			
				Penn opened the top drawer and looked inside. Her two shirts and two pairs of pants were folded neatly, with a note from Eva saying she’d taken the liberty of washing them and mending the holes. The alarm clock she had bought and her sock of coins were also there. Penn hefted the bulging weight of the sock in her hands and felt her eyes well with tears. Any of the newsboys could have stolen her money and claimed it had been one of Joe’s thieves. She hadn’t gone out of her way to be nice to anyone. She knew how hard some of these boys worked and how desperate their lives were. Yet the weight in her hand seemed as heavy as it had been two weeks earlier.
			

			
				Penn shut the drawer with a new determination to figure out who had ordered the attack and why. Especially the why. Because she already suspected the who.
			

			
				 
			

		



			
				Chapter 38
			

			
				 
			

			
				Penn woke up before her alarm clock. She was going to see Will today. She was going to sell again. Penn’s infection in her heart had revealed many truths to her mind, the most important being that she was cared for, if not actually loved. The second was how much she genuinely enjoyed selling. The third—a combination of the first two—was that she preferred to be visible and she was getting better at it. The fourth, well, the fourth wasn’t actually a revelation, but rather a suspicion about Fin, and it was growing every day like a new infection in her mind.
			

			
				She put on the knickers that Eva had washed and mended for her and a fresh shirt. Penn no longer had to think about buttoning the clothes that had once felt so foreign and awkward to her. Now she loved their weight against her skin, even in summer. A layer of protection. A cocooning.
			

			
				“Where do you think you’re going?” Mac asked, opening his door and blocking the hallway with his arm as Penn tried to slip past his room unnoticed and failed.
			

			
				“I always get up this early.”
			

			
				“No wonder you won our bet. I’d rather die.”
			

			
				Penn frowned. “No you wouldn’t.”
			

			
				“Sorry. Bad choice of words.”
			

			
				“You’re awake now. And very much alive.” Penn eyed his white tank top, his boxer shorts, his tousled hair, the new scar, still red, on his face, and hoped Mac didn’t take her last comment the wrong way, even though she might have meant it that way. Penn liked that Mac knew her secret, but it meant she was now even more aware of him and in a totally different way.
			

			
				Mac took a step towards her, and Penn tried to ignore the way his closeness made her breath catch in her throat. “You still haven’t answered my question,” he said.
			

			
				“It’s my first day back. I’m kind of excited,” Penn admitted, slightly embarrassed to be sharing something so personal. “I didn’t know I would miss selling so much.”
			

			
				Mac’s entire face erupted in a smile. Even his eyes were smiling. “That’s how you know you’re a real newsboy.”
			

			
				Penn smiled back, ducking under his arm as she did so, needing to leave while she still had her wits about her.
			

			
				“Don’t forget to grab something to eat,” Mac called after her.
			

			
				“Yes, mother” she replied without looking back. She heard Mac’s door slam behind her and laughed.
			

			
				Penn stepped out the front door and inhaled as deeply as her still sore ribs would allow. In the two weeks she had been cooped up inside, Penn had also missed Boston. 1915 Boston with its horsey, smoky, pungent seaside smell. With its symphony of clatters and shouts. Its moving patchwork of ladies’ dresses and parasols in vivid colors mixed with the more somber, muted colors of men’s suits and hats and briefcases.
			

			
				She almost ran to The Post. She was so early she had to knock on the window.
			

			
				Mulligan frowned as he slid the window open. “Look who we got here. I’d given you up for good.”
			

			
				Penn smiled, recognizing the gruff, almost mean tone for what it really was. Concern. And affection.
			

			
				“You should have known better. It takes more than a roughing up to stop me.”
			

			
				Mulligan became serious. “I hear you almost died.”
			

			
				“You hear everything.”
			

			
				“But I hear you rescued Mac first.”
			

			
				“Did you hear who was behind it?” Penn asked, hoping, but not really believing he would tell her. Some information was too precious to share.
			

			
				Mulligan looked around to see who might be listening. “I can tell you who wasn’t.” Mulligan took the unlit, chewed-up cigar out of his mouth and pointed it at Penn. “Thieves have no use for badges.”
			

			
				Penn nodded to show she understood and hefted her usual bundle onto her shoulder, wincing with the effort. It was heavier than she remembered.
			

			
				“Don’t overdo it today, kid. From what I hear, the bet is off, and you might have won it anyway. Now you simply need to survive.”
			

			
				“Surviving is never simple,” she said, turning to run with her bundle despite the burning in her calves, the ache in her shoulder, and the tightness in her lungs, if only to prove to herself that she could.
			

			
				Penn decided to take the long way to the Brannan’s store even though she was out of shape. She had to see Fin. She had to talk to him. As much as she loved selling papers, Fin was the real reason she left the house that morning. Money was a necessity, but Penn was learning there were things more important than money.
			

			
				Only Penn found nothing but empty streets. She checked every corner Fin worked, even Little Frank’s, who tipped his hat to Penn when he saw her. By the time she’d reached her corner, where Fin sometimes came to lift on particularly slow days, she was so frustrated she could scream. So she did. Out loud. Over and over she yelled Fin’s name until her throat burned and more than one person had looked out a window to see what all the commotion was about.
			

			
				A hand gently touched her shoulder, startling her, but it was only Luca. “Your friend isn’t here,” he said, his accent so thick, Penn was afraid she might have misunderstood him.
			

			
				“Fin? You’ve seen Fin? Do you know where he is? Is he okay?” she asked quickly, her words coming out in spurts.
			

			
				Luca puffed his cheeks. “I don’t see him for two weeks. Since I last see you,” he said, shaking his head. He broke into a genuine but slightly crooked smile. “Welcome back.”
			

			
				Penn nodded and thanked him and took off running again, but she was more winded now and had to stop a few streets later so she could catch her breath. Sweat dripped down the sides of her face and stung her eyes.
			

			
				“Well, well, well, speak of the devil.” Mr. Sullivan stepped out of the shadows to block Penn’s way.
			

			
				“What are you doing here?” Penn asked, more annoyed than scared. She still carried her knife in her back pocket, although after her fight with Jimmy she doubted she’d ever be able to use it on a real person. Then again, she’d never tried to use it on Mr. Sullivan before.
			

			
				“Same as you. Trying to earn a living.”
			

			
				“And just how hard would you try?” Penn asked, not liking how out of breath she sounded. Mr. Sullivan traded in information. Maybe some of it had ended up in Fin’s ears. It’s the only thing that made sense—that explained the order Joe never gave and Fin’s prolonged absence. She shifted her bundle to the other shoulder.
			

			
				“Hard enough. But not as hard as you’re thinking.”
			

			
				“You have no idea what I’m thinking.”
			

			
				“You need to look elsewhere.”
			

			
				“Same as you?” Penn asked. “You’re really good at looking elsewhere,” she said, stepping around Mr. Sullivan before he could stop her. She thought he would follow her to the store for his daily visit, but he must have disappeared into the shadows again because when she looked behind her, he was gone.
			

			
				As soon as she got to the store, the glass door jangled open before she could knock and Will grabbed her in a bear hug that knocked the papers to the ground with a thud. Words came tumbling out of his mouth. “Penn! How are you? Did you read any of the books I gave you? Papa insists we can sell twice as many papers. Do you think you could carry that much? Maybe we can get you a wagon. I have a wooden one I used to play with when I was a kid, but it would need a new coat of paint. What time do you finish this evening? Mother wants to have you over for dinner. Do you think you can come?”
			

			
				Penn laughed, letting herself be hugged, giving in to his enthusiasm, and even liking how she felt in his embrace, although after spending so much time with Mac, she recognized it more as a comfortable feeling, full of warmth and familiarity, instead of a romantic one, which made her insides melt and freeze simultaneously. Like she’d felt two nights ago, when Mac caught her eye in the mirror over the other newsboys’ heads while they were brushing their teeth, and winked.
			

			
				Will seemed to realize he was still hugging her and stepped back. “Did you have a favorite book?” he asked, leaning over to pick up the bundle and throw it over his own shoulder with ease.
			

			
				Penn nodded. “I read all of them,” she said, enjoying Will’s huge grin. “But my favorite was Howards End.”
			

			
				“Really? Why? Nobody else in my class liked it. They said it was boring. For old people.”
			

			
				“Then why did you give it to me?”
			

			
				“I said ‘nobody else.’ I loved it.”
			

			
				Penn’s smile almost matched Will’s in size and equaled it in pleasure. Okay, so maybe she did still like him a little. Or maybe she just liked that he was genuinely interested in what she thought. “We can talk about it tonight,” she said, turning to run away before she made a complete fool of herself. She practically skipped the entire way back to The Post, where Mulligan met her with a wink and her new bundle. Then she practically skipped the entire way to her corner, more like a happy run, smiling again at Luca, who already had a steady stream of customers buying baskets full of tomatoes and cucumbers and onions. Out of habit, she scanned the corner unsuccessfully for Fin. For a second there, she’d almost forgotten about him. Almost.
			

			
				Penn dropped the new bundle at her feet and clipped the twine with her knife. She ran her hand over the crisp, cool surface of the broadsheet, smelling the fresh ink that stained her fingers almost instantly. She genuinely loved selling. She had even come to love the people on her corner, whose faces had become increasingly familiar and often friendly, as though she had become a part of their day. Replaceable maybe, but no less necessary.
			

			
				At first, she’d worried she might have to fight to get back her corner since every newsboy knew about her bet with Mac, and they all knew she’d almost outsold him on this one. But Mac told her newsboys didn’t steal corners. It just wasn’t done. Her whole life, she’d been trying to get something for nothing. Like the sandwich. And the trolley ride. And even the pennies she found in the street. But in 1915, when so many people had nothing, they all believed in something, and they lived by a code of honor that gave order and sense to a world that had largely forgotten them. Even thieves like Joe and Gus and Jimmy, and, Penn hoped desperately, Fin.
			

			
				Grabbing a paper, Penn scanned the headlines—Children to Welcome Elephants at Fenway Park—and gasped. She couldn’t believe her luck. When she was little, Penn had read the book Pennies for Elephants at least a hundred times, about the children of Boston scrimping and saving and shoveling snow and even holding ticketed neighborhood costume parties to earn enough pennies to buy a family of retired circus elephants for the Franklin Park Zoo. She quickly read through the article and realized she could be there. She could actually go.
			

			
				“Do you have a pair of scissors?” she asked Mac, bursting into his office without knocking as soon as she got back to the club, her last paper clutched under her arm.
			

			
				“How did it go your first day back?”
			

			
				“Did you see this?” Penn asked, holding up the paper.
			

			
				Mac shook his head. “Yeah, not the best headline, but that shouldn’t have stopped you from selling. There was a pretty good story about a factory fire on page two.”
			

			
				“What are you talking about? I sold the entire bundle even faster than before I got sick. Except for this one. I’m keeping this one. I’m going to tack it to my wall like you do,” Penn said. “And I’m going.”
			

			
				“You are, are you?”
			

			
				Penn nodded. “And you’re coming with me.”
			

			
				Mac smiled out of the corner of his mouth. “I am, am I?”
			

			
				“Stop speaking in palindromes. Of course you are. This is too cool to miss.”
			

			
				“Why will it be cold?”
			

			
				“It’s just an expression. But you’ll come, won’t you?” Penn asked, instantly vulnerable. She really wanted him to come. Despite her best attempts to pretend that her feelings for Mac were based in friendship, or perhaps gratitude, she felt something for Mac she had never felt before. Not with Kai, who was good-looking. And not with Will, who was kind. Mac was both, of course, but he was more than that. He was brilliant and talented and genuinely interested in helping others. But it was more than that too. It was the way Mac knew what she meant when nobody else did. Not even Fin. Or Joe. It was the way he would sometimes touch her lightly on the arm, as though to reassure himself she was still there. It was the way he smiled at her with his eyes, like they shared a secret nobody else could access let alone understand. Like how he was looking at her right now.
			

			
				“If you ask me to.”
			

			
				“I just did.”
			

			
				“What if we can’t get in?” Mac asked. “It didn’t say whether or not we need tickets.”
			

			
				Penn grinned. “Getting in happens to be my specialty.”
			

			
				 
			

		



			
				Chapter 39
			

			
				 
			

			
				Already sweaty and out of breath, Penn ran down the rickety basement stairs, late for her training with Joe. Even though she knew she’d be wasting her time, she ran past all of Fin’s corners for the second time that morning, just in case. And for the second time that morning, she hadn’t seen him. As she ran with an increasingly heavy heart, she tried to convince herself that everything would be okay. That he was probably already at training. That it was a normal day.
			

			
				“You’re late.”
			

			
				“I had to drop something off at the club,” Penn said, which technically was true, even though it wasn’t the real reason.
			

			
				“Drop off on your own time, Penn. My time is too precious for you to waste.”
			

			
				“Where’s Fin?” she asked between labored breaths as her heart rate gradually slowed down.
			

			
				“Fin’s not coming.”
			

			
				“Not coming today? Or not coming ever again?” Penn asked with what she hoped was disinterest. Never again meant he was guilty. Today meant he hadn’t known she was coming. Or maybe he thought she was still too weak to train. Or maybe he had other responsibilities.
			

			
				“Fin needs to work, Penn. If you need to spar, Jimmy will help out.”
			

			
				Penn flinched involuntarily at hearing Jimmy’s name, and Joe’s voice became gentler. “What happened at the club wasn’t Jimmy’s fault. The sooner you face him, the sooner you can move past what happened.” He put his hand on her shoulder.
			

			
				Penn stepped back out of his reach. “I’ve already faced him. He came to visit me. So did Gus. But Fin didn’t come, not once. Something’s wrong, Joe. Before I got sick, not a single day went by that I didn’t see Fin. But I haven’t seen him now for over two weeks. It doesn’t make sense. I miss him, Joe. I can’t move past anything until I understand what happened.” Every instinct Penn had was telling her Fin was involved somehow. But to what extent? And why? One look at Joe’s face told her she wouldn’t find out from him. “Please, Joe?” she asked, trying to make eye contact with him.
			

			
				But Joe looked down at his arms and started rolling up his sleeves. “My business remains my business.”
			

			
				“Almost dying makes it my business too.”
			

			
				Joe finally looked her in the eyes. “Almost dying is why we’re here, Penn. But standing around talking isn’t gonna help you.” He grabbed his knife out of his back pocket and gestured to her to unsheathe her own. “You need to train.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				.     .     .     .     .
			

			
				 
			

			
				It ended up being one of Penn’s worst training sessions ever. She couldn’t concentrate, so she kept making mistakes.
			

			
				“Penn!” Joe shouted for the umpteenth time. “Keep your guard up. You keep dropping it. You’re opening yourself up for attack. And move your head. Keep your opponent guessing what your next move will be. Right now, you’re easier to read than a book. You’re gonna get yourself killed.”
			

			
				“As if you’d care,” Penn said.
			

			
				Joe whirled around. “What’s that supposed to mean?” he asked, in his quiet but angry voice. “What do you think I’m doing, Penn? Why am I taking time out of my day to help you?”
			

			
				“I don’t know,” Penn shouted back. “I’ve never known. Sometimes I think you pity me. Sometimes I think you’re my friend. Fin said you were only training me so I could spy on the newsboys.”
			

			
				“Fin said that?” Joe asked, standing up straight, letting his arms drop to his side, a look of incredulity on his face. “And you believed him?”
			

			
				“Why not? Mac practically said the same thing.”
			

			
				Joe’s voice became hard again. “And just when did Mac say that?”
			

			
				“Don’t change the subject,” Penn said, unwilling to let this become a conversation about Mac. She needed answers, if not about Fin then at least about herself.
			

			
				“What subject? What exactly are we talking about?” Joe returned, forcing her to be explicit. To ask the real question.
			

			
				“Why are you helping me?” Penn asked finally. “Is it because I’m a girl? Mac said it’s the only reason he could think of. Normally, you don’t help anyone unless you can get something out of it.”
			

			
				“Mac says a lot of things.”
			

			
				“He doesn’t like you, Joe. But he’s no liar.”
			

			
				Joe stepped closer to Penn, so close she had to look up to see his face. “I might be a thief, Penn, but I’m no liar either.”
			

			
				This time she refused to step back. “So answer my question.”
			

			
				“No.”
			

			
				“Not answering is just as dishonest as lying.”
			

			
				“No, it’s not. But the answer is no. I’m not helping you because you’re a girl.”
			

			
				“But it’s part of the reason, right?”
			

			
				“In that, it’s who you are.”
			

			
				“Why are you so interested in who I am?” Penn asked.
			

			
				Joe narrowed his eyes. “It should be enough that I help you at all. I shouldn’t have to explain why.”
			

			
				“I know. But it’s not.”
			

			
				“Because you have an inferiority complex.”
			

			
				“Of course I have an inferiority complex! Look at this place!” Penn shouted, spreading her arms as if to encompass the whole world. “Women can’t vote. They have to wear dresses with yards of fabric that make it impossible to move, let alone run or jump. They’re told to sit at home and wait for some guy they don’t even like to call on them. And they’ll probably get married off to some boring idiot with a receding hairline because their parents think he’s dependable. How can I not feel inferior? If anyone knew I was a girl, I’d never have been allowed to sell papers. I would have never been taught to lift.”
			

			
				“I knew you were a girl,” Joe interrupted.
			

			
				“But nobody else did. And they wouldn’t have let me stay if they did.”
			

			
				“There are plenty of girls who lift.”
			

			
				“Not in your organization. You’re just as bad as everyone else. So why did you let me stay?”
			

			
				Joe shrugged. “At first it was kind of like an experiment. I wanted to see if you could survive.”
			

			
				“And after I survived?”
			

			
				“You were good. Really good.”
			

			
				“So you’re helping me because I have talent? Like you helped Jimmy?”
			

			
				Joe’s voice became hard. “Don’t bring Jimmy into this. You’re not anything like Jimmy.”
			

			
				“Because I’m a girl?”
			

			
				“Because you make me think. Because you argue with me when nobody else would dare. Because you have a way of looking at things I’ve never seen before. Like you’re in the world but not a part of it. I see myself in a new way when I’m with you, Penn. It’s almost like you know what’s going to happen, or at least what something means when it does happen. I’ve heard you call the headlines. I know I’m not imagining things. Being a girl has nothing to do with it.”
			

			
				The conversation was going in a totally unexpected direction that made Penn extremely nervous. Joe might have figured out she was a girl, but there was no way he could have figured out where she came from. And yet, it seemed like in some ways he already had, only he couldn’t explain it. Maybe he was just as confused as she was.
			

			
				“Still doesn’t explain why you’re training me.”
			

			
				“I’m not training you. Instead, we’re having a little conversation. Maybe you’re intentionally distracting me so you won’t have to train. Maybe you’re too weak now. Too tired.”
			

			
				“Training is probably what saved my life.”
			

			
				“That’s the idea.”
			

			
				“No. I mean from the infection. I wouldn’t have been strong enough to beat the infection if you hadn’t pushed me so hard.”
			

			
				“I know,” Joe said. Penn wanted to ask what he knew about her scar, which he must have seen when he found out she was a girl, but she wasn’t ready to go there yet. She had too many secrets. Too many she still needed to keep hidden. But she couldn’t let Joe think she was ungrateful.
			

			
				“You saved my life,” she said.
			

			
				Joe nodded. “That makes twice now.”
			

			
				“I don’t think I’ll ever be able to pay you back,” Penn said, still nervous about being in his debt.
			

			
				“I don’t want you to.”
			

			
				“Because you want to ask me for future favors I can’t refuse?” Penn asked, Mac’s warnings never far from her mind.
			

			
				Joe shook his head and sighed. “Because I want to be your friend.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				.     .     .     .     .
			

			
				 
			

			
				“Would you like more peas?” Mrs. Brannan asked Penn later that evening, holding a slotted silver spoon heaped with buttered peas over a white china plate trimmed in gold. Normally Penn didn’t like peas, but food tasted different in 1915. The flavor of meat was stronger, and the produce uglier but more flavorful, although there was less of it. A lot less.
			

			
				Penn nodded eagerly. “Yes please, ma’am. Thank you.” She was trying to be her most polite self, unsure whether table manners had changed much in the last hundred years.
			

			
				“So what are your plans for the future, Penn?” Mr. Brannan asked from across the dining table covered in a white crocheted tablecloth, where silver serving platters steamed with roast beef and carrots and potatoes. It was the fanciest dinner Penn had ever eaten.
			

			
				Eva leaned over and whispered loud enough for the table to hear, “Papa’s big on plans for the future,” which made everyone but Mr. Brannan laugh.
			

			
				“You have to know where you’re headed,” he said, his voice full of sincerity.
			

			
				“Or you won’t know where you’re going,” Will and Eva sing-songed, simultaneously bored and amused. But Penn was still expected to answer.
			

			
				She decided to be honest. “Originally, I was planning to go to university,” Penn explained. “When I was in school, I had good test scores,” she said, hoping they had test scores in 1915, “and all my teachers thought I could maybe even get a scholarship. But now I don’t know. My entire life has changed.” Penn said the last part with as much finality as she could. She wanted the conversation to end.
			

			
				“I hear some of the city counselors are trying to establish a newsboy scholarship,” Mr. Brannan said. “Maybe you can still try for one.”
			

			
				“I would love that, sir,” Penn said, her mind filling momentarily with hope, something she hadn’t had too much of lately. Hope implied a future and Penn had been overly consumed with surviving the present. She hadn’t even thought about trying to get home. She wasn’t even sure what that word meant anymore. But maybe she could still have a future, even in 1915. Maybe especially in 1915, where she’d survived a heart infection that should have killed her. Maybe her heart really was healing. Maybe, despite its smaller size, her artificial valve could beat indefinitely.
			

			
				 
			

		



			
				Chapter 40
			

			
				 
			

			
				The following morning, Penn woke up slightly nervous, which she attributed to the excitement of the day, and not the idea of being alone with Mac not in a newsboy context. He’d seen her in her worst state. He’d taken care of her in ways she preferred not to think about. Ways that involved bodily fluids, and hidden parts, and scars. They had shared a room for over two weeks. They had argued and fought, and they still argued and fought, although now they did so as allies instead of enemies. And he still treated her like a boy despite knowing she was a girl. So why should seeing the elephants with Mac make her nervous?
			

			
				She walked into his office without knocking. Most newsboys would have knocked first, but she had almost died on the office floor, and this gave her a sense of ownership.
			

			
				“You’re not working, are you?” Penn asked. “You haven’t forgotten our…” she almost said date, which was the exact wrong word, “trip to Fenway Park? The elephants?”
			

			
				“I haven’t forgotten, Penn, but bills need to be paid.”
			

			
				“On a Saturday?” Penn walked over to Mac’s side of the desk and flipped through the stack of bills, trying to ignore the electric current that ran up her arm when it accidentally bumped his. Many of the bills were handwritten in a fancy, scrolling cursive, others were typed by a typewriter, and all were skewered to a block of wood that had a nail sticking up in the center of it. “You do all of this?”
			

			
				“Someone has to.”
			

			
				“I could help,” she offered. “I’ve been to school, Mac. A good one. I can do this.”
			

			
				Mac put down his pen. “You’re not going to let me finish are you?”
			

			
				Penn smiled. “But I’ll help you finish when we get back.”
			

			
				“Is that a promise?”
			

			
				“Cross my heart,” Penn said, wondering if that expression existed in 1915.
			

			
				Mac stood up and turned slightly, so they were facing each other, so close she could see tiny flecks of gold in his eyes. But she refused to step back.
			

			
				“You don’t hope to die though.” He said it as a statement, but Penn could hear the question in it.
			

			
				She looked up at him and shook her head “no,” afraid that if she spoke, or even breathed, the moment would stretch and break, but despite her best efforts, she couldn’t control how fast her heart was beating and her artificial valve filled the room with its gentle clicks, betraying just how much she liked him.
			

			
				Slowly, he removed her hat and tucked a stray curl behind her ear. Penn inhaled sharply at the warmth of his fingers as he stroked her cheek. His hands smelled of newspaper ink and something almost spicy, like cloves.
			

			
				He took a step closer, forcing Penn to raise her chin to keep eye contact. “Good,” was all he said before leaning over to give her a single perfect kiss.
			

			
				 
			

			
				.     .     .     .     .
			

			
				 
			

			
				They decided to walk to Fenway Park. They could have taken the train, which in 1915 was called the El instead of the T, or some other form of transportation, but it was a beautiful day, and the entire city seemed to be celebrating, which suited Penn’s sentiments exactly. Her insides were throwing themselves a party. Her lips still tingled with the memory of her first kiss, which had also tasted like cloves, and she had to fight the instinct to keep touching them, wanting to prolong the sensation as long as possible.
			

			
				Families dotted the Common in clusters of color, children tugging at their parents’ hands, urging them to move faster. Over fifty thousand children had donated pennies to save the elephants, and they were all invited to the ceremony where the governor would officially hand the elephants over to Boston’s Mayor Curley. Penn had gone to the Curley School in Jamaica Plain before Boston Latin, but now he was a real person, not just a name carved in stone above the school entrance.
			

			
				“I don’t get why this is such a big deal,” Mac said, as they got closer to Fenway Park and the crowds of people tripled. Penn hadn’t been this far south yet. It made her nervous to be so close to home, but so very far away. Part of her wanted to keep going, to ride the El to Jamaica Plain to see her house. To pass by the newly constructed Longwood Medical area, where her mom would work one day, and where she would go to school once the building that had caused Mr. Sullivan so much grief had been built. But she didn’t know whether she wanted to see her house when it was new and not hers. To see evidence of a life she would eventually have but could not access, no longer sure she even wanted to. She didn’t know which life she preferred, especially after Mac’s kiss, which hung unspoken yet not unwelcome between them. She would think about it later. Once she had established a new routine and her life finally normalized. Maybe for the first time.
			

			
				“You can’t tell me you’re not excited to see elephants,” she said, walking closer to Mac than was necessary, relishing every time they bumped shoulders, or accidentally brushed hands.
			

			
				“It’s not like we’ll be able to touch them. Fenway Park is huge. We’ll be lucky if they don’t look like ants from the bleachers.”
			

			
				Penn laughed. Mac was the only person she’d ever heard call Fenway Park huge. In her world, it was considered small and intimate. And it cost hundreds of dollars for good seats on a normal game day, never mind when the Red Sox were playing the Yankees. She’d gone to her first Red Sox game with her father. It was one of her favorite memories, wearing a Sox cap, eating hotdogs, and dancing to Sweet Caroline as the evening sky faded from lavender to black. He’d had to carry her to the T when the game ended, and she had fallen asleep in his arms, a giant foam finger stuck to her hand, like any other kid.
			

			
				As Mac and Penn rounded the corner onto Lansdowne Street, she sucked in her breath. Fenway Park was new. Only three years old. There were no electric scoreboards, no stadium lights. But the brick walls and windows and large green doors were there. And the flags. And the carts selling souvenirs and popcorn and fresh lemonade, the sweet smell of roasted nuts perfuming the air. People streamed in through the gates, but there was no security bag check. No bins of discarded water bottles. The clothing they wore was much more formal, like they were going to a garden party or a Sunday school picnic instead of a ballpark.
			

			
				“Where do you want to sit?” Mac asked, as they allowed the crowd to gather them up and sweep them through the turnstiles. He seemed overwhelmed.
			

			
				“Let’s try the Grandstand first. If there isn’t any room we can go to the bleachers,” Penn said, weaving between slow-moving families that were too busy gawking at the surroundings to care. She knew exactly where she wanted to sit, but when she reached the top of the staircase, she stopped abruptly. Mac almost knocked her over.
			

			
				“What’s wrong?” Mac asked loudly.
			

			
				“Shhh,” Penn hissed. “Don’t let them see you.” She didn’t want to have to share Mac with anyone. Not yet. Not even Fin.
			

			
				“Don’t let who see me?” he asked, just as loudly.
			

			
				“It’s too late. They’re coming,” she sighed, as Eva waved at her, dragging a reluctant Fin over to greet them.
			

			
				“Hi, Fin,” Penn said tentatively, trying to get him to look her in the eye, but he pretended to be distracted by the crowd. “Long time, no see.”
			

			
				“Have you ever seen so many people in one place before?” he asked, his conversation stiff and awkward and superficial, like they were strangers meeting for the first time.
			

			
				“It’s nice to see you too, Fin,” she said, trying to keep the hurt out of her voice. She didn’t know what she imagined would happen when she saw him again, but she hadn’t envisioned indifference. Penn turned to Eva. “What are you guys doing here?” she asked, almost accusingly, but Eva didn’t seem to notice.
			

			
				“Same as you, I imagine. You didn’t say you were coming.”
			

			
				“You didn’t either,” Penn said. “Are you on a date?”
			

			
				Fin finally stopped ignoring her and met her eye. “Why? Are you?” he asked, a surprising amount of resentment in his voice.
			

			
				Penn felt a familiar knotting in her stomach and wondered if he too knew she was a girl. She felt like the world was closing in on her. Or maybe it was the crush of the crowds as they passed by. She reached out to steady herself with the handrail.
			

			
				Mac noticed her reaction and looked concerned. “Are you okay? Maybe this was a bad idea. You’ve only been up for a few days.”
			

			
				Penn shook her head. “I’m fine. I just need to sit. There are too many people here.” It was the first time in her life that she felt uncomfortable in a crowd.
			

			
				“Let’s sit together,” Eva suggested happily, although she seemed to be the only one excited by the idea. Penn glanced at Fin, trying to read his expression. Anger? Resentment? Shame? Or was she simply imagining things? She couldn’t tell. Maybe he didn’t like Mac. Maybe he didn’t like having to share Eva, especially if he really didn’t know Penn was a girl.
			

			
				They found four seats together at the top of the Grandstand, Fin deliberately stepping between Eva and Penn, as though wanting to keep Eva to himself.
			

			
				Mac kept looking oddly at Penn, trying to figure out why she and Fin were acting so strangely. She hadn’t told him yet about her suspicions.
			

			
				“So how do you and Eva know each other?” Mac asked Fin, trying to fill the awkward silence with conversation. The stadium was still filling with people, the field still empty of important officials. Or elephants.
			

			
				“We met through Penn,” he said.
			

			
				Penn turned to Fin. “Eva said you figured out who robbed the store,” she said, a slight challenge in her voice.
			

			
				Fin nodded while clearing his throat, clearly uncomfortable.
			

			
				“How did you figure that?” Mac asked, genuinely interested now.
			

			
				Eva leaned across Fin’s lap. “He found one of their necklaces outside the shop. It had a medal on it that he recognized. Some saint. John. Jerome. I can’t remember.”
			

			
				“A saint?” Mac asked, confused. “Not St. Jude.” He gave Penn a meaningful look, but she didn’t understand the reference.
			

			
				“Yes,” Eva nodded. “That’s the one.”
			

			
				Mac shook his head. “It wasn’t him. Not his style.”
			

			
				“But Fin got the money back and everything,” Eva insisted.
			

			
				Now it was Penn’s turn to be incredulous. “You got the money back?”
			

			
				“Mother was so happy she invited Fin to dinner. Twice. She even approved of our outing.” Eva grabbed his arm and smiled up at Fin, who squirmed in his seat.
			

			
				“How did you get the money back?” Penn asked again, refusing to be distracted. Even if he knew who the thieves were, why would they give over their money? What kind of threat could he hold over their heads? It’s not like Fin would go to the police.
			

			
				“And what would St. Jude want with the Brannan’s store?” Mac asked. He turned to Penn, frustrated with her lack of reaction. “The patron saint of desperation and lost causes?” he explained.
			

			
				“What? Oh. No. No way,” she said, shaking her head, as the full import of what Mac was implying hit her. “I don’t believe it either.” It was impossible. Not only would Joe never steal from a store, he wouldn’t be so careless as to leave anything behind. Besides, Jimmy denied knowing anything about the robbery, and Will had said there were at least four thieves. Who else would Joe trust enough to accompany him? Gus? Fin? But Will would have recognized Fin. “I don’t think you found anything at all.”
			

			
				“Meaning?” Fin asked.
			

			
				“Meaning, I must have searched the ground outside the store a thousand times, looking for clues. There wasn’t anything there, Fin. Not a speck of dust out of place.”
			

			
				“Maybe you didn’t look hard enough.”
			

			
				“Not look hard enough? It was my money too, Fin. I’d lost a day’s worth of papers and the only friends I had.”
			

			
				“Not the only friends,” Fin insisted, his voice hurt. “I’m your friend too. I’ve always been your friend.”
			

			
				“Then why didn’t you visit me when I was sick? Why weren’t you at my training?”
			

			
				“Because everything’s not always about you,” Fin said loud enough to make some of the other spectators look his way.
			

			
				“That still doesn’t explain how you got the money back,” Mac said. “Or found the medallion in the first place.”
			

			
				“What is this?” Fin asked instead. “Are you accusing me?”
			

			
				Penn shook her head. “We’re not accusing you of anything. We’re just asking questions.”
			

			
				“Pointed questions. I didn’t come here for this. Let’s go Eva.”
			

			
				Eva pouted. “But we haven’t seen anything yet. The elephants aren’t even on the field.”
			

			
				Fin stood up. “I don’t have to sit here and listen to them accusing me. We can find another seat.”
			

			
				“Stop being such a ninny and sit down,” Eva said, tugging on his arm. “They weren’t accusing you of anything. What would they be accusing you of anyway?” she asked, looking up at Fin as her mind started to work through the problem. “Oh,” she said a second later, letting go of his arm.
			

			
				“Not you too,” Fin said to Eva, whose admiration had turned to suspicion and distrust. He turned to Penn. “This is your fault. It’s always your fault. Wherever you go, you turn people against me. But I was here first. I’m the one who found you.”
			

			
				“I know, Fin.”
			

			
				“You don’t know anything,” he said, sliding past Eva and running down the steps.
			

			
				“So tell me,” Penn shouted, jumping up to run after him.
			

			
				Mac grabbed her arm. “Let him go, Penn. He’s steamed up. Let him cool off first.”
			

			
				“If I let him go, what makes you think I’ll ever find him again?”
			

			
				“What aren’t you telling me, Penn?”
			

			
				“Nothing yet. Let me follow him. Stay with Eva.”
			

			
				Mac let go of her arm, and she sprinted after Fin.
			

			
				“If you’re not back here in five minutes, I’m coming to look for you,” he shouted after her, but she was already surrounded by the crush of the crowd.
			

			
				It was almost impossible to track the navy blue felt of Fin’s flat cap weaving through the stands. Penn thought he’d make for the turnstiles, so she headed that way to cut him off, but he saw her and fled in the opposite direction, disappearing up another section of stairs, which erupted in a roar of cheering as the band began to play. She wanted to stop running. To return to her seat next to Mac and watch the elephants parade onto the field with Mayor Curley. To see if Tony, the baby elephant, really put his trunk into the governor’s pocket looking for peanuts, or if that was just a made up part of her favorite children’s book. She wanted to be normal, if only for a day, and pretend she belonged somewhere. Anywhere.
			

			
				But she wanted to find Fin even more. She needed answers and talking to him had only generated more questions. She ran up the steps and scanned the stadium, catching glimpses of the field, now filled with marching bands and balloons and flags and even clowns.
			

			
				“He went that way,” an older woman said, pointing towards the top of the grandstand, where Penn could barely make out Fin’s flat cap racing along the walkway at the top of the stadium.
			

			
				Penn nodded at the woman, who looked familiar. “Thank you,” she said, trying to place where she might have seen her. Maybe in Eva’s store? Maybe Penn had sold her a newspaper? Her clothing was colorful and well cared for, her hat purple, her shawl a floral print of miniature roses in a variety of pinks, her dress candy apple red, a “Votes for Women” button pinned to the collar. When the woman bent forward and started coughing, a hacking, thick cough that belonged to a much larger man, Penn almost cried out in frustration. She didn’t have time for this. Penn took the woman’s hand in her own and patted her impatiently and awkwardly on the back. The coughing finally subsided, but the woman held fast to her hand and put a penny in it. A shiny, shielded 2019 coin. Too confused to understand what she was seeing, Penn stared blankly at the coin in her hand.
			

			
				“You won’t catch him,” the old woman said, her breath, which smelled of peppermint, heavy and hot in Penn’s face. And she remembered.
			

			
				“You…you’re from before,” she stuttered in disbelief. “I saw you in front of the library. You gave me the penny. You said to make a wish.” Penn looked around in disbelief, “Everything that’s happened here, it’s…it’s because of you.”
			

			
				“No it’s not. It has nothing to do with me. It’s because of you.”
			

			
				“But you don’t know anything about me.”
			

			
				“I know a lot about you, Penn.”
			

			
				Penn’s eyes widened. “How do you know my name?”
			

			
				“I know everything. More than you could ever imagine. I know you were born with congenital heart failure, and I even know why. I know you’ve been in and out of hospitals your entire life, and that your most recent surgery was successful, but temporary. I know your father left when you were seven years old, and I know your mother works nights, leaving you alone and friendless. I know you spend most of your days hiding from life, and you’ve gotten quite good at it, which is why it took me so long to find you in the first place.”
			

			
				“Find me? What are you talking about? I found you.” Penn started backing up, shaking her head in confusion as tears filled her eyes and throat, choking her next words. “And who told you about my father?”
			

			
				“He was supposed to train you. And make sure you healed. Only he disappeared before he had the chance.”
			

			
				Penn could barely control her anger. How dare this woman talk about her father as if she knew him. “He didn’t disappear. He abandoned us.”
			

			
				“He didn’t abandon you, Penn. Not willingly. He got stuck in another time.”
			

			
				“No. That can’t be true.” Penn’s mind was spinning, and she had to reach out and grab the railing to keep her knees from buckling. The crush of the crowd was strangling her, swirling in and out of her vision like ribbons of colors on a paint wheel. She couldn’t process what the woman was saying. “I don’t believe you. I don’t have time for this.”
			

			
				“Yes you do. It’s in your blood. It’s why your heart needs fixing. You’re a Fatechanger, Penn. Even among time travelers, Fatechangers are rare. The gene mutation that allows you to alter the course of history also causes a heart defect. It’s why you need another surgery. It’s why you need to go home.”
			

			
				“You’re wrong. My heart doesn’t need fixing anymore. It’s strong here. It’s stronger here than it ever was at home.”
			

			
				The woman scoffed. “Don’t mistake health for healing. You survived a single infection. You might be fine now, but in a year or so, your heart will outgrow its artificial valve, and you will die. You need surgery. You need real medicine.”
			

			
				“I don’t want to go home. Not yet.” Penn tried giving back the penny, but the woman refused to take it. She scanned the stadium for Fin, but the tears in her eyes blended colors and shapes together like a kaleidoscope.
			

			
				“You don’t have a choice.”
			

			
				“Like my dad?” she shot back angrily. “Are you saying he didn’t choose to leave me and my mom?” Penn asked, still unsure whether or not she believed the old woman. If she was telling the truth, then it was her dad who was supposed to have trained her. Not Joe. Her dad who was supposed to have healed her, not Mac. It was too much to take in all at once. It changed everything and nothing. Because Joe did train her and Mac did heal her, and her dad wasn’t anywhere to be found. And Fin had betrayed her. And she needed to know why. She looked at the penny in her hand and put it in her pocket. If she really was a Fatechanger, whatever that meant, what did it matter if she waited another day, another week, another month before she went home? She had all the time in the world.
			

			
				Penn lifted her chin in defiance. “I do have a choice,” she said. “I have friends now. People I care about. And unlike my father, I won’t abandon them. I won’t leave without saying goodbye. And nothing and nobody can make me.”
			

			
				Not waiting to hear the woman’s response, Penn took off running in the same direction as Fin. She climbed two flights of stairs before she had to rest, her lungs screaming for air. She eventually spotted him running along the top of the Grandstand on the opposite side, and chased him until he ran out of room at the end of the pavilion. To reach the bleachers, he would have to go down a level, but by then she had blocked his way.
			

			
				Fin was out of breath too. He held his side and bent over, holding onto the wall with his other hand.
			

			
				“Let me go,” he said between breaths. “Why can’t you just leave me alone?”
			

			
				“Joe didn’t break into Eva’s store. Admit it.”
			

			
				“Yes he did. A long time ago, only he was never caught. He was just a kid then, and everyone thought he was too young to outsmart the cops. Where else do you think he got all his money from? You can’t get coin like that from lifting.”
			

			
				“Don’t lie to me. It was you. It was always you. You even stole from me, but I blamed it on Mac. I thought it was because of the bet.”
			

			
				Fin sneered, hatred twisting his face and making it ugly. “You made it so easy with all your whining. Even Joe didn’t guess.”
			

			
				“How could you steal from Eva?”
			

			
				He shook his head. “That wasn’t me. That was Sy.”
			

			
				“Sy?”
			

			
				“You remember Sy. Joe’s made lots of enemies. Sy just needed a little encouragement. And there really was a necklace. Sy left it so you would suspect Joe, only you were too stupid to find it and too stupid to understand what it meant until Mac explained it to you.”
			

			
				“I thought you liked Eva.”
			

			
				“I do. And now Eva’s entire family thinks I’m a hero. Before, they wouldn’t even look at me. But just so you know, this wasn’t about Eva.”
			

			
				“Then why’d you do it, Fin? What about all your talk of fairness and honesty?”
			

			
				“I did it because of Joe.”
			

			
				“How can robbing Eva’s store and kidnapping Mac be for Joe?”
			

			
				Fin laughed. “Mac was an accident. I have nothing against Mac. If anything, I admire him. He escaped Joe with his pride intact.”
			

			
				“Joe has been nothing but good to you.”
			

			
				“Good to me? Good to me?! After all I’ve done for him, he offers to train you? After you reject him? After you join ranks with his enemy? I’ve been asking, begging for his attention for years, and he hasn’t once really seen me the way he sees you.”
			

			
				“And how does he see me, Fin?”
			

			
				“As an equal.”
			

			
				Now it was Penn’s turn to laugh bitterly. If only he knew. “Joe sees me as many things, Fin, but never an equal.”
			

			
				“You’re smaller than me. You’re dumber. You couldn’t find the nose on the end of your face if I didn’t show it to you first, but you get all the glory. All the credit. And I get nothing.”
			

			
				“What do you want exactly? What good is glory? It won’t feed you.”
			

			
				“I really believed, Penn.”
			

			
				“Believed what?”
			

			
				“Believed in everything Joe stood for.”
			

			
				“He still does. What’s changed?”
			

			
				“You don’t even know, do you?” Fin threw up his hands incredulously.
			

			
				“Know what?”
			

			
				“He kicked me out, Penn. Because of you. You didn’t wonder why I wasn’t at training? I bet you didn’t even realize I wasn’t there.”
			

			
				“Of course I noticed. Joe said you were too busy working. I had no idea you weren’t with him anymore.”
			

			
				“See. You’ve made a liar of him too. He’s never lied before. He hasn’t needed to.”
			

			
				“Where are you sleeping if you’re not at Joe’s? What are you doing for food? Are you lifting?” Penn asked. She gasped as a new idea entered her mind. “I know! You could sell papers! You could join the club! You can bunk with me! I can finally pay you back! I can help you!”
			

			
				“After what I did to the newsboys, you think they’d let me stay?
			

			
				“They don’t have to know!” Penn insisted, almost begging. “Even Mac doesn’t know you were involved. Not really.”
			

			
				Fin shook his head, “I saw the way Mac looked at me. Eva too. You’ve turned everyone against me, and all I ever did was help you. I should have let you get beat up in that alley. I should have let you throw your fake money into the fountain. I should have let O’Belly lock you away. I wish I’d never seen you.”
			

			
				Fin backed up towards the wall, which was a little more than waist high. “I have nothing left, Penn, all my money, all my savings are gone. And it’s all your fault.” He looked over the side, eyeing the distance to the ground below.
			

			
				“Don’t do anything stupid, Fin.”
			

			
				“Too late.”
			

			
				“Come away from the wall.”
			

			
				Fin laughed. “It’s not like it matters. Not like anyone would care.”
			

			
				“I care,” Penn said.
			

			
				“Even after everything I’ve said? Everything I’ve done?”
			

			
				Penn nodded. It was true. “Don’t leave me, Fin. You were my first friend. My best friend.”
			

			
				For a second, she thought Fin might step away from the wall, but he shook his head. “I can’t Penn. Your friendship costs too much.”
			

			
				“I can talk to Joe.”
			

			
				“It won’t be the same. Nothing will ever be the same.”
			

			
				Penn wracked her brain, trying to come up with an offer Fin couldn’t refuse. What could she say? What could she tell him? Would the truth save him? She fingered the 2019 penny in her pocket, lighter and thinner. Life as a thief might not be an honest life, but it was a good one, and Fin had worked harder than anyone at it. With Joe, Fin had found direction and purpose. At Joe’s, Fin could dream of an honest future. One that Penn had deprived him of. Who knows how many other lives she had messed up without even realizing it? Another roar went up through the crowd, and Penn looked toward the field, where the three elephants were standing on their hind legs, trumpeting, but she no longer took any pleasure in their performance.
			

			
				She turned back to Fin, but he was gone.
			

			
				“NOOO!” she screamed, running to the wall, expecting to see Fin’s body shattered on the ground below. But there was only a staircase a few feet down. He must have jumped. She looked into the labyrinth of streets below her, trying to spot his navy blue flat cap, but there were too many people to see much of anything.
			

			
				Penn retraced her steps trying to find the old woman. Maybe she could undo what she’d done. Maybe if she went further back in time, she could erase all the damage she’d caused. Maybe that’s what it meant to be a Fatechanger. There had to be some way to fix this. But when Penn got back to the place she had last seen the woman, she too was gone.
			

			
				By the time Penn reached her seat, the ceremony was over. She thought Mac would be worried that she’d been gone so long, but he was too busy smiling at Eva to care.
			

			
				“Five minutes?” Penn asked, sitting in the empty chair next to Mac, who had switched seats to sit next to Eva, so close their knees were touching. “Thought you said you were coming after me. It’s been a lot longer than five minutes,” Penn said, hating how whiny her voice sounded.
			

			
				“You said to stay with Eva. I knew you’d be fine.”
			

			
				Penn nodded, not liking how Eva was looking at Mac, not liking even more how much she didn’t like it. And she recognized in her own feelings something of what Fin was talking about. Like she was invisible again.
			

			
				“Where’s Fin?” Eva asked, still looking at Mac.
			

			
				“He’s gone. I couldn’t catch him.”
			

			
				“Do you really think he had something to do with Papa’s store?” Eva asked, finally looking at Penn.
			

			
				“No. I don’t,” Penn lied.
			

			
				“Good. Now I only have to hate him for ditching me.”
			

			
				“Looks like you had a good time to me,” Penn said. “Both of you,” she added, staring at Mac who cleared his throat and removed his arm from the back of Eva’s chair. “Maybe you should say thank you next time you see him, instead.” She looked at Mac again. “Both of you.”
			

			
				“Penn, wait,” Mac said, standing up, but she was already halfway down the steps, half blinded by the tears in her eyes, which she refused to let fall. It hadn’t even been two hours since their kiss, and already he’d forgotten her. Who was she kidding? Mac would never see her the way he saw Eva. Their relationship, if she could even call it that, couldn’t go anywhere, not if she wanted to keep selling. How long could she keep her gender a secret anyway? Another year? Two tops? Her heart valve would have expired by then. The old woman was right. She didn’t belong in 1915, no matter how much she wanted to stay.
			

			
				Suddenly, a familiar shade of candy apple red caught Penn’s eye and reabsorbed into the crowd below. It was the woman. It had to be. Penn needed to find her. Talk to her. She ran down the remaining stairs, skipping two at a time.
			

			
				“Penn, hold up!” Mac shouted again. He started to follow her, but Eva tugged on his arm, whispering something in his ear and keeping him at her side.
			

			
				The bright red of the old woman’s dress disappeared behind a pole and Penn scanned the crowd again, trying to find her, but the only thing she saw was Mac and Eva coming down the steps to her right. Mac was telling Eva something funny enough to send her into open mouth laughter, her head thrown back, her braid falling just so over her shoulder, and for the second time, she recognized in her own feelings what Fin had been talking about. She was jealous.
			

			
				As if he could hear her thoughts, Mac looked up and caught Penn’s eye across a sea of faces, smiling as though Eva had disappeared and he saw only her. And time stood still. And she almost forgot what she was looking for. But then she caught another glimpse of candy apple red and turned to run again, this time toward the turnstiles where the old woman was exiting the park, spilling with the rest of the crowd into the cobbled streets. Penn just wanted to talk to her. To ask her some questions. She didn’t have to leave right away. Not until she figured out what to do about Fin. And Mac. And what to tell Joe.
			

			
				Not wanting to lose sight of her again, Penn rushed through the turnstiles with a click and a spinning of the metal bar, which threw her down so forcefully she hit the pavement with a loud splat that made her see stars. When her vision cleared, she saw a hand reaching down to help her up.
			

			
				“You okay?” the man belonging to the hand asked. He wore a flat-brimmed Red Sox hat with the tags still on and a black hoodie despite the summer heat. His jeans were belted halfway down his legs, his boxer shorts of black and white skulls clearly visible. The legs of his jeans bunched above a pair of pristine Air Jordans.
			

			
				Penn immediately rolled over and started to gag. The city smelled faded and sickly. The noise was different too. Helicopters overhead. A distant siren. A funny ringtone. And a constant stream of traffic.
			

			
				The man pulled a phone out of his back pocket. “You sick? Want me to call for help?”
			

			
				Penn tried to sit up, but her head started to spin again, her vision fading back into stars. “No. No. No. No. No,” she moaned, moving her head back and forth on the pavement where she lay. “I can’t be here. I didn’t say goodbye. They’ll think I just left.” She tried to stand up and fell to the side, reaching for the turnstile to steady her. She pushed on it, but it wouldn’t move. “I have to go back in. I have to go back. I have to find her.”
			

			
				“Woah,” the man said, grabbing her shoulder, “You can’t go back in there. Game’s over. Why don’t you come sit down for a minute? Let me get you some water.”
			

			
				“What day is it?” Penn asked, allowing herself to be led to a nearby bench.
			

			
				“Tuesday.”
			

			
				She looked up in confusion. “Of what month?”
			

			
				“You kidding me? I’m calling an ambulance. You must have hit your head real hard.”
			

			
				“Please just answer. Please,” Penn begged. “Please, sir.”
			

			
				“It’s June.”
			

			
				“June?” Penn couldn’t believe it. She had spent almost two months in 1915, but in 2019 not a single day had passed. “You mean it’s the twenty-fifth?”
			

			
				“Yeah,” the man nodded, somewhat relieved. “That’s it. You’re gonna be all right.”
			

			
				Penn pressed the palms of her hands to her eyes. Her head was starting to throb. “What time is it?” she asked.
			

			
				The man checked his phone again. “Four thirty.”
			

			
				“My mom’s awake.”
			

			
				“You want me to call her?”
			

			
				“I have to go home.” Penn stood up, noticing her clothes for the first time. She was still dressed like a boy from 1915. Black boots. Knee socks. Knickers. Flat cap. Suspenders. How would she explain her clothes? Or the bruises and scars she’d earned over the past eight weeks? And her hair was longer. Would her mom even notice?
			

			
				Penn ran the twelve blocks to the Orange Line T stop at Mass Ave without difficulty. She followed a woman pushing a baby stroller with a bulging Vera Bradley diaper bag strapped to the handle through the gate, slipping back into invisibility as though she had never left.
			

			
				“You come back here,” an angry voice yelled, as a large woman dressed in a T uniform emerged from the station attendant’s booth. “Where do you think you’re going? You have to pay like everybody else.”
			

			
				“I forgot my T pass at home.”
			

			
				“What? Your fancy costume doesn’t have pockets?”
			

			
				“I left it in my shorts.”
			

			
				“I assume you don’t have any money in your fancy pockets either.”
			

			
				“I’ve got a student pass. A monthly. Please. I won’t do it again. I have to get home before my mom finds out.”
			

			
				“Well, then you better hurry and start walking.”
			

			
				“Can’t you just let me through this once?”
			

			
				The woman shook her head, the beads at the end of her braids clicking their disapproval. “Nope.”
			

			
				“I’m only thirteen,” she lied. “A year ago, I’d be free.”
			

			
				“A year ago I’d have let you in. But that’s the funny thing about time. It moves whether we want it to or not.” She raised one eyebrow and glared at Penn with a look that seemed more significant than it should be. And Penn thought it better to leave. It wasn’t that far of a walk to Jackson Square. She was already late. Already in trouble. One hundred years? Eight weeks? What difference would another hour make?
			

			
				Penn left the station and started walking along the bike path that paralleled the Orange Line tracks. The trees cast shadows on the sidewalk, broken up by tree roots. A Prius almost ran her over at a crosswalk when she wasn’t paying attention. The driver honked and yelled profanities out the window, then threw a Tasty Burger wrapper on the ground. It was the Boston Penn was most familiar with, but she had never felt so lost.
			

			
				Penn expected her feet to blister, as though traveling through time would make her leather boots more uncomfortable. But she had walked and even run miles in those boots. They and the old-fashioned clothing she wore were as comfortable as a second skin, even though everyone gave her funny looks, which was perhaps the biggest difference of all. People actually saw her. She could no longer blend into the background. It was the old clothes. It had to be. Soon she would take them off, and all would be as before.
			

			
				When Penn got home and walked up the familiar front steps, crooked with age, the red paint faded from years of neglect, she expected to feel something like relief or gratitude or even joy. But she only felt empty. And she didn’t have her keys. She rang the bell three times, but nobody answered. She tried the third floor. Mr. Rodrigues came down dressed in his eternal white tank top.
			

			
				“You forget keys?” he asked in his broken English.
			

			
				Penn nodded, thanking him for letting her in. She took a deep breath before opening the door to her apartment, expecting to find her mother consumed with worry. The entire walk home she’d tried to come up with an explanation for her clothing. For her scars. For her lateness. But her mind was so overwhelmed, so full of sadness, she couldn’t think of anything, except wanting to go back to Mac and Joe. Eva and Will. Little Frank and Mulligan. And even Fin.
			

			
				Penn wanted to be happy to see her mother. Thought she should be excited to taste familiar foods. Sleep in a familiar bed. Wear familiar clothes. Be a girl again. Maybe she would be. Maybe she was simply numb, still dizzy from the unexpected return. There were modern conveniences to be grateful for. Antibiotics. Cell phones. Air conditioning. The internet. 2019 was where she belonged. Wasn’t it? At the very least, she could try to learn more about her father. And maybe even start looking for him.
			

			
				She turned the doorknob, half expecting it to be locked, but the door swung open to an empty apartment that smelled faintly of a vanilla Yankee Candle. A note was stuck to the fridge. “Had to run some errands before work. Text me when you get home, so I know you’re okay. (You left your phone on the table.) Mom.”
			

			
				Like a zombie, Penn walked back to the living room and sat down on the couch. She was too empty inside to cry. Even though her apartment was really small, everything seemed too cluttered, too congested after the sparseness and simplicity of 1915. She used to think she didn’t have much compared to some of her classmates. She didn’t even have a real smartphone, only a stupid pay-as-you-go phone her mother made her carry around for emergencies. Now, everything in her little apartment felt excessive and unnecessary. Everywhere she looked, there were reminders of the person she used to be: the stack of library books she’d forgotten to take back beneath the windowsill; her mother’s desk, where she did her homework on the computer; the computer itself, with instant access to all the answers in the world, except the most important ones. She wasn’t that person anymore. She no longer knew who she was.
			

			
				Still, she knew what she was. Determined. Fin was wrong about a lot of things, but he was also right. She had to make her own future. She had to take control of her life. She refused to let her existence in 1915 end so abruptly. She wouldn’t abandon the only friends she had. She had to find the old woman. She had to learn more about her father. She had to learn more about herself. And most importantly, she had to figure out some way to go back.
			

			
				 
			

		



			
				Historical Note
			

			
				 
			

			
				Much of what you’ve read about Boston’s history is true. There really was a Newsboys Club on Tremont Street. Newsboys really did need to have a badge and proof of school enrollment if they wanted to sell papers. And city officials really did establish a newsboy scholarship. Newspaper Row really existed, and if you walk down Washington Street today, you can still see glimpses of its illustrious past.
			

			
				But other elements of the story are only somewhat true. The Curley School in Jamaica Plain really exists, but it proudly wears the name of Mary E. Curley, and not the name of her husband, Mayor James Michael Curley. And there really is a book titled Pennies for Elephants about a celebration that really happened at Fenway Park, but the year was 1914, not 1915. So you see, I’ve manipulated the past, somewhat irreverently, in my own little version of fatechanging.
			

			
				And some facts aren’t really facts at all. More like fiction. In 1915, there were no streetcars on Tremont Street to compete with horse-drawn carts and bicycles and automobiles. They had already been moved underground as part of the country’s first subway system. And as much as I value the medicinal properties of plants and the healing power of our own bodies, I don’t for a second imagine that Penn could have survived without modern medicine. But such is the magic of storytelling, where entire worlds are recreated so the past might breathe again, and books can become our time machines.
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				When she’s not writing or traveling or riding her bike, L.M. Poplin can be found teaching classes in writing and literature at Berklee College of Music. She has also co-founded, with two of her favorite authors, L’ATELIER Writers—an annual literary retreat and workshop held in France. Born and raised in California, she now lives in a triple-decker in Boston with her husband and son and cat.
			

			
				 
			

		



			
				We hope you enjoyed reading this title from:
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				www.blackrosewriting.com
			

			
				 
			

			
				Subscribe to our mailing list – The Rosevine – and receive FREE eBooks, special deals, and stay current with news about upcoming releases and our hottest authors. Click below to sign up.
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				Already a subscriber? Please accept a sincere thank you for being a fan of Black Rose Writing authors.
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