
The ever famous grin is gone from his face when he turns around, a deep set frown taking its place 

instead. “I’ve just about had enough with all your pouting, you know that, boy? I’ve got half a mind to 

leave you outside for the rest of the night.” 

Finn doesn’t flinch when hears Christopher’s harsh words. Spending an evening out in the cold, huddled 

up against some house in a random alleyway isn’t exactly how he wants to be spending his time, but 

he’s not about to give the man the satisfaction he wants. Make him sleep outside for all he cares, it’s not 

like he hasn’t done it before. Defiance may be risky, sure, but keeping his thoughts to himself is even 

more dangerous. However, for the moment he chooses to let the man speak.  

“I know you ain’t so happy with this whole thing, what with me asking that miss there to watch after you 

and all that, but you gotta understand that I ain’t doin’ it because I wanna be. Come on, Finny. Are you 

too dumb to figure it out? Tell me what I’m thinkin’ and maybe I’ll give you an extra helping of ale 

tonight too.” 

The boy’s lips form a thin line as he stares down at the floorboards. While it’s kind of Christopher to let 

him stay at the pub with him tonight, he’s not sure the warmth is actually worth all this. The man must 

not have any lady callers coming this evening, he supposes, and that presents a rare opportunity for him 

to actually sleep in a real bed for once. Sure, he should have just been nice to the stupid girl, and he 

shouldn’t have opened his dumb mouth and complained so much about it. But Christopher didn’t have 

any right to be frustrated with him. 

Still, he wants to make the man proud. Maybe if he can show off how smart he is, he’ll start smiling at 

him instead of yelling all the time.  

“I ain’t no sucker,” he frowns. “She’s a mark.”  

“See? Now you be usin’ that pretty little head of yours.” Taking a long hard drink out of the bottle of ale 

he’s holding in his hands, Christoper sways slightly as he plops himself down onto the nearest – and only 

– chair in the room. His hat had been tossed onto the floor the moment they entered, and he stares at it 

absently. “And why’s she a good mark?” 

“’Cause she’s new.” 

“Right she is. Why else?” 

“’Cause her parents own a shop.” 

“So?” 

“And they let her wander out on the streets alone.” 

“Why’s this a good thing for us?” 

“’Cause Maddy’s an easy way to get to them.” 

“Right. And why would we want to be targeting her folks?” 



“Folks who run stores are always well off.” 

Christopher nods, sliding down into the chair until he props his feet up on the edge of the bed. Finn still 

remains standing rigidly by the door. For a moment, no one speaks, and they can hear the sounds of the 

pub and all its levities coming from the floor below them.  

“What do I always be tellin’ you, Finny? Work everythin’ to your advantage. There ain’t no point in 

anythin’ if you can’t be benefitting from it. So you think you can be friends with the little miss?” 

“Aye, sir.” 

“I’m leaving this one up to you, you got it?” He fishes a match out of his pocket, lighting up a cigarette 

he’s just retrieved. The room instantly stinks like smoke. “You ain’t gunna let me down this time, are 

you?” 

“No, sir.” 

“Right. ‘Cause you be rememberin’ what happened to you last time, right boy?”  

Finn nods. The scars on his back still haven’t faded yet, and sometimes when he sleeps he has 

nightmares of the cell he had spent so much time in. The coppers in this city – Lachlan in particular – are 

unforgiving.  

“Good.” That seems to please the man, at least for the moment, and he stands back up on unsteady legs, 

cigarette balanced between his teeth as he mumbles his responses. “Well, I’ll leave you to do whatever 

you be wanting with yourself up ‘ere. There are more drinks to be havin’ downstairs than up in this 

dingy place. I ain’t wanna be stuck with you all night.”  

Without another word, Christopher shuffles out of the room, slamming the door loudly behind him. 

Chances are, Finn won’t be seeing him until late tomorrow, and he’s not sure whether this fact makes 

him feel more relieved or miserable.  

However, he does have a chance to get some space to himself, he won’t have to deal with the man’s 

snoring or drunken stupidity, and having a proper place to sleep is quite exciting. Even if pub rooms 

aren’t the nicest – or the quietest. He’s got enough shillings to afford a breakfast tomorrow, and after 

doing his rounds, he’ll have to somehow manage to tolerate that idiot Maddy. Should be fine. He’s a 

professional, after all, and he’s gotta stay alive somehow, right?  

Nevertheless, he shuffles over to the bed, placing his hat carefully under his pillow before stripping 

down. Letting his clothes form a pile on the floor, the boy climbs into the bed. It’s small and largely 

uncomfortable, but it’s better than lying in an alleyway somewhere, so he remains thankful for the small 

blessings. After blowing out the only candle illuminating the room, he wraps the blanket around him, 

curling up beneath it.  

“Goodnight, Finny.” He whispers to himself.  


