
 “If Christopher is your father, where’s your mother?” Maddy’s sitting on that box again, swinging her 

legs in the air as she munches on a biscuit. As promised, she’s been ‘looking out for him’ for just over a 

week now.  

Finn’s sitting some distance away, content enough to take a spot on the ground, leaning up against one 

of the old buildings lining the alley. He fiddles with his hat as he talks. 

“I told you, I ain’t got one. And Christopher ain’t my father.” He’s trying his best to be stubborn with her. 

After the amount of fuss he put up before, he clearly can’t just like her right away. In fact, he’s not 

allowed to like her at all. She’s a nuisance and up in his face all the time with dumb questions, and things 

had been better when it was just him and Christopher. Getting a girl involved just made everything 

worse, especially a posh one like Maddy.  

That being said, spending the extra hours of the day with someone to keep him company instead of 

wandering around aimlessly by himself was something he never really thought he wanted until now.  

“You are pig-headed, aren’t you? I apologize for thinking you were a girl. You just keep your hair so long 

and you have such a pretty face, I thought that maybe you were one of those girls who opt to wear 

pants instead because they’d rather be a boy.”  

“That ain’t much of an apology.” 

“Guess not.” She shrugs.  

All that being said, and his stubbornness aside, he has a job to do. It’s not often that Christopher lets him 

run cons by himself, certainly not yet at least, and he’s got to make this work. The plan is to get Maddy 

on their side so her parents will take an interest in him and he can con them out of money and other 

amenities. He’s young, clearly underfed, and there are a lot of folks out there who take pity on people 

such as himself. So regardless of his own feelings, this is about business, not stupid sentiments like 

friendship.  

But how the hell is he supposed to manage that? 

“What are you thinking about?”  

Finn looks up to see Maddy taking a seat down beside him, being careful to tuck her skirts underneath 

her properly. Her hair is as wild as ever, and she makes a point of brushing it to the side. He’s not sure 

that he feels so comfortable having her close to him like this, but he swallows that thought right away.  

What does Christopher always say? Charm is his best weapon, right? 

“Parents,” he begins, hoping his lie would be convincing enough. “With all your talk about them, I was 

just thinkin’ that it might be nice to have some meself.”  

“How old are you?” 

“Nine.” 



“I’m only seven myself, but my birthday’s going to be coming up soon. Are you going to get me a present, 

Finny?” 

“Huh?” Somehow this conversation got derailed really quickly, and he’s not entirely sure that he’s 

managing to keep up.  

“Parents are nice, I suppose,” Maddy continues, hardly missing a beat. “Perhaps you should meet mine.” 

That was easier than he thought it would be. “Should I?”  

“Yes. I’m certain they’ll like you, despite how much you pout, and maybe they’ll let you in to play. It’s 

much better sitting in a warm house than spending all your time out here in the cold, that’s for certain.”  

“I ain’t gunna argue with that.”  

Hopping back to her feet, she reaches down a hand to help him up. Absently, he takes it, realizing that 

she hasn’t let him go even once he’s standing.  

“When’s your birthday, Finny?” 

“It’s in October.” 

“So not too long ago then!” Skipping down the alley, Maddy smiles. Finn tries to shove the feeling of her 

hand out of his mind, but with his arm being stretched out because of the way she bounds ahead of him, 

that’s difficult to do. “Mine is in December, you see, so I suppose we’re very close together. I heard that 

if people had birthday’s close together, they’re destined to be friends.” 

“That’s absolute shi—“ 

“Now watch your language, Finnian. I’m sure my mother won’t have you in her house with a mouth like 

that.”  

To that, he doesn’t respond, and the two of them fall into a sort of rhythm together. Maddy never lets 

her grip on his hand falter.  

“Just how far away is your house, anyway?” 

“What’s it like, not having parents?” 

“Why do you skip around conversations so much?” 

 “Not sure. I just do.” She shrugs. “Are you going to answer my question?” 

“It’s fine, I guess. Not having parents, that is.” 

“But doesn’t that get awfully lonely?” 



“No.” But that’s not the helpless charm he’s supposed to be displaying, so Finn corrects himself. “Well 

sometimes. Christopher’s there, though, so it ain’t so terrible.” 

“If he’s not your father, who is he?” 

“I don’t rightly know. I was sitting outside one night, and he just came up to me. Gave me this hat, he 

did. I thought it was strange at first, and then he said he’d make sure I’d be fed if I came to work for him.” 

That much was true at least. Although he feels mildly awkward having to tell a strange girl a bit about his 

life.  

“You work for him?” That last comment got him a puzzled look. “What do you do?” 

 “We help out at the docks. Well, he does, at least. I ain’t do much but run errands. There’s a lot of work 

to be done down there, what with ships comin’ and goin’ every day.” A complete lie, but a passable one.  

“That sounds like a hard job. Where do you live then? Do you and Christopher have a flat close by here?” 

“Nah, it ain’t nothin’ like that. I live around, that’s all.” 

“Oh.” She seemed to have caught onto his meaning, and for the first time since meeting her, her voice 

takes on a less than happy tone. It makes Finn want to do something to make her smile again, but she 

recovers before he has the chance. “This is my home.” 

He’s more aware of her dropping his hand than how proudly she seems to make her announcement.  

“Now, mind your manners when I introduce you to my mother, will you? I don’t mind so much, but she’s 

bound to notice.” 

Running up to the front door, Maddy bursts into the house, turning back once to enthusiastically beckon 

him over. Reluctantly, he follows suit, hands in his pockets as he drags his feet closer to the entrance. 

Usually Christopher’s with him when it comes to things like this, but it’s not as though he doesn’t know 

what he’s doing. However, to say he’s completely calm about this whole thing would be a lie. He knows 

what’s going to happen to him if he fails, after all.  

“Madeline Burdett, where have you been?” Before he could get through the door, a woman comes 

storming into the entranceway. Maybe it’s just how much the bun on the top of her head seems tight 

enough to pull her face right off, but she looks furious. Her cheeks are flushed, and she comes baring a 

rolling pin that he’s half convinced she’s going to use to beat him senseless.  

Finn swallows.  

“I can’t have any daughter of mine running off on their own, you hear me? I’ve just about had enough of 

your shenanigans, young lady.  It’s time you grow up and start helping with the shop.” 

“Yes, mother.” She signs, rolling her eyes as though she has absolutely no intention of keeping her word 

whatsoever. Again, her recovery comes quickly. “But look! I made a friend.” 



Grabbing onto his arm again, Maddy tugs him forward. He smiles politely, removing his hat and nodding 

his head at her slightly. No idea how he’s going to manage to get this lady to like him, but being kind is a 

start.  

However, Maddy doesn’t give him a chance to speak. “Mother, this is Finnian.  He’s a little bit older than 

me. I was surprised too. I definitely thought he was younger. And guess what? His birthday is really close 

to mine. Isn’t that fascinating? Well, he insists that he doesn’t have any parents, even though I’ve plainly 

told him that everyone has to have parents. So I thought I’d bring him here. Can we play inside, Mama?” 

Maddy doesn’t seem to notice the woman’s frown growing deeper as she speaks, but Finny does. “I 

apologize, ma’am. I don’t wanna be causin’ no trouble or nothin.’ It was Miss Madeline here who 

brought me over.” 

She’s clearly not buying his polite act, if her expression is any indication of that, but she nods regardless. 

“I don’t see why not. I can put some soup on for tea. Have you got your papers on you, Finnian?” 

 “Is this really necessary, Mama?” 

Hesitantly, Finn unbuttons his coat just enough to allow him access into the inner pocket of the jacket. 

Pretending to search for the small book, he blinks. “They ain’t here.” 

“Huh?” Maddy’s looking at him curiously. 

“I must’ve left them somewhere.” 

“But where would you have forgotten them? You don’t have a—“ 

“This is nonsense,” her mother interrupts, grabbing Finn roughly by the arm and tugging him forward. 

Going through his pockets, she searches for his papers for herself, eventually finding them in his jacket. 

She frowns. “That’s what I thought.” 

As she flips through the first few pages, she scowls, taking a moment to read what’s written.  

He knows what it says. He can’t read, no, but Christopher told him once he insisted enough. He must 

have only given in because he was tired of listening to him go on and on about wanting to know what his 

life was labelled as, and ever since then, Finn’s kept the words in his head like a curse. 

Finnian West 

Born with an Orange Card due to origins 

Unknown father 

Mother’s occupation: prostitute 

Of course, it goes on from there. The next few pages are filled with a list of petty crimes he’s been 

caught committing – things like pickpocketing or simple thievery. All things he’s faced the consequences 

for, but not enough to see him receive harsher punishments. Well, until recently, that is.  



Finnian West 

Charged with a Yellow Card due to criminal activity 

Conned an undisclosed noble family out of thirty pounds 

Punished to ten lashes and a week in prison 

Silently, Maddy’s mother hands him back the papers. She’s clearly bothered by what she had just read. 

“Come inside, Madeline.” 

“Why?” 

“Just come inside.” 

“No. Why can’t Finny come? What’s wrong with his papers?” 

“I’ll explain later. Just come inside.” 

“No.” Maddy crosses her arms in defiance, stomping her foot for extra measure.  

Her mother turns to look at him, her gaze as pointed as an arrow. “Your friend, Madeline, is a thief and a 

criminal. Did you know you were consorting with a Yellow Card?” 

“Are papers really all that important, Mother?” 

“Of course they are, and you’d be wise to learn it! I’ll have no daughter of mine wasting away her time 

on orphan vagrants far below her own station. Now you are to come inside, and you are to do it now!” 

He wants to say something. He wants to apologize, to strike up an argument in his defence, but he can’t 

seem to form the words. What is there to say? Maddy’s mother is right, after all. He is probably below 

her station. He is, in fact, a criminal – one who had been specifically out for their money, too.  

Finn opens up his mouth to speak, but he doesn’t get the chance.  

“Now, you are to leave both my daughter and I alone, do you hear me? If I so much as catch you around 

again, there will be hell to pay. Do you understand that?” 

“Mother—“ 

“You have no right to argue with me, young lady. Your friend here was doing nothing but trying to use 

your naivety to take away what few funds we have right now. You know the shop isn’t doing well, and 

you have the audacity to bring this sort of trash to our doorstep?” 

“That’s not fair!” 

“Get inside. Now!” That last demand leaves very little space for argument, and reluctantly, Maddy 

shuffles into the house. She takes one last look at Finn before she disappears entirely, but he’s not sure 

whether it’s a look of disgust, or one of pity.  



With Maddy inside, her mother spares no more time for him. The door slams loudly in his face. It 

happens so quickly that he’s hardly aware of it until the sound causes him to jump.  

His first thought, as he bolts away from the house as quickly as he can, is that Christopher is going to 

give him a beating tonight.  


