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Praise for Cape



“Cape is a book with something for everyone—codes to crack, villains to vanquish, and a trio of superheroes who just might save the world. An absolutely original story, filled with so much excitement that the pages practically turn themselves.”

—FRANCES O’ROARK DOWELL,

Edgar Award–winning author of Dovey Coe

“A one-two punch of heroism and fun!”

—INGRID LAW,

Newbery Honor winner and New York Times bestselling author of Savvy

“Josie, Mae, and Akiko aren’t just the friends and superheroes we need today, they’re the friends and superheroes we need to be today. These girls rock!”

—LIESL SHURTLIFF,

New York Times bestselling author of the Time Castaways trilogy

“Kate Hannigan does more than write a rip-roaring girls’ adventure story. She brings back to life real women who were real superheroines… along with some sadly forgotten but wonderful fictional superheroines who predated Wonder Woman. I can’t wait for Book Two!”

—TRINA ROBBINS,

author of Babes in Arms, Women in Comics During the Second World War

⋆“Readers across genres will be enamored by this blend of history, mystery, and superpowered action.”

—BOOKLIST starred review

“Fans of fast-paced action adventures, computer science, and confident main characters will enjoy this series debut that is sure to fly off the shelves.”

—SLJ

“With interwoven action sequences told in comics panels, the tale has the exciting pace of a superhero adventure. Puzzles readers can solve are the icing on this cake.”

—KIRKUS REVIEWS

Praise for Mask

“A winning blend of comedy, superheroics, inspirational women from history, and puzzle-solving.”

—KIRKUS REVIEWS



Praise for Mask


“A winning blend of comedy, superheroics, inspirational women from history, and puzzle-solving.”

—KIRKUS REVIEWS
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BRAVERY ISN’T ABOUT BATTLING BACK supervillains. Most of the time, being brave means looking at the things that scare us and pushing past them.

Like spiders. Or thunderstorms. Or making a mistake.

“Mae Eugenia Crumpler!” came a shout. “What in the world are you doing here in Chicago, Illinois? Did you run away from that summer camp?”

At the sight of what must have been her granny, Mae’s eyebrows shot so high, they could have bumped a bird passing overhead. And her mouth started moving, but no sound came out. I gave a jump too. Not only because the sudden appearance of a little old lady yelling at us was surprising. But also because that little old lady looked so tiny and fragile and, well, sweet.

She seemed like somebody who’d serve us a plate of warm cookies. Not yell at us like a drill sergeant in the army.

Mae’s granny peered over her horn-rimmed glasses, eyes ablaze.

“What do you have to say for yourself, Mae Eugenia?” she said, waving a knobby finger in our direction.

How could we explain where we’d been all this time? And even if we did explain it—that we’d fought off a supervillain called Side-Splitter and his army of evil clowns, that we’d saved innocent people and maybe even the whole city of San Francisco from Side-Splitter’s destruction, that we’d helped catch a spy who was sending secret messages to the Japanese military, and that we’d discovered Akiko’s mom was working to beat the Nazis with Room Twelve, too, just like us—Granny Crumpler wouldn’t believe it.

I barely could myself.

“Anybody want a candy bar?” asked Akiko, clearly trying to divert attention from speechless Mae. She pulled a few bars from her Hauntima bag and passed them around. “These are delicious,” she said, holding out the sweets toward Mae’s grandmother. “I picked them up from this chocolate shop out in San Fra—”

“Santa’s Village!” I interrupted, taking a half step in front of Akiko.

She was going to spill the beans that we’d been out in San Francisco! When we were supposed to be at a sleepaway camp somewhere in the woods near Philadelphia! I shot her the stink-eye.

“Santa’s Village?” asked Granny Crumpler. “Where’s that?”

“Right,” Akiko said, finally catching on. She shoved the last chocolate bar back into her bag. “Um. Santa’s Village. It’s… umm… north. Of… Philadelphia.”

I wanted to smack my forehead. This was not going well.

“Mae Eugenia, I received word from Mrs.-what’s-her-name. Mrs. Bow, Mrs. Bah—”

“Mrs. Boudica,” Mae said, finally able to speak. “We call her Mrs. B.”

My breath caught in my throat. Constance Boudica was one of the heads of Room Twelve. She needed us to find her sister, Dolores, who was better known as the remarkable Zenobia. And not just find her, but bring Zenobia—and all the other missing superheroes—back home.

“Mrs. Boudica said you girls would be gone most of the summer at that overnight camp,” continued Granny Crumpler. “Is she a librarian or a principal, this Mrs. B? I believe she works at your friend Josephine’s school? Which of you is Josephine?”

Now it was my turn to squirm under Granny Crumpler’s intense gaze.

“I’m J-Josie,” I stammered. “She’s a—a good teacher.”

I did not want to lie to Granny Crumpler. But I was not going to be the one to slip up and reveal our other identity—as the superhero trio Infinity Trinity.

“Yes,” agreed Mae, nodding a little too enthusiastically. “Mrs. B’s teaching us so many important things.”

“Math skills, scientific discovery, language arts,” added Akiko. But then she couldn’t stop. “Self-defense, military strategy—”

I bumped her with my hip to tone it down. Granny Crumpler seemed like the type who could sniff out a lie.

“I just arrived on the train from Philadelphia a couple of days ago,” Granny began. “I opened the new library branch there, and I have to go back soon. But I wanted to check on Willa and Janet, make sure things are all right here at home.”

Aunt Willa and Aunt Janet, who’d been silently nibbling the chocolate bars this whole time, now chimed in with chitchat about Chicago’s weather and Granny Crumpler’s hat and how tall Mae was getting. But Granny wasn’t interested. She never took her eyes off Mae.

Mae plastered a nervous smile on her lips. Words seemed to be stuck somewhere on the other side of them.

I wasn’t much help either. My mind was racing, but my face seemed to be frozen in the same ridiculous grin as Mae’s. When I shot a sideways glance at Akiko, she looked a lot like Mae. Only there was a bit of chocolate on her bottom lip.

Granny Crumpler never blinked.

“How did you children get here? When do you go back? Who is watching after you? What will—”

“We just got here,” I said, giving a quick poke to Mae’s ribs. She needed to snap out of it. Granny Crumpler was scary, but we had faced worse. We’d battled against the serpentlike Hisser in Philadelphia. We’d cracked codes. We’d trained with a spy. Why was Mae so nervous about facing off with a stooped, near-sighted little grandmother?

“Yes, we just got here,” Mae began slowly, repeating my words like some sort of dopey robot. “Josie, Akiko, and I dropped in for a bit. To see Aunt Willa and Aunt Janet.”

“Dropped in?”

“More like swooped in, like fighter planes,” said Akiko with a low chuckle.

I stepped on her toe.

“Dropped in,” continued Mae. “As in, Surprise! We heard there might be some excitement in Chicago. So we decided to come visit.”

Granny let out a Hmph! and pushed her glasses up the bridge of her nose. She didn’t exactly appear convinced.

“So you mean to tell me that you three children decided—”

“To visit Janet and me! And we’re so glad they did,” said Aunt Willa, thankfully reaching out and wrapping Mae’s shoulders in a big hug. “This young lady and her friends are going to get some flying lessons. Mae is already such a capable young pilot!”

Mae started to look a little green.

“No! We aren’t! I mean… Thanks, Aunt Willa, but we won’t really have time for too many lessons,” babbled Mae. “We have to get back—to Mrs. B and all. Quickly. She worries, you know.”

Her voice was high-pitched and nervous. And all her good manners scattered to the wind like planes taking off just beyond us.

“I’m sorry we didn’t let you know our plans, Granny,” she added. “Next time I’ll be sure and write you a letter so you know what’s happening.”

“I’d appreciate that, Mae Eugenia,” she said, pushing her glasses up her nose. “I haven’t heard anything from your father lately, and I’m worried.”
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WHAT DO YOU MEAN YOU haven’t heard from Daddy?” asked Mae, stepping out from Aunt Willa’s hug and over to her grandmother’s side. “Is he okay?”

Granny Crumpler’s voice was low as she kissed Mae’s forehead. “It’s been a long while since I’ve received a letter.”

Aunt Willa moved closer to Akiko and me. “Mae’s father, Howard, is an ambulance driver with the 590th Ambulance Company,” she explained. “While he’s not an infantryman, he’s still risking his life like every other soldier in the war.”

In his last letter, Willa said, he’d written about trying to reach a fallen soldier and drag him to safety while German bullets flew at him overhead. “Howard drives right through the battles. And at the same time, he’s stopping bleeding and bandaging wounds.”

Another time, said Aunt Janet, Howard had written about coming across a White soldier who was lying on the ground and bleeding pretty badly. When he saw Howard, the man called for another medic. He refused to be treated by a Black man, even though Mae’s dad could have saved his life. “Mae’s daddy said he’s fighting two wars: One is the war against Germany and Japan. And the other is the war against segregation at home.”

“We call it the Double V campaign,” Granny said gently. “Victory overseas and victory right here in America.”

Mae’s shoulders were shaking, and she buried her face in her grandmother’s neck. I wanted to run to her and tell her I understood. My dad’s death was the hardest thing I’d ever gone through. And the ache of missing him felt like something was tearing inside my chest. But there was a good chance her dad was safe and alive, just too busy to write a letter home.

“We don’t hear a lot from my brother, Tommy, either,” said Akiko in a gravelly whisper. “I have no idea whether he is dead or alive. I just have to believe that he’s going to come through this war okay. That the good guys win.”

Suddenly one of the mechanics working on a plane behind us started shouting. He rolled out from underneath it and jumped to his feet.

“Listen to that!” he hollered, racing to a radio in the far corner and turning up the volume. “They’re saying there’s been some kind of explosion in downtown Chicago!”

Akiko and I ran to the radio to hear for ourselves. Aunt Willa and Aunt Janet were right behind us. And Mae and her grandmother followed close on their heels. We gathered in with the other students and mechanics to catch what the announcer was saying.

“…spies have landed in America! Dropped off by German U-boats along the coast of New York and Florida! They’re suspected to be on the loose in downtown Chicago after an explosion this afternoon at the Norden Bombsight factory….”

In the distance, I heard a deep BOOM echo across the city.

“Spies?” shouted Aunt Willa. “From the sound of it, they’re already making trouble!”

“Let’s go, Willa,” called Aunt Janet as she raced toward a plane parked on the tarmac. “We can help find them! Before they do more harm!”

Akiko, Mae, and I watched the two pilots tug their goggles over their eyes and adjust their helmets. They were going to fly downtown to investigate.

To fight bad guys.

To help keep innocent people from getting hurt.

To do some good.

“Wait for us!” I hollered, racing toward Aunt Janet’s bright red plane.

“There’s room for me in there too,” croaked Akiko, and we wedged in together in the seat behind Janet. Akiko’s Hauntima bag smashed into my hip, so she moved it to her left side. “Let’s go!”

Not far from us, Aunt Willa’s engine roared to life. I watched Mae as she stood frozen in place, as stiff as one of the flagpoles. She stared after her aunt, and I knew she must have been wrestling with all sorts of worries in her head. Finally, she whipped off the white scarf and waved it in the air to get her aunt’s attention. “Me too,” she shouted. “I’ll go too, Aunt Willa!”

As Mae jumped into the back seat, she returned the scarf to her aunt. Willa quickly wrapped it around her neck. She threw one end over her shoulder with a flourish that reminded me of a Hollywood movie star. Then she passed back a pair of goggles and a helmet for Mae to put on.

I couldn’t help but smile as I watched their plane taxi down the runway.

“You’ll need this,” Aunt Janet shouted to Akiko and me over the engine’s noisy growl. And she handed us the same aviator’s gear that we saw on Mae. Akiko took the goggles, and I tugged on the leather helmet. “And for goodness’ sake, fasten that seat belt tight across the both of you! These are open cockpits. I don’t want you two dropping through the clouds like a couple of superheroes who forgot their capes!”

As Aunt Janet turned back to the control panel, Akiko smacked a hand over her mouth to keep from laughing.

“Seat belt fastened!” I shouted. “Let’s go!”

Akiko’s hair whipped my cheek as we sped down the runway and lined up behind the other planes for our turn to take off. There were biplanes with their sturdy wings stacked on top of each other and small planes that seemed light as hummingbirds. We craned our necks to catch a glimpse of Aunt Willa’s sunshine-yellow plane—Aunt Janet said it was called a Piper Cub.

Its wings looked like an oversize Popsicle stick stuck to the plane’s roof. Could that thing really fly?

We watched it speed down the runway, then suddenly become airborne. Aunt Willa’s white scarf rippled behind her as her plane cleared the trees at the far side of the long airfield, climbing higher and higher. I imagined Mae up there in the seat behind Willa, squeezing her eyes shut and refusing to look down.

“Look at them go!” croaked Akiko. “She’s actually doing it!”

“Mae’s flying!” I agreed, pounding on Akiko’s knee in excitement as we watched her soar up, up, up into the clouds. And with a laugh, I added, “Like a superhero without a cape.”
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WE ROARED OVER CHICAGO’S STREETS and parks, rising higher until the scene below us looked like a playroom of toy trucks and cars. The air turned chilly and made my eyes water. Akiko winked at me through her goggles, the wind slicking back her hair like it was wet. I was grateful I had the soft leather helmet. At least my wild curls were mostly under control for once.

Aunt Willa’s yellow plane was off to our right and just ahead. The engine droned steadily as we kept an even pace. Flying in planes was totally different from flying as the Infinity Trinity. We were going much faster, for one thing. And since we were sitting upright, I felt better about looking around and scanning the horizon. When I flew as the Emerald Shield, it was a little like diving into water. My arms got pretty tired after a while. Plus, I always worried about running into a flock of birds and getting a mouth full of feathers. Flying like this, in a plane, seemed to have some advantages.

“Can you see downtown?” hollered Aunt Janet over her shoulder. “It’s there.”

She pointed up ahead, and I followed the coastline north until I caught sight of tall buildings bumping up alongside Lake Michigan’s wide blue water. There it was—downtown Chicago. All at once, over the dull roar of the planes’ engines, I heard another unmistakable BOOM.

“That’s an explosion!” shouted Akiko. “The spies are still at it!”

“Do you think we’ll be able to catch them?” I yelled into her ear.

“I sure hope so!” she called back. “Too many people could get hurt if they keep this up!”

Aunt Willa’s plane began to roll to the right, the wings tipping gracefully from horizontal to vertical. So Aunt Janet followed suit. As the ground below us suddenly came into clearer view, my stomach started rolling too. I gripped the edge of our cockpit and squeezed my eyes shut.

Once our planes evened out again, I saw we were flying lower and seemed to be following along the shoreline. As we caught up with Aunt Willa’s plane, still off to the right, I noticed that Mae was waving to us.

Akiko and I waved back.

But Mae kept waving. No, she was gesturing. She seemed to be getting more excited with every passing second. Was she trying to tell us something?

“She’s pointing up,” shouted Akiko. “Why is she doing that? Is it going to rain?”

Akiko and I looked above us. The sky was a cloudless blue. What was Mae trying to say?

“I think she wants us to fly higher,” I hollered. “Or maybe they want to?”

“Is she trying to tell us something about the wind?” asked Akiko, yelling into my ear. “I’ve always said she’s a few noodles short of a casserole! A few colors shy of a rainbow! A few clowns less than a circus—”

“No,” I called back, emphatically shaking my head. “No talk of clowns. Not after Side-Splitter.”

We both winced at the memory of big red noses and bowler hats.

But looking over at Mae gesturing wildly in the neighboring plane, I could not figure out what she was doing. Now she was pointing upward with both hands, her mouth wide open like she was yelling.

I was just turning to Akiko when motion above us caught my eye. It was followed by the deafening roar of an engine.

“Another plane!” howled Akiko, ducking her head. “Where did that come from?”

“That must have been what Mae was warning us about!” I shouted. “Who is it?”

Aunt Janet was unfazed by our noisy neighbor. She pointed east, toward the water, and called to us over her shoulder.

“See those long ships on Lake Michigan?” she hollered. “Those are aircraft carriers. The navy is using them for practice. They’re teaching pilots how to land on moving targets floating on water. They’ll get even more practice when they transfer out to the Pacific Ocean.”

Akiko and I stared toward the lake. We watched a gray-blue plane dart across the horizon and head toward a flat ship that reminded me a little of a parking lot. The plane sank lower in the sky until it reached the ship; then it made a bouncy landing and rolled to a sudden halt.

“Is that what just flew over our heads?” I shouted up to Aunt Janet. “One of those practice planes?”

She nodded.

“I sure wish they’d let somebody like me fly one of those,” Aunt Janet called. “Or Willa—we’d show the Germans a thing or two!”

Up ahead of us, Aunt Willa banked her plane to the left. It rolled gracefully through the air, its wings making a straight line up and down. And I imagined Mae letting out one of her dramatic gasps as she stared down into the streets below. It looked as if their plane could have slipped between the tall buildings.

Aunt Janet did the same with our plane, and again my stomach tumbled to my throat as we tipped sideways through the sky.

“Hang on, kiddos!” she shouted. Akiko clung to me as the left wing, which was on her side, dipped lower and lower. Leaning as far as I could to the right, I felt like we were about to spill onto the street. Our plane was flying so low and at such an angle, it seemed like Akiko could reach out to a newspaper stand and scoop up a comic book.

“Looks like Willa wants to follow the Chicago River and see what’s what!” hollered Aunt Janet over her shoulder. “Keep your eyes open! Tell me if you see anything suspicious!”

Suspicious? I had no idea what to look for. Akiko, Mae, and I already knew spies could come in all shapes and sizes. And they were often what we least expected.

The roar of our engines was louder than ever as we buzzed the bridges over the river. The sound bounced off the brick buildings to our left and right, pounding in my ears as well as my chest. My eyes darted from one structure to the next, eager to spot something of interest.

Ah-choo!

“Allergies again?” I asked Akiko, wondering if there was anything that didn’t make her sneeze. She reached into her canvas bag and pulled out a white hankie to blow her nose. But then she started waving her hankie frantically and pointing like Mae had done moments ago.

“Over there, Josie. Look!” she shouted, gesturing to the left, where a plume of gray smoke was rising off a rooftop. “That’s definitely suspicious!”
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I SEE IT TOO,” I called to her. “But I don’t think it’s sabotage. I think it’s just a guy having a barbecue. Probably hot dogs—Mae says Chicago has a thing for hot dogs.”

She leaned farther over the edge as if studying the cook and his grill. Then she nodded in agreement, and we settled back in our seats and continued searching for spies. I caught a glimpse of Mae in the plane across from us. Like Akiko and me, she was scanning for bad guys off both sides of her plane. Surely one of us would catch sight of something that was truly suspicious.

We soared past the last tall building in downtown and into the more open, flat parts of the city. Aunt Willa up ahead of us banked to the left. Our plane followed. The buildings looked different now, lower and much wider. They were like boxes laid on their sides rather than standing upright. Akiko and I kept on the lookout—for training pilots above us and bad guys below.

I was about to shout a question up to Aunt Janet when she suddenly sent our plane into a steep dive. Akiko and I let out matching screams as our stomachs dropped like we were on a roller-coaster ride.

Aunt Willa’s plane swooped in beside us now, keeping an even pace as we zoomed over a wide, flat rooftop. The building was the biggest I’d ever seen. It made me wonder what in the world was inside. I leaned forward in my seat, ready to ask Aunt Janet what she thought, when I heard her voice. I quickly realized she must have been speaking to Aunt Willa over the radio.

“…factory where they make the devices used to drop bombs! I’m sure of it, Willa!” she called. She paused, listening to Aunt Willa’s reply. “Right… yes, the Norden Bombsight!”

At hearing this, I couldn’t help but lean farther over the edge for a better look. Akiko did the same over the left side. The building seemed to go on and on, taking up too many city blocks to even count. What was a bombsight? And was it important enough to attract spies?

“Right there!” shouted Akiko. And she jabbed a bony elbow into my rib cage, making me jump. As if chasing down spies in an open-cockpit airplane weren’t enough to make me jumpy already!

I swung to her side and shoved my head over the edge.

“What did you see?”

I couldn’t tell exactly where she was looking because of the goggles covering her eyes. But she pointed her finger into the wind at a couple of spots on the pale rooftop below us. I leaned over even farther for a better view.

“Don’t fall out, Josie!” she shouted, grabbing my shoulders. “You’re not the Emerald Shield right now! You’ll drop like a stone!”

I steadied myself, glancing at Aunt Janet to make sure she hadn’t caught the mention of my superhero name. There was no way she could have heard us, though, over the whipping wind and Aunt Willa’s voice coming through on the radio.

The spots where Akiko was pointing were moving now—two of them. They were yellowish-tan circles, racing along side by side. We were looking down on two straw hats, I realized from this perspective. And beneath the hats were two men dressed in pale summer suits. They had been squatting behind a boxy shed of some sort.

“I see them!” I hollered back to Akiko. “They’re running now! But why?”

All at once a door on the rooftop shed burst open, and what seemed to be two security guards came rushing out. Their billy clubs were raised as they looked all around. Finally they caught sight of the two men in the straw hats, who’d taken off at a sprint, and they began to chase after them.

“They’ve got to be the spies!” yelped Akiko. “Who else would be running around on a bombsight factory’s roof right about now!”

We called up to Aunt Janet and pointed out what we were seeing. “Over there! The straw hats,” we told her. Aunt Janet nodded and banked our plane to the right. When I glanced across at Mae’s plane, I saw her pointing them out to Aunt Willa, too. They rolled right just behind us, then zoomed in low so our two planes were flying side by side. With the sun shining overhead, our T-shaped shadows raced across the factory roof just ahead of us.

“Why did you say might be spies, Josie?” hollered Akiko. “Of course they are!”

“We don’t know for sure yet,” I answered. “We need evidence.”

“Evidence?” shouted Akiko. “Like what?”

Suddenly a shot rang out below, followed by three more. The men in suits were hiding behind another boxy shed—it must have been the doorway for the rooftop staircase or something.

“Evidence like that—bullets!” I yelled, clutching Akiko’s shoulders tighter. “You’re right, Akiko. They must be the spies we heard about on the radio. Should we transform? Although that will be hard to explain to Aunt Janet and Aunt Willa!”

“Not possible!” Akiko said, giving her head a firm shake. “Not with Mae in the other plane! Remember? The three of us have to be together in order to transform into the Infinity Trinity.”

Aunt Janet swung our plane off to the right, just as Aunt Willa peeled off to the left. We heard more shots ring out from the rooftop below us, then saw a few more security guards race out of another staircase doorway.

After circling wide, our two planes met up at the far edge of the factory building and again flew in low over the rooftop to catch up with the spies. They were running now, with the four guards chasing after them. As we watched the straw hats separate in opposite directions, we saw the guards scatter too.

“Watch that one!” Akiko called. “He’s going off to the right, Aunt Janet!”

I saw the other one head to the left, with two guards trailing behind him. But just as I turned back to Akiko’s side, I heard a sound I didn’t recognize.

Ping! Ping!

Had we been hit? Our plane’s nose shot into the air and we rocketed skyward. It happened so fast, I felt like I was on the swings at the park. Akiko let out a scream and clutched at our seat belt to hang on. My head was forced back against the headrest, preventing me from lifting it. My body felt heavy, as if all my weight shifted down to my feet.

I strained to catch a glimpse of Mae and Aunt Willa. They seemed to be moving side by side with us again, soaring in an enormous loop through the sky!

“Sometimes pilots pass out doing moves like these,” Aunt Janet hollered over her shoulder to us. “Make sure to brace yourselves, and squeeze the muscles in your legs. That’ll keep the blood pumping back up to your brains!”

“We’re upside down!” I shouted, barely able to push my voice out of my throat. The curls that weren’t under my helmet fell like confetti around my face. “Hold on, Akiko!”

But I didn’t need to warn her about anything. “Flying in loops might be even better than teleporting,” she called back to me. And I didn’t have to see her expression to know she was loving the acrobatics. Mae, on the other hand, was probably having a different reaction.

“This is no place for kids,” called Aunt Janet. “We’ve got to get you three back to the hangar and contact the police! Can you believe it—spies in Chicago? What will we see next? Caped superheroes?”
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