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CHAPTER 1


THE SUMMER OF 1948 STARTED with a bang.

Or, I should say, a crash.

It was early morning on the first day of summer vacation, and I was still half asleep. If you’re a delicate sort of person, skip the rest of this sentence, because I was lying on top of the sheets in my underwear. Sorry about that, but it was the middle of a heat wave. My bedroom window was wide open, but that didn’t help. I couldn’t feel even the hint of a breeze.

I tried to distract myself by imagining everything that would make this the best summer ever. No more sixth grade. Swimming at the lakefront. Ball games at Orchard Field.

CRASH!

I opened my eyes. Someone—or something—was out in the alley behind the house. Raccoons in the garbage cans again? Or maybe Ace’s little sister left her roller skates out (again), and the milkman tripped over them (again). Whatever it was, I was too sleepy and too sticky to get up and look.

Downstairs in the kitchen, the radio hummed to life. Ma was up early, as usual. Maybe she had taken the garbage out and had knocked over the trash cans by accident.


Top o’ the morning, folks! It’s your ol’ pals Ray and Bob here on WTRJ radio, helping you start your day.

BOB: It’s gonna be another hot one, folks. The mercury will be working its way up to ninety-one degrees today.

RAY: It might be a good day to head on down to the lakefront, don’t you think, Bob?

BOB: Or you could go to a nice air-conditioned movie theater. Sit back and enjoy that new John Wayne picture in cool comfort.



CRASH!

Now I sat up in bed.

That wasn’t Ma. I could hear her rattling around in the kitchen downstairs.

I hopped out of bed and poked my head out the window.

“Holy smokes!”

I blinked. I rubbed my eyes and looked again.

Something had knocked over the trash cans, all right.

But it wasn’t a raccoon, and it wasn’t the milkman tripping over roller skates.

It was a polar bear.
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CHAPTER 2


I BET YOU’RE THINKING THAT I’m making this up, or that maybe I was still dreaming. But what if I told you that we live three blocks from the city zoo? Where a polar bear also lives?

I looked out the window again. Now it was wandering up the alley, checking out the neighbors’ garbage cans.

CRASH!

In the distance, I heard sirens. They got louder and louder, and then they stopped.

I got dressed as quick as I could and raced down the stairs.

“Polar bear!” I gasped, busting into the kitchen.

Ma glanced up from the stove. “Nicky! You are up early. Have some eggs.” She set a plate in front of Pop, who was already at the table, reading the morning paper.

“But, Ma!” I pointed toward the back door, which was wide open, leaving nothing but an old screen door between us and an actual polar bear. “Didn’t you hear the sirens? There’s a wild animal out there!” I hurried across the room and slammed the door shut.

“It’s too hot!” said Ma. She stomped over and opened the door again.

Uncle Spiro came rattling down the stairs, dressed for work in his white shirt and bow tie. His soda-jerk hat was folded flat and tucked into his shirtfront pocket. “What’s this about wild animals?”

“In the alley!” I told him. “A polar bear!”

“Very funny, Nick,” he said, pulling up a chair. “Athena, have you seen my clean apron?”

“On the wash line,” said Ma, waving toward the backyard. “Nicky, go get Spiro’s apron for him, neh?”

“But, Ma!”


We interrupt this program to bring you a special bulletin.

RAY: Shortly after five o’clock this morning, a full-grown polar bear was reported missing from the city zoo.



“I told you!”

“I thought you were joking!” said Uncle Spiro.

“How can someone lose a polar bear?” said Pop.

“Shut the door!” hollered Ma.


RAY: The half-ton critter—

BOB: It says here his name is Frosty.

RAY: —was spotted an hour later by one Clement Baratka, a local milkman, who reported that the bear knocked over a backyard fence and spilled trash cans.

BOB: I’ll bet that milkman spilled a gallon or two, if you know what I mean.



“Our trash cans!” I blurted, pointing toward the back alley. “I saw it with my own eyes!”

“I hope that was not our milkman,” said Pop, turning a page of his newspaper. “I am not paying for spilled milk.”


RAY: Hang on, folks, we have an update. We’re being told that the bear was apprehended by police officers without incident and is being returned to the zoo as we speak.

BOB: Without incident? What about poor ol’ Clem? He almost got his butter churned!

RAY: This is no time for jokes, Bob.

BOB: Who’s joking? Say, don’t you wish you could’ve seen our brave men in blue stuffing ol’ Frosty into the back seat of their squad car?

RAY: I don’t think that’s how it happened, Bob.

BOB: Then answer me one question, Ray.

RAY: What’s that?

BOB: How do you catch a polar bear?

This concludes our special report. We now return you to our regularly scheduled program.



Ma snapped off the radio and glared at it like it had personally insulted her. “Now we have to move!”

Pop looked up from his newspaper. “Move? Why? More coffee, please.”

Ma sloshed coffee into Pop’s mug and clanked the pot back onto the stove. “It’s too dangerous, living only three blocks from that zoo. A polar bear, it almost walked right into our house! Spiro, you’d better go. What if he broke into your shop?”

Uncle Spiro chuckled. “I don’t think polar bears eat frozen custard, but it’s time for me to head down there anyway.” He gulped his coffee, grabbed the car keys off their hook by the back door, and left.

“I can’t believe I saw a real polar bear,” I said. “In our alley! I gotta go tell Ace!”

“Don’t go outside, Nicky!” said Ma.

“But, Ma, you heard the radio,” I told her. “The coast is clear. Besides, I’ve lived here for twelve whole years so far, and it’s the first time I’ve ever seen a wild animal out back.” Which was kind of disappointing, now that I thought about it.

The back door swung open and hit the wall with a bang. There was Ace, still in his pajamas. “Nick! Did ya hear?”

“Close the door!” hollered Ma. “Wild animals!”

“Ace! Kalimera,” said Pop, which means “good morning.” My folks were born in Greece, so a lot of what they say is in Greek. I don’t think they even realize it.

“I saw it!” I told Ace. “With my own eyes!”

“No kidding?” said Ace. “Jeepers! You have all the luck! Something sure smells good.”

Ma cracked an egg into the pan. “Fried or scrambled?”

“Fried, please,” said Ace, pulling up a chair. “Over easy.”

Ace is my best pal. He lives next door. He likes to think he also lives with us, especially when something’s cooking.

“What kind of world we are living in?” muttered Ma, cracking more eggs. “Dangerous animals escaping all the time.” She turned and shook her spatula at me. “Nicky, you stay in the house this summer.”

Pop folded his newspaper. “Athena, you worry too much. These things, they don’t happen all the time.”

“Oh no?” said Ma, plopping plates of eggs in front of me and Ace. “What about 1929?”

Pop frowned for a second, and then his bushy eyebrows shot up from behind his glasses. “Oh, that? It was only a monkey.”

“A monkey got out?” said Ace. “What happened?”

“I’ll tell you what happened,” said Ma. “A monkey. It got out!”

“Holy smokes,” I said. “How?”

Pop chuckled to himself. “No one ever discovered how.”

“Did they catch it?” I asked him.

“Oh yes, they caught it,” said Ma. “Outside my bedroom window!”

“Jeepers,” said Ace, crunching on his toast. “All the best stuff happens to your family.”
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CHAPTER 3


WHEN I POINTED OUT THAT keeping me in the house all summer would be more work for her, Ma changed her mind pretty quick. Plus, today was Saturday, and I shine shoes at Pop’s shop on Saturday mornings. So she sprang us right after breakfast.

“But don’t go near that zoo!” she hollered after us.

“Don’t worry, Ma,” I called over my shoulder.

I waited on Ace’s front porch while he ran inside and got dressed. It wasn’t like I couldn’t go in, but it was cooler outside, and besides, whenever I go into that house, Ace’s little sister tries to talk me into playing some goofy board game. Plus, she cheats. I’ve learned that it’s best to wait outside.

A minute later Ace came out, eating a banana. He hadn’t bothered to comb his hair.

“I still can’t believe I slept through the whole polar bear caper,” he said as we walked up the sidewalk toward the zoo.

I couldn’t help bragging a little. “You know what they say: The early bird gets the worm.”

He snorted. “Who cares about worms?”

“Never mind.”

Three blocks later, there it was. We could already see a bunch of people gathered in front of the bear dens. We skirted around to the front of the crowd, which was mostly kids, a few fellas with notebooks and pens talking to Mr. Stankey, the head zookeeper, and even a couple of police officers.

And there was Frosty, neck-deep in his swimming hole. He looked like he was wondering what the big deal was, and by the way, did anyone bring any fish?

“What are you two knuckleheads doing here?” said a voice behind us.

I knew that voice. It belonged to Pete Costas.

Here’s what you need to know about Pete: He’s big, and he’s mean, and he’s been beating me up on a regular basis since second grade.

The problem is I can’t avoid him. I see him at school every day. At Greek school too, which is only once a week, but even that’s too much, if you ask me. Thank goodness it was finally summer vacation. But I’d still have to see his ugly mug in church every Sunday. I sure hope God is paying attention, because I should get credit for putting up with Pete Costas.

I took a deep breath and turned around. “What’re you doing here, Pete?”

“I can be here if I want!” he said. “The zoo is public property.”

“Is that so?” said Ace, sidling up to Pete (who was almost twice his size). “Looks like Frosty wasn’t the only smelly animal to escape from his cage today.” Pete’s the kind of kid Ace loves to pick a fight with. Big but slow. One of these days, it’s going to get Ace into big, slow trouble.

Pete loomed over Ace and balled his hands into fists. “You’re lucky there’s coppers right over there,” he growled. “Or else you’d be Frosty’s breakfast by now. You know how he loves marshmallows.”

“Who’re you calling a marshmallow?” said Ace, taking a step closer to doom.

“Hiya, fellas!” said another familiar voice.

It was Penny, who’s a friend of ours, even though she’s a girl. She’s a grade behind me, but taller, which bugs me a little, but she can’t help it. She’s also a really good baseball player, which makes up for all the other stuff.

When they saw Penny, Ace and Pete forgot about trying to kill each other. Penny has that sort of effect on people. Maybe it’s her height, or the way she can blow a bubble almost as big as her head. But mostly it’s because Penny can strike out any batter on three pitches. That’s the kind of skill that earns you respect around here.

“Hiya, Penny!” said Ace. “Did you hear what happened? Frosty escaped!”

“I know. Hiya, Pete.” She blew a bubble.

“Get lost,” said Pete. He turned and pushed his way through the crowd.

“What’s up with him?” Penny asked, watching him go.

Ace made a face. “Got lost on his way home to the reptile house. Come on, let’s go see what Mr. Stankey’s saying.”

“I bet those guys with notebooks are newspaper reporters,” said Penny.

She was right. When we got closer, we could see a tag on one fella’s chest that said JOURNAL. Another fella had a card in his hatband that read SENTINEL, and the third one’s tag said CHICAGO TRIBUNE.

“Look at that!” I whispered. “There’s a reporter here all the way from Chicago!”

The Journal reporter was asking a question. “How’s the milkman doing, Mr. Stankey? Will he recover?”

Mr. Stankey sighed. “The milkman is fine. There’s nothing to recover from, except maybe a bit of a startle. I’m told he finished his route and is on his way home for a rest.” Mr. Stankey pulled at the collar of his khaki shirt. For someone who was going to be in the newspapers, he did not look like he was having much fun.

The Tribune reporter pushed forward. “You’re in charge of the zoo, Mr. Stankey. How did the polar bear get out?”

“That’s a good question,” answered Mr. Stankey, almost to himself. “As head zookeeper, I personally make the rounds of the entire zoo every night before going home. I can assure you that last night, all the animal enclosures were locked up tight.”

The Tribune fella scribbled in his notebook. “Would you say that this sort of thing was bound to happen, Mr. Stankey? I mean, there’s no fence around this zoo. No gates. No admission fee. People can come and go as they please, any hour of the day or night. And so can the animals, evidently!”

“This zoo is part of the city park,” explained Mr. Stankey. “The good people of this city are entitled to free access to their park.”

The Journal reporter chimed in. “What about the animal enclosures? How can the public be sure they’re safe, when there’s nothing but a dry moat between them and a huge beast with fangs and claws?”

“Do you see that moat?” said Mr. Stankey, sounding a little hurt. “It’s too wide to jump across. And the sides are too steep to climb. I’m telling you, it’s impossible for an animal to escape under normal circumstances.”

The Sentinel reporter perked up. “Are you saying that the polar bear had help? Can I quote you on that?” He scribbled in his notebook.

“No, you can’t!” said Mr. Stankey. “I have nothing more to say at this time.” And he squeezed past the reporters, looking a little pale.

But it did make me wonder: How did Frosty get out?

“I got it!” said Ace. “I know how I’ll never miss another escape from the zoo!”

“How?” said Penny.

“A paper route!”

I scoffed. “You? Wouldn’t you have to get up at four in the morning?”

“That’s the whole point!” he told me. “My ma’s been bugging me to get a summer job, right? If I got a paper route, she’d be happy, and I’d be out in the neighborhood every day, early. I’d never miss any of the good stuff ever again!”

“You’d miss some good sleep,” I said. “Besides, how do you know the good stuff will always happen at four in the morning?”

“I don’t know that,” said Ace. “But if it does, I’ll be ready. Where will you be? In bed, getting your beauty sleep.”

Penny laughed out loud. “I’d like to see what you’d do if you saw a polar bear coming up the sidewalk!”

Ace’s ears turned red. “Oh yeah? I was gonna invite you along one morning, so you could see all the excitement for yourself. But now maybe I won’t.” He kicked at the grass. “I’m gonna go find out how I can get a paper route. See you two later.” And just like that, he stomped off.

Which reminded me. “Holy smokes! I gotta get to Pop’s shop!”

And I left poor ol’ Penny standing there with no one to talk to except Frosty.
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CHAPTER 4


ACE GOT HIS PAPER ROUTE, all right. He even snagged the perfect territory: all the streets around the south side of the park, including our street, and Mr. Stankey’s office at the zoo. As it happened, the kid who already had that route had just quit. Apparently, he didn’t want to be out by himself, in the dark, roaming the same streets as marauding polar bears. His loss, if you ask me. But he was only too happy to turn over the whole route to someone else. So on Monday, Ace started his very own paper route.

He lasted five days.

“This stinks,” said Ace on Friday morning after he’d finished his deliveries. We were sitting on the steps of his front porch. His hair was sticking up. His shirt was buttoned crooked, and his shoes were coming untied. I couldn’t tell if that’s what happens when you get dressed at four in the morning, or if he’d had an incident while he was delivering papers. I gotta admit, I was afraid to ask.

“My back hurts,” Ace groaned. “My feet hurt. My shoulders hurt. Do you know how much a satchel of newspapers weighs? Oh sure, they suck you in by starting you on a Monday. Monday’s edition is the skinniest of the whole week! I tell ya, if you ever want to rob a bank, do it on a Sunday, because all the reporters are taking the day off. So you go along for a few days, and by Wednesday you figure it’s not so bad. But then on Thursday—BAM! The ad supplement. That makes the paper twice as thick and heavy. And I have to bundle all the sections myself before I even start delivering!”

I wanted to point out that banks are closed on Sundays, so even the bank robbers take the day off. But I got his point about the Monday versus Thursday editions.

Just then, Penny walked up. She tilted her head at Ace. “What’s the matter with you? You look like you fell out a window.”

Ace groaned.

“The new paper route,” I told her. “Feet hurt, shoulders hurt, Thursdays are the ad supplement.” And now Penny was pretty much caught up.

“Oh.” She sat down on the steps with us. “How about using your bike? Maybe that’ll make things easier.”

“I tried that,” said Ace. “I kept falling over from all that weight. And the dogs! Don’t even get me started about the dogs.”

“But Ace,” I said, “if dogs are giving you trouble, what’re you gonna do when you see a polar bear?”

“That’s another thing,” said Ace. “Not a single polar bear all week! I’ve been getting up in the middle of the night for nothing!”

Penny tried being sensible. “Maybe you shouldn’t get your hopes up. What are the chances Frosty will escape again?”

“What were the chances the first time?” he asked. Which, I had to admit, was hard to argue with.

Penny blew a bubble and fiddled with her hair ribbon. As usual, it was losing the fight against her cloud of black hair. “How many papers do you deliver?”

“Sixty,” he moaned. “Every single day, including Sundays. What was I thinking?”

Being his best pal, I realized it was my job to cheer him up. “Tomorrow is Saturday,” I reminded him. “You get paid tomorrow, right?”

“Yeah,” he said, perking up a little. But then he sagged again. “I’ll have to go around twice tomorrow—once to deliver the papers, and a second time to collect from all the customers once they’re awake. Including the ones with dogs. I have to pay for all the newspapers out of that money, and I only get whatever’s left! And now that my ma knows I’m doing something useful, she won’t let me quit. This stinks.” He dropped his head onto his knees.

Penny and I looked at each other and shrugged. What else can you say to a guy who already looks like he fell out a window?

Penny knew what to say. “Can I help?”

Ace’s head popped up. “Help what?”

“What do you think? The paper route. I could go along with you tomorrow, to learn the route. And then next week, we’ll each take half the route, and be done in half the time. We’ll split the pay fifty-fifty.”

Ace wiped his nose on his sleeve. “You’d do that for me?”

She shrugged. “I wake up at four every morning anyway, ’cause that’s what time my dad leaves for work.”

Penny’s dad is a motorcycle cop. He rides a huge Harley, which you can hear from two blocks away even when he doesn’t rev the engine. One time he let me and Ace take turns sitting on it. I’m not even embarrassed to be seen in front of a girl’s house, as long as I can be seen sitting on a big ol’ police-department-issued Harley.

“I’ve never heard of a girl with a paper route before,” I said. “Is that allowed?”

Ace shrugged. “It’ll be four in the morning. Who’s to know?”

“Ace is right,” said Penny. “Gee whiz, Nick. You worry too much.”

“I’m not worried,” I said, even though something about the whole idea bothered me. “I know you’ll do a great job, Penny.”

Ace perked up. “So do I,” he said. “Penny, you’re hired.”
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CHAPTER 5


THAT’S HOW I ENDED UP going to sparky’s custard Shop by myself on Saturday.

Sparky’s is Uncle Spiro’s custard shop. He opened it about a month ago, and he’s really proud of that place. He goes early every day to polish it up and admire how nice it looks. He’s doing good business, too. In fact, he’s so busy that he hired me to work for him every Saturday afternoon. That’s where I’d be hanging out anyway, so I might as well get paid.

I was already working for Pop every Saturday morning, shining shoes. He owns the Elegant Shoe Repair and Hat Shop downtown. I don’t mind it. I get good tips, and it’s better than doing chores around the house for Ma. And believe me, she wouldn’t even pay me.

So it all works out okay.

Today, I was home from Pop’s by noon, but Ace and Penny still hadn’t come back from collecting for their paper route. So I had to walk up to Sparky’s on my own.

The shop was busy, even for a Saturday. You’d be surprised how many people eat frozen custard for lunch.

“What’s shakin’, squirt?” said Uncle Spiro as I walked in.

“Nothing.” I grabbed an apron off the peg and a broom from the corner. It’s my job to sweep the floor and wipe off the tables and countertop. You’d also be surprised at what slobs people can be. I know I was.

Spiro finished serving a customer, and then he came out from behind the counter. “Where are your pals?”

I kept sweeping. “Out. Making collections. They’re sharing Ace’s paper route.”

“You don’t say,” said Uncle Spiro. “Penny, on a paper route? Good for her.”

“I guess.”

“How come you’re being such a sad sack?” Then he gave me a squint. “You’re not jealous that they’re delivering papers and you’re not, are you?”

“Heck no!” I stabbed at a crumb on the floor.

“What are you sore about, then?”

I stopped sweeping. I was sore, all right. But I didn’t really know why.

Apparently, my mouth did, because it started working all by itself. “It’s the second week of summer vacation, and I never see Ace. He’s up early every day, and then he goes home to take a nap, and I’m stuck on my own until after lunch. And now Penny’s doing it too. I knew this would happen as soon as they started that stupid paper route!”

Spiro scratched his head under his soda-jerk hat. “Aren’t you shining shoes every Saturday morning anyway?”

“Well, yeah,” I admitted. “But Ace used to come in and keep me company. It’s so boring with only Pop to talk to. They haven’t seen a polar bear once, by the way. They’re not going to see a polar bear! This was supposed to be the best summer ever. But it’s already the worst.”

And that’s how I found out what I was sore about.

Uncle Spiro put a hand on my shoulder. “Don’t worry. Give ’em a chance to get used to their new routine. Besides, Ace can’t stay away from here for long. Not when he gets all the free custard he can eat, which is a lot, by the way.”

He was right, I guess. At least, I hoped he’d be right. Summer vacation gets boring in a hurry when you have no one to be lazy with.

The bell over the door jangled as more customers came into the shop.

“Chin up,” said Uncle Spiro, and he scurried back behind the counter.

Just then, Ace and Penny finally came busting in.

“Hiya, Uncle Spiro!” hollered Ace. “Hiya, Nick! Did ya miss us?”

“Nope,” I lied, jabbing the broom along the floor.

“Hi, Mr. Spirakis,” said Penny.

“Call me Uncle Spiro,” said Uncle Spiro from behind the counter. “Say, Penny, how’s that beautiful sister of yours?”

He was talking about Penny’s big sister, Josie. Josie is beautiful, I guess. Not that Penny isn’t beautiful. I don’t know, maybe she is, but I can’t tell, on account of she’s my pal and so I never really thought about it. Anyway, the best thing about Josie is that she’s a professional baseball player. She pitches for the Kenosha Comets of the All-American Girls’ Professional Baseball League. Uncle Spiro said he’d take me and Ace and Penny down to Kenosha sometime this summer to watch one of Josie’s games. We’ll see if that ever happens now, what with that stupid paper route.

“Josie’s fine,” said Penny. “She says hi.”

“Does she?” said Spiro, grinning like a fool. “Well, you tell her hi back!”

“I will.”

“All right already,” interrupted Ace. “Can’t a fella get a scoop of chocolate around here?”

Spiro grabbed a cone and dug a huge scoop of custard from the bin. He made a big show of handing the filled cone to Penny, and then he looked Ace up and down. “What happened to you? Run over by a dump truck?”

Ace’s shirt was buttoned wrong again, half untucked, and wrinkled. He had twigs in his hair.

“It took us all morning to collect,” he said. “It’s amazing how many people suddenly aren’t home when you’re asking for money. We had to go around twice. The second time, Penny knocked on the doors while I hid in the bushes. Boy, were those folks surprised to see a girl collecting for the paper.” He licked his lips and looked at Penny’s cone like he might melt away to nothing if he didn’t get custard pretty soon.

Uncle Spiro took pity on him. He scooped out two more cones of chocolate and handed them over to me and Ace.

“This is the best custard in the whole wide world,” said Ace between slurps. “What’s your secret ingredient?”

“As if I’d tell you,” said Uncle Spiro with a wink. “Did all your customers finally pay you?”

“All except five,” said Ace. He pulled a little notebook out of his back pocket and smoothed out the rumples. “I’m keeping track, too, because if someone doesn’t pay, that’s money out of my pocket.”

“Our pockets,” Penny reminded him. She took a delicate lick of her cone. Somehow, Penny can eat an entire cone of frozen custard without dripping any of it onto herself.

“Speaking of pockets…” Ace dug out about a zillion coins and some crumpled bills and plunked it all on the counter.

“Jeepers, that’s a lot of coins,” I said. I can never stay sore at Ace for long.

“No kidding,” said Ace. “I could hardly keep my pants up.”

“Good thing nobody’s dog chased you today,” I told him.

He checked his notebook. “I figured it out last night: If all my customers pay me, I should get eighteen dollars. And then I have to pay the route supervisor thirteen fifty for the papers. That leaves four fifty for me.”

“Us,” said Penny.

“Right.” Ace counted out $13.50 from his pile of money and pushed it aside.

“Here ya go, sport.” Uncle Spiro handed Ace an empty pint-sized tub and a paper bag with SPARKY’S CUSTARD stamped on the side. “Nobody wants to see your underwear.”

Ace dumped the $13.50 into the tub, put the lid on, and stuck the whole thing into the paper bag. Then he counted the coins that were left.

“Three dollars.” He slapped his notebook onto the counter. “I’m short a buck fifty!” He slumped onto his stool. “Here, Penny. I owe you half.”

“Nah,” said Penny. “You did the whole route yourself this week. I only went around one day.” She took another dainty lick of her cone. Not a drop of custard anywhere. I don’t know how she does it.

Ace relaxed. “That’s real swell of you, Penny.” He started scraping his money off the counter.

“How about fifty cents?” Penny held out a spotlessly clean hand.

Ace stopped midscrape. “That’s fair,” he admitted. “I wouldn’t have collected hardly anything if you hadn’t come with me.” He handed her two quarters.

Penny pocketed her money. “We’ll figure out a way to collect that dollar and a half.”

“You got that right,” answered Ace. He tapped the notebook with a finger. “Those people still owe us money, and I know where they live.”
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