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Return to Al Capone's Alcatraz with Newbery Honor-winning author Gennifer Choldenko in this
charming addition to the beloved series about the son of a prison guard.Moose Flanagan lives
on a famous island in California: Alcatraz, home to some of the most dangerous prisoners in the
United States in the 1930s. It's the summer before he starts high school, and Moose is going to
play a lot of baseball and win a spot on the high school team. But he still needs to watch his
special older sister, Natalie--and then the warden asks Moose to look after his two-faced,
danger-loving daughter, Piper.In the cell house there are rumors that the cons will a strike, and
that Moose's father might step up to a new job. Moose is worried: What will this mean for their
family, especially for Natalie, who's had some scary run-ins with prisoners? Then the
unthinkable happens: Natalie winds up someplace she should never, ever go. And Moose has to
rescue her.Don't miss the rest of the Tales from Alcatraz series!Al Capone Does My ShirtsAl
Capone Shines My ShoesAl Capone Does My Homework

"This worthy 'second ending' finishes on a hopeful note that series fans will embrace."—
Booklist, Starred review"It's earnest Moose, always striving to do the right thing, who elevates
this tale, like a hard-hit baseball, into the stratosphere."—Kirkus Reviews, Starred review"A
powerful story of love and family that will please fans and newcomers."—School Library
Journal "Choldenko continues to effectively develop the vivid historical setting (explained in
greater depth in the back matter) as well as the tightly woven community."—The Horn Book
MagazinePraise for the previous three Al Capone books:A Newbery Honor Book"Choldenko hits
a grand slam." —Kirkus Reviews, Starred review “Funny situations and plot twists abound!” —
People "Heart-stopping . . . heartrending . . . heartwarming." —San Francisco Chronicle"Rich
characterization, tender drama, and sleuthworthy clues, this poignant mystery makes for a
thoroughly satisfying conclusion to the landmark historical trilogy." —Booklist, Starred
review"Choldenko continues to infuse the Alcatraz community with warmth and originality." —
Publishers Weekly, Starred review"Choldenko's storytelling is compelling, portraying human
decency as a force more powerful than heroism." —NewsdayFrom School Library JournalGr 5–7
—In this fourth book in the series, Moose faces a busy summer. While his sister Natalie is
maturing and Alcatraz is in the midst of a Bureau of Prison inspection, Moose is struggling to
keep Piper out of trouble and vying to be on the high school baseball team. He evolves from a
pushover to an assertive young man, who, after a pivotal scene with Al Capone, tells his father
the truth about events and stands up to the captain of the baseball team. Natalie grows up, too,
offering keen observations about her mother and herself and demonstrating an increased ability
to cope with stressful situations. The other characters are less developed, yet Choldenko
creates a believable community of flawed individuals. Choldenko provides photographs and



historical context for her fictional account in a detailed afterword. VERDICT A powerful story of
love and family that will please fans and newcomers.—Hilary Writt, Sullivan University,
Lexington, KY --This text refers to the hardcover edition.Excerpt. © Reprinted by permission. All
rights reserved.Tuesday, May 26, 1936 Even when you live on a prison island with crafty
criminals plotting ways to knock you off, summer is the best time of the year. No tests. No
homework. No getting up early to catch the ferry. No teachers who think you flunked a few
grades because you’re kind of big for thirteen and a half. Summer is freedom. Not for the
prisoners, of course. But for us kids who live on Alcatraz Island. Naturally, summer on Alcatraz
isn’t like summer other places. For one thing, the weather in the San Francisco Bay can be
colder and foggier than in winter. For another, kids can’t go many places on the island. We’re not
allowed in the cell house, in the industry buildings, in the west-side gardens, on most of the
beaches, and in all the guard towers. Our fathers work in the prison up top, so they’re allowed
everywhere. But even with restricted access, there are two decent spots to play baseball: the
parade grounds and down by the dock. And there’s one other Alcatraz kid who can really
play. She’s a girl. But still. Baseball . . . that’s what I’m thinking about as I shovel in my breakfast
toast, hoping the last five days of school will go fast. My father frowns at me, crushing crumbs
with his fork. “Saw the warden at shooting practice this morning. He wants to talk to you.” I stop
chewing. “The warden? Why?” He shrugs. “Uh-oh! Uh-oh!” my older sister, Natalie, mutters. Her
blond-brown head is bent forward as she counts toothpicks in rows. She’s tall, like my mom and
me, but she holds herself in a way that makes her look younger and smaller than she is. My
father’s hand hovers over Natalie’s toothpicks. “Okay if I take one?” Natalie hands him the last
one in line. We moved up here from Santa Monica a year and a half ago so Nat could go to a
school called the Esther P. Marinoff, which helps kids whose brains aren’t wired like everyone
else’s. My parents sacrificed a lot for her to go to that school. We all did. My father was an
electrician in Santa Monica, but he had a hard time finding a job up here. It’s almost impossible
to get work on account of the Depression. I don’t understand exactly what the Depression is
except it has to do with the banks collapsing and people not having money. The only job my
father could get was as a guard and an electrician in the prison. Everybody likes him here,
though, so he was promoted to assistant warden. Since Nat’s been at the Esther P. Marinoff,
she’s learned how to have a conversation--not just echo what you say. She still has a difficult
time looking people in the eye, but she has been trying really hard. Now we’re helping her make
friends. My father watches Nat move on to a new project: cutting pictures out of magazines and
pasting them to boards. My mom has written “happy” on one board. Natalie hunts for pictures of
people who are happy. There’s another board for “sad,” but Nat doesn’t care much about that
one. “Look at you, sweet pea. One day you’ll find a nice man to marry, and you’ll live in your very
own house.” My mother doesn’t like when my father talks about Nat getting married. She thinks
it’s more than Natalie will ever manage, but my father says nonsense, his girl can do
anything. Dad strokes his bald spot. “You’ll never guess who I drove up top last night.” I don’t
have to guess. I know. “Piper.” Piper is the warden’s thirteen-year-old daughter. When I first



moved to the island and I was stupid as a stone, I had a crush on her. Now I know better. I hope I
do, anyway. Sometimes I get a little turned around by how cute she is. Piper has a good side . . .
but it’s tiny and not easy to locate. Dealing with her is like potty-training a snake. Which end does
the business? I don’t even know. I take a bite of a crispy corner of my toast. “Am I supposed to go
before school?” “Shouldn’t take long.” My father glances at the clock. “The warden’s a busy man.
And you, sweet pea.” He turns to Natalie. “Happy day-before-your-birthday.” Nat doesn’t
answer. Things have always been screwy around Natalie’s birthday. Every year Mom pretends
Natalie is turning ten again, instead of fourteen, fifteen, sixteen, or, this year, seventeen. Mom
wants Nat to be younger so she has more time to catch up with the other kids. After breakfast, I
put on my scratchy shirt and tie, my good trousers and squeaky shoes. When my mom sees me,
she takes a step back. “Moose! What happened to you?” I shrug. No sense in getting her worked
up. If my dad hasn’t told her, I’m certainly not going to. Outside, I trudge past the guard tower,
which is a tiny room on three-story-tall metal legs. All the firepower on the island is up in the
towers and in the gun galleries. An armed guard down with the convicts can be jumped,
ambushed, taken down. But when a guard is up high with his gun trained on us, we’re all safe. Or
as safe as we can be on a twelve-acre rock with kidnappers, con men, hit men, bank robbers,
criminals, crooks, murderers, and maybe an assassin or two. I walk up the steep switchback to
the top of the island, which really stinks. Alcatraz is the world’s biggest bird toilet; plus there are
three hundred and fifty prisoner toilets up here. They don’t help the aroma, that’s for sure. The
sky directly over the island is a crisp blue, but the fog is rolling through the Golden Gate. Blink
once, it’s sunny; blink twice and the world has gone gray. I’m in no hurry to see the warden, so I
take a detour by the recreation-yard wall. My dad says the prison yard is a little piece of hell.
Things happen there you don’t ever want to know about. The prisoners play baseball here on
weekend afternoons. I’ve never seen them play, but I’ve heard them. One of the cons, a guy
named Fastball, who works in the warden’s house, made it to the minor leagues before his bank-
robbing career got in the way. Another, Fat Fogarty, hits so hard, he’s broken two bats. It’s scary
that they give baseball bats to felons, but I guess baseball can make any guy behave. My father
says baseball is as important inside the prison as it is outside it. He says the prison-game scores
get posted right next to the major league scores on the menu every week. I keep walking past
the cell house, where a con is shouting about a hanging tree. I’ve never been inside the main
part of the cell house, and I sure don’t want to go in there, either. Since a convict stabbed my
father a few months ago, I haven’t thought it was so great to live on an island with a bunch of
murderers . . . especially with a sister like Natalie.--This text refers to the hardcover
edition.About the AuthorGennifer Choldenko was the youngest in a family of four kids, where her
nickname was “Snot-Nose.” Her quirky sense of humor made its debut at the dinner table when
Gennifer was a very little kid. She is the author of seven children’s books, including Notes from a
Liar and Her Dog, a School Library Journal Best Book of the Year; If a Tree Falls at Lunch Period;
and Al Capone Shines My Shoes. --This text refers to the hardcover edition.Read more
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ALSO BY GENNIFER CHOLDENKOAl Capone Does My ShirtsAl Capone Shines My ShoesAl
Capone Does My HomeworkChasing SecretsIf a Tree Falls at Lunch PeriodNo Passengers
Beyond This PointNotes from a Liar and Her DogThis is a work of fiction. All incidents and
dialogue, and all characters with the exception of some well-known historical and public figures,
are products of the author’s imagination and are not to be construed as real. Where real-life
historical or public figures appear, the situations, incidents, and dialogues concerning those
persons are fictional and are not intended to depict actual events or to change the fictional
nature of the work. In all other respects, any resemblance to persons living or dead is entirely
coincidental.Text copyright © 2018 by Gennifer CholdenkoCover concept by Theresa
EvangelistaAll rights reserved. Published in the United States by Wendy Lamb Books, an imprint
of Random House Children’s Books, a division of Penguin Random House LLC, New
York.Wendy Lamb Books and the colophon are trademarks of Penguin Random House LLC.Visit
us on the Web!Educators and librarians, for a variety of teaching tools, visit us atLibrary of
Congress Cataloging-in-Publication DataName: Choldenko, Gennifer, author.Title: Al Capone
throws me a curve / Gennifer Choldenko.Subjects: LCSH: United States Penitentiary, Alcatraz
Island, California—Juvenile fiction. | CYAC: United States Penitentiary, Alcatraz Island, California
—Fiction. | Alcatraz Island (Calif.)—History—20th century—Fiction. | Autism—Fiction. | Brothers
and sisters—Fiction.Classification: LCC PZ7.C446265 (ebook) | LCC PZ7.C446265 As 2018
(print) | DDC [Fic]—dc23Random House Children’s Books supports the First Amendment and
celebrates the right to read.v5.2_r2epTo every kid who has a sibling with
autismContentsCoverAlso by Gennifer CholdenkoTitle PageCopyrightDedicationMap1. Potty-
Training a Snake2. The Doormat Rule3. My Barber Is a Dead Guy4. The Biggest Nosy
Parker5. Whose Side Are You On?6. Trixle Tricks7. The Rule of Silence8. Milk and Cookies with
Al Capone9. Dead Fly Pile10. What in the World Is a Passerini?11. No Kissing Noises12. My
Skull Is Melting13. A Guy with a Purse14. I Did Worse in My Day15. A Shriveled Heart16. The
Rules for Being Natalie’s Brother17. Friend or Fiend?18. The Big Stink19. Keeping My Trap
Shut20. Trusting Reptiles and Other Problems21. Eyes Wide Open22. The Button
Ring23. Baseball, Bea, and the BOP24. The Iron Maiden25. A Girl in the Cell House26. You
Can’t Open a Window in Prison27. In the Shadow of the Wall28. The Curveball29. Stolen
Laundry30. This Is Her Home31. Mrs. Passerini32. Escape from
AlcatrazAcknowledgmentsAuthor’s NoteAbout the AuthorSan Francisco History Center, San
Francisco Public LibraryTuesday, May 26, 1936Even when you live on a prison island with crafty
criminals plotting ways to knock you off, summer is the best time of the year.No tests. No
homework. No getting up early to catch the ferry. No teachers who think you flunked a few
grades because you’re kind of big for thirteen and a half.Summer is freedom. Not for the
prisoners, of course. But for us kids who live on Alcatraz Island.Naturally, summer on Alcatraz
isn’t like summer other places. For one thing, the weather in the San Francisco Bay can be



colder and foggier than in winter. For another, kids can’t go many places on the island. We’re not
allowed in the cell house, in the industry buildings, in the west-side gardens, on most of the
beaches, and in all the guard towers.Our fathers work in the prison up top, so they’re allowed
everywhere. But even with restricted access, there are two decent spots to play baseball: the
parade grounds and down by the dock. And there’s one other Alcatraz kid who can really
play.She’s a girl. But still.Baseball…that’s what I’m thinking about as I shovel in my breakfast
toast, hoping the last five days of school will go fast.My father frowns at me, crushing crumbs
with his fork. “Saw the warden at shooting practice this morning. He wants to talk to you.”I stop
chewing. “The warden? Why?”He shrugs.“Uh-oh! Uh-oh!” my older sister, Natalie, mutters. Her
blond-brown head is bent forward as she counts toothpicks in rows. She’s tall, like my mom and
me, but she holds herself in a way that makes her look younger and smaller than she is.My
father’s hand hovers over Natalie’s toothpicks. “Okay if I take one?”Natalie hands him the last
one in line.We moved up here from Santa Monica a year and a half ago so Nat could go to a
school called the Esther P. Marinoff, which helps kids whose brains aren’t wired like everyone
else’s. My parents sacrificed a lot for her to go to that school. We all did.My father was an
electrician in Santa Monica, but he had a hard time finding a job up here. It’s almost impossible
to get work on account of the Depression. I don’t understand exactly what the Depression is
except it has to do with the banks collapsing and people not having money. The only job my
father could get was as a guard and an electrician in the prison. Everybody likes him here,
though, so he was promoted to assistant warden.Since Nat’s been at the Esther P. Marinoff,
she’s learned how to have a conversation—not just echo what you say. She still has a difficult
time looking people in the eye, but she has been trying really hard. Now we’re helping her make
friends.My father watches Nat move on to a new project: cutting pictures out of magazines and
pasting them to boards. My mom has written “happy” on one board. Natalie hunts for pictures of
people who are happy. There’s another board for “sad,” but Nat doesn’t care much about that
one.“Look at you, sweet pea. One day you’ll find a nice man to marry, and you’ll live in your very
own house.”My mother doesn’t like when my father talks about Nat getting married. She thinks
it’s more than Natalie will ever manage, but my father says nonsense, his girl can do
anything.Dad strokes his bald spot. “You’ll never guess who I drove up top last night.”I don’t have
to guess. I know. “Piper.”Piper is the warden’s thirteen-year-old daughter. When I first moved to
the island and I was stupid as a stone, I had a crush on her. Now I know better. I hope I do,
anyway. Sometimes I get a little turned around by how cute she is.Piper has a good side…but it’s
tiny and not easy to locate. Dealing with her is like potty-training a snake. Which end does the
business? I don’t even know.I take a bite of a crispy corner of my toast. “Am I supposed to go
before school?”“Shouldn’t take long.” My father glances at the clock. “The warden’s a busy man.
And you, sweet pea.” He turns to Natalie. “Happy day-before-your-birthday.”Nat doesn’t
answer.Things have always been screwy around Natalie’s birthday. Every year Mom pretends
Natalie is turning ten again, instead of fourteen, fifteen, sixteen, or, this year, seventeen. Mom
wants Nat to be younger so she has more time to catch up with the other kids.After breakfast, I



put on my scratchy shirt and tie, my good trousers and squeaky shoes.When my mom sees me,
she takes a step back. “Moose! What happened to you?”I shrug. No sense in getting her worked
up. If my dad hasn’t told her, I’m certainly not going to.Outside, I trudge past the guard tower,
which is a tiny room on three-story-tall metal legs. All the firepower on the island is up in the
towers and in the gun galleries. An armed guard down with the convicts can be jumped,
ambushed, taken down. But when a guard is up high with his gun trained on us, we’re all safe. Or
as safe as we can be on a twelve-acre rock with kidnappers, con men, hit men, bank robbers,
criminals, crooks, murderers, and maybe an assassin or two.I walk up the steep switchback to
the top of the island, which really stinks. Alcatraz is the world’s biggest bird toilet; plus there are
three hundred and fifty prisoner toilets up here. They don’t help the aroma, that’s for sure.The
sky directly over the island is a crisp blue, but the fog is rolling through the Golden Gate. Blink
once, it’s sunny; blink twice and the world has gone gray.I’m in no hurry to see the warden, so I
take a detour by the recreation-yard wall.My dad says the prison yard is a little piece of hell.
Things happen there you don’t ever want to know about.The prisoners play baseball here on
weekend afternoons. I’ve never seen them play, but I’ve heard them. One of the cons, a guy
named Fastball, who works in the warden’s house, made it to the minor leagues before his bank-
robbing career got in the way. Another, Fat Fogarty, hits so hard, he’s broken two bats.It’s scary
that they give baseball bats to felons, but I guess baseball can make any guy behave. My father
says baseball is as important inside the prison as it is outside it. He says the prison-game scores
get posted right next to the major league scores on the menu every week.I keep walking past the
cell house, where a con is shouting about a hanging tree. I’ve never been inside the main part of
the cell house, and I sure don’t want to go in there, either.Since a convict stabbed my father a
few months ago, I haven’t thought it was so great to live on an island with a bunch of murderers…
especially with a sister like Natalie.I don’t think Dad understands that. He says I should have a
positive attitude and not worry so much. But after your father almost dies, you don’t look at stuff
the same way anymore.I scoot to the other side of the narrow road. I’d just as soon keep my
distance.When I get to the warden’s mansion, I walk up the stairs to the stoop. From here you
can see across the bay to San Francisco. I take a deep breath and press the doorbell.A man in a
white shirt, a black tie, and khaki pants opens the door. He’s short, with hair like the fur on a
stuffed animal. He has large brown eyes, an egg-shaped head, and a kind smile.My father told
me that “pass men”—men who work in the warden’s house—are chosen from a small group of
prisoners who are almost done with their sentences. Lifers—prisoners who won’t ever go free—
don’t have an incentive to do the right thing. But dangle freedom in front of a guy and he isn’t
likely to cause trouble.That’s the theory, anyway. But I don’t buy it, because last year the
warden’s pass men took me, Natalie, and Piper hostage. Those guys are in isolation now. I don’t
know how long they’ll stay there. I hope forever.“How’s it going, Moose?” Fastball asks.Of course
Fastball knows my name. The convicts know my sister’s favorite cake (lemon) and my father’s
favorite book (Leaves of Grass). Last year Dad forgot Mom’s birthday, and a convict reminded
him.The prison yard knows everything.They know more about us than we know about them. In



most cases, I can tell you a convict’s prison name, but not his real name.There’s Fang, who bit
off a man’s finger for refusing to hand over his wallet, Wrong Way Willy, a jewel thief, who got
caught because he put the getaway car in reverse instead of drive, and Tommy Twelve, who
killed eleven of his wives. The twelfth one comes to visit every month or so.Fastball doesn’t stick
out his hand for me to shake. Prisoners aren’t allowed to touch us. They’ll get written up for
that.“Hey,” Fastball says. “I heard you and Jimmy got a new game going.”I nod. “Escape from
Alcatraz.”Theresa, Annie, Jimmy, and me pasted a map of Alcatraz to an old game board. Then
we made steps that lead all around the island. Whoever gets on the ferry first wins. The cards
you pick from the deck say things like Wash extra laundry. Go forward 1 space. Or Get caught
with a shiv (a prison-made knife). Go back 3 spaces.When Jimmy and I play, I always get to be
Al Capone, Chicago’s prized bad boy and the king of crime, who just happens to be in prison
here. My game piece is a little cardboard gangster hat. Jimmy is Count Lustig, a con man and a
counterfeiter. We have a tiny fake hundred-dollar bill for him. Then there’s Machine Gun Kelly,
who’s a miniature machine gun, and Fastball, a tiny baseball.Fastball grins. “I’d like to see it.
Know some guys might be interested.”“Probably good to get some expert advice.” I try to keep a
straight face.“Yup…got plenty of that. I understand you got yourself some business with the big
man. Good luck with that.” He moves out of the doorway so I can walk by.The warden’s house is
full of fancy furniture that looks too nice to sit on. My feet sink into the runner carpet as I climb the
stairwell. My stomach is mixed up, like it can’t decide if I ate too much or I’m hungry.Outside the
door of the warden’s library, the chandelier flickers, and classical music plays low in the
background. My mother is a music teacher. She would know this piece, but I’m tone deaf and
completely lacking in musical ability. When I was eight, she asked me not to play in her recital.
She said I was bad advertising. Now she tells me it’s painful to hear me hum.My eyes scan the
hall to the closed door to Piper’s room. Is she in there?“Come in,” the warden booms.How’d he
know I was standing here? The man’s got good ears.The warden sits up straight as a fishing
pole in his deep-blue suit. Long gray hairs curl out of his eyebrows like tentacles.His big desk,
dusty law books, drawn curtains, fountain pen, and squeaky chair all look the same as the last
time I was here.“Close the door,” he barks.“Yes, sir,” I say.Should I sit or stand? Stand. Then I can
make a fast getaway.The warden gives me a once-over with his arctic-blue eyes. “I’ll get right to
the point, Moose. That unfortunate business earlier this year with Piper.” He clears his throat.
“You handled it very well.”It’s been four months since Piper got mixed up in the counterfeiting
operation with Count Lustig and was sent away to boarding school. Why would the warden call
me in to tell me this now?“Thank you, sir,” I say.“I’m concerned about her on the island this
summer.”“She’s going to be babysitting, right?”His chair squeaks. He rubs his neck.I heard he
had to pay cash to the stores where she bought things with fake bills. They said she was
supposed to earn the money to pay him back.The warden leans forward. “I’d like you to keep an
eye on her.”Being singled out to help Piper is like being the turkey picked for Thanksgiving. I dry-
swallow. “Sir, um, I was, uh…How about Jimmy?”I feel bad suggesting Jimmy, my best buddy on
the island. He’s not going to want Piper around any more than I do.The warden fixes his eyes on



me. “She doesn’t respect Jimmy the way she respects you.”Respect? She doesn’t respect me.
She manipulates me.He lowers his voice until it’s gruff and gravelly. “I know she’s a handful.”Am I
supposed to agree with the warden that his daughter is a handful?“Yes, sir,” I mutter, my face hot.
Then I stand up straight, locking my knees. “I’m sorry, sir, but I’m going to be in the city this
summer.”“Doing what?”“Playing baseball.”“All day? Not even the pros play all day, Moose.”I
chomp on the inside of my cheek. “I’m trying out for the high school team. It’s practically
impossible to get on as a freshman. I’m going to have to work really hard, and besides that, I
have responsibilities around Natalie.”“Piper can help you with her.”Piper? At best, Piper tolerates
Natalie, and that’s if I’m standing right there. I’ve seen her be so mean it was all I could do not to
punch her.“I don’t think Piper is cut out for that, sir. I really wish I could help, but—”He peers at
me. “I wouldn’t ask this of just anyone. But I know you, Moose. I’ve seen how thoughtful you
are.”My cheeks flush.He picks up a shiny, sharp letter opener and begins slicing open
envelopes. Zrip, zreep, zrip—the paper tears along the crease. “If you have a problem,
remember, my door is always open.”I stand there, dumb as a piece of meat.He looks up at me.
“I’m counting on you, Moose. I hope you know that.”My head nods like a traitor.It’s only when the
door closes behind me that I realize I’ve just given my summer away like it wasn’t worth two
pennies to me. The warden is my dad’s boss. I have to do what he says.But, nobody can keep an
eye on Piper. Nobody.Tuesday, May 26, 1936When I get off the ferry after school, the water is
green, like unwashed teeth, and a wall of wind hits me. I hold my cap on, breathing in the smell
of the dock: rotting wood and old fish. A seal barks in the distance. I look for his black head in the
tossing, turning bay.I’m headed for the steps of 64 Building when I see my Alcatraz friends—
Annie Bomini and Jimmy and Theresa Mattaman—coming down. We all live in 64 on account of
our fathers are guards, or, in my dad’s case, the assistant warden. Annie and Jimmy are thirteen
and fourteen. Theresa, Jimmy’s little sister, is eight. Theresa and Jimmy look alike: short, with
moon-pale skin; thick, black curly hair; knobby knees; and knobby elbows. Annie is pale, too, but
she’s taller than they are, with white-blond hair and large blue eyes.Theresa still has on her
school uniform. Jimmy changes out of his on the ferry home every day. Annie is all dressed up,
and she’s carrying a suitcase.I pick it up for her. “Hey…where are you going?” I ask.“Girl Scout
camp.”“Now? School isn’t even out yet,” I say as a steamer disappears behind the big green
mountain of Angel Island.“They gave her permission to leave early,” Jimmy says.Annie, Jimmy,
and Theresa go to Catholic school. They all get straight As. But Annie’s the only kid who spends
her free time in religion class. The nuns adore her. They’d give her permission to go to Mars if
she asked.“My aunt runs the camp. I have to help her get the cabins ready before the Girl Scouts
arrive,” Annie says.“How long will you be gone?” I ask.“All summer.”“All summer!” I drop the
suitcase on my toe. “You’re kidding.”Who will I play baseball with if Annie’s gone? I’ll miss her for
all kinds of reasons, but that one bites deep.The wind lifts Annie’s hat off. She looks so grown-up
in her traveling clothes: a jacket, a skirt, and small heels.I chase down the hat and hand it back.
“How come I didn’t know that?” I ask her.She shrugs, but we both know why. It’s been awkward
since we broke up. Having Annie as my girlfriend sounded like a good idea, the way eating an



entire pie sounds like a good idea, but then, when you do it, your stomach hurts and you regret
it.We live so close to each other. We were always together. I adore Annie, but I didn’t want to
spend every waking minute with her. And when I told her that, I hurt her feelings. I didn’t know
being somebody’s boyfriend would be so complicated.“She’s going to leave us all alone with
Piper and the escaped convict,” Theresa says.Jimmy rolls his eyes. “How many times do I have
to tell you? There’s no escaped convict.”“Then who scratched at our door?”“Maybe the wind
blew against it. Look, they do counts every hour. They’d know if a guy was missing,” Jimmy
tells her.“They could have counted wrong. I’ve counted wrong before. The only person who
doesn’t count wrong is Natalie,” Theresa insists.“Maybe it was Natalie knocking on your door,” I
suggest.Natalie is the most predictable unpredictable person you’ll ever meet. Usually she does
everything in exactly the same way, unless something goes haywire, and then who knows what
she’ll do. She’s been known to wander.Theresa folds her arms. “If it was Natalie, she’d have
come in.”Jimmy wags his head. “You’ve got a point there,” he says.Annie slips off her left shoe
and massages her stocking toe. “What exactly did you hear?”“It was a scraping sound…screep-
screep.” Theresa does her best imitation.“Could have been a gull,” Annie suggests.Theresa
shakes her head. “Gulls don’t sound like that.”“Neither do escaped prisoners,” I tell her. “They
want to get off the island, not come in for your mom’s blueberry pie.”“Maybe they wanted a
hostage.” Theresa juts her chin at me.“Excuse me, excuse me”—I pretend to knock on a door
—“could I bother you folks for a little hostage, here?”Annie and Jimmy laugh. Theresa doesn’t.
She’s just winding up for a big Theresa-style grousing when Mr. Bomini comes out of the dock
office, rolling his hand like he’s spooling yarn around it. We know that means “hurry up.”Theresa
snaps her mouth shut.“Annie, really, do you have to go now? I was thinking we’d play ball today.”
My voice comes out more pleading than I would have liked.“Let’s see.” She rests her chin on her
hands, tapping her fingers against her cheek. “Do I want to spend all summer watching
murderers unload laundry in the fog, or swimming in the warm sun?”“But, Annie…” Theresa’s
shoulders drop low. “You don’t want to leave us.”“Yes, she does. She wants to leave us,” I say.“I
want to leave them”—Annie points at Jimmy and me—“but not you.” Annie gives Theresa a
hug.Jimmy grins and bats Annie on the arm.What am I supposed to do? Are there rules for
saying goodbye to girls who used to be your girlfriend?“Don’t run over any Girl Scouts or
anything.” I lean in to hug Annie, but she blocks me with her hand, her face as red as a nautical
light.I stumble forward, shaking three of her fingers.Mr. Bomini picks up Annie’s suitcase. “You’re
leaving some mighty long faces. And one pair of extra-large feet.” He looks down at my pups.
“But they’ll all be here when you get back. And the feet may be even larger.” Mr. Bomini hits his
palm to his forehead. “That’s a scary thought.”I don’t laugh. I’m still recovering from the hug
attempt.Annie follows her dad onto the boat, walking with surprising ease in her good shoes.The
bay is choppy and churned up. I hope it will be too rough for the ferry to go, but no such luck.We
stand silently, watching Annie leave. It feels like somebody died.It takes me a minute to notice
Theresa yanking my sleeve. “Moose? Moose? What were you doing at the warden’s this
morning?”Why is it that nobody knows Annie’s business and everyone knows mine? They can



smell if my mom burns dinner. They can tell my mood by how I close my front door. They know
when I have to wear dirty socks because we forgot to put our laundry bag out.“Theresa!” Jimmy
barks.“What?” Theresa’s hands fly to her hips. “I wasn’t going to talk about when his dad almost
got killed. I wasn’t.”Jimmy’s face flushes. “I know, but it’s none of your business what Moose was
doing at the warden’s.”“It’s okay.” I shrug. “He sent for me. He wants me to keep an eye on
Piper.”Theresa nods solemnly. “Well, that’s good!”“No, it’s not. Who wants to spend the summer
doing that?” I ask.“Somebody has to do it,” Theresa says.When Piper got in trouble for the
counterfeiting scheme, Theresa was working for her. Theresa didn’t know the money Piper gave
her wasn’t real, and she hasn’t forgiven herself for not figuring it out. We tried to tell her we didn’t
know either, but it didn’t help.Now Theresa believes Piper is responsible for every bad thing that
happens anywhere. The dust storms in Oklahoma, the soup lines in San Francisco, and that
crazy Hitler guy in Germany who doesn’t want Jewish people to compete in the Olympics. That’s
all Piper, too.“I know!” Theresa’s finger pops up like a struck match. “I’ll help. I’ll check her room
every day for clues. I’ll bet she knows all about the escaped prisoner.”“Breaking in to the
warden’s house…does that sound like a good idea to you?” Jimmy asks.“I have to.” Theresa
stamps her foot. “This is serious. Remember that time she lied and almost got our dads fired?
Remember when she dropped her purse on Mrs. Capone’s toe? Remember when she sold the
convict laundry service to kids at school, and we got in trouble for it? And that was before the
fake-money stuff.”“We remember…okay, Theresa?” Jimmy says.“Yeah, well, we got to watch her.
We do.” Spit comes flying out of her mouth.Mrs. Mattaman leans over the second-floor railing of
64. She’s standing with my mom, who’s wearing a summer dress.“Theresa! I need you—Helen
and I are going to the Officers’ Club. You come on up with us,” her mom shouts down. Mrs.
Mattaman always seems to appear when Theresa is driving Jimmy crazy.“Okay, but you can’t
break into the warden’s house,” Jimmy says in a low voice.“Oh, all right.” Theresa’s shoulders
droop, and she drags herself up the stairs.My mom says something to Mrs. Mattaman, and they
both laugh.“Your mom sure looks happy,” Jimmy observes.“She does.” I agree. “Hey, you want to
play baseball?” Jimmy hates baseball, so he’ll probably say no, but it’s worth a try.His eyes
inspect his shoelaces like they’re suddenly very interesting. “How about we play Escape from
Alcatraz?”I swallow hard.It’s difficult to imagine how anyone could prefer a board game to
baseball. “Hey, guess what? Fastball asked to see it.”“Nice.” Jimmy grins. “Think we’ll get in
trouble for showing him?”“I’m supposed to be up there watching Piper. No harm in playing a
game with her, right?”“Right,” Jimmy says as we take the stairs to the Mattamans’ and grab the
game. We’re on the way up the hill with the board and the pieces in a flour bag when we see
Piper coming down.Her dark hair is shorter and her face is more filled out than I remember. Her
lips are puffy and curvy and…okay, her lips are perfect.Piper lifts a hand to keep her hair from
blowing in her face. Her other hand is on her skirt so it doesn’t fly up. “Where are you
going?”“Come with us. We’re going to show Fastball our game. Besides, I’m supposed to be
keeping an eye on you.”She groans. “Oh great…my very own policeman.”“More like a
bodyguard,” I say.“That’s better.” She smiles. “Hey, I wrote you a letter from boarding school.”“I



didn’t get it.”“I know. I didn’t send it. Want to see?” She pulls a letter out of her pocket and hands
it to me.Dear Moose,You wouldn’t believe how boring this place is. The girl down the hall got
excited when she found a pair of underwear she hadn’t sewn her name in yet. Really, that’s what
people do for fun around here. Sit around sewing their names in stuff.Every morning we stand up
and say the rules. There are even rules for how you say the rules.And my roommate is full of
herself. She farts in her sleep. She burps in my face. She sleeps with a cereal box in her bed. But
don’t worry, I got her back.I carved I AM A in the bottom of her right shoe with my pocketknife
and PIG in her left. In the morning when we walked across the field to the chapel, she left her
mark in the damp dirt. I AM A PIG. I AM A PIG. I AM A PIG.What are you doing, anyway? It
must be boring without me. No offense or anything, but I’m the one that comes up with all the
good ideas.Do you miss me? It’s hard to know who you like and who you don’t because you’re
so nice to everyone all the time. There ought to be a rule against that. The Doormat Rule.But
maybe don’t change too much, okay? If I had a favorite person (which of course I don’t!), it would
be you.Yours truly,Piper“The Doormat Rule? How flattering.” I hand the letter back to her.We
start up the hill again. Piper turns around and walks with us.I invited her to come, but now it feels
awkward. Am I really her favorite person? When the counterfeiting scheme came apart, Piper
clung to my hand like a little kid. Sometimes it seems like all Piper wants is a friend; she just
doesn’t know how to keep one.“I heard you were babysitting to pay your dad back,” Jimmy
says.“Supposed to, but nobody exactly signed up. Now I’m expected to stay in the house all the
time.”We’ve climbed up the hill far enough that we’re looking down on the brown, hatlike roof of
the dock guard tower. I’m pretty sure Trixle is in there today. I always feel uneasy when he’s our
guard. I mean, Darby Trixle with a Thompson automatic trained down on us…that can’t be good.
But Warden Williams likes him no matter what he does. Everyone thinks it’s because of his wife,
Bea Trixle. Bea finds grocery deals like nobody’s business. And that makes Warden Williams’s
expense report look good to the BOP—the Bureau of Prisons, the people the warden reports
to.When we get to Piper’s, nobody wants to go inside. We set the game up on the warden’s
stoop, but it’s pretty windy. We look for bricks and stones to anchor the card stacks and start
playing. Piper is Machine Gun Kelly. She has to go back seven spaces, on account of they
couldn’t get her cell-house door open, when the real Fastball appears, a dusting rag in his hand.
His sharp eyes take us in.“Your mother has been looking for you,” he whispers to Piper.“Well,
here I am,” Piper mumbles, her eyes on her game piece, the tiny machine gun.“I see that,”
Fastball tells her. “So this is it?” He kneels down to inspect our game.We can’t hardly wait to
show him everything, including the snitch cards, which have impossible choices like Should you
turn in your best friend for keeping contraband in his cell, or go to a seg cell (what cons call “the
hole”) yourself?“Hey, do any of the cells have a view of San Francisco?” I ask.“A few do. Heck of
a price to pay for a good view. You stick with baseball, you hear me?”“Don’t worry,” I say.“Wait a
minute.” Fastball frowns. “How come you don’t have a legal way to get off the island?”“A legal
way?” Jimmy squints at him.“We’ve never seen a prisoner get released from here. They always
go to other prisons…,” I offer.The smile drops off Fastball’s face. His ears turn red. “Well, that’s



wrong,” he says.“We didn’t make up the rules,” I say.“Yes, you did,” he points out.“Yeah, okay, we
made up the rules for the game, but not the real ones,” I say.Fastball gets up from the stoop,
wipes his hands on his pants, and goes inside.We all look at each other.“I didn’t think he’d be so
sensitive,” I say.Piper neatens the snitch-card stack. “He’s up for parole.”“Really?”“Uh-huh. Could
get released or could make a wrong move and spend the rest of his life locked up.” She motions
her head to the cell house.“What kind of wrong move?”Piper spins the spinner. “Anything,
really.”“Anything?”She shrugs. “He could oversleep. They could find food in his cell. Some guard
could decide they don’t like him and write him up for something he didn’t do. Happens all the
time.”“That’s not fair,” I say.“Nobody said prison was fair. None of the guys in there have rights.”I
sit back. “But that’s wrong. You should talk to your father about that.”She spins the spinner faster.
“He’s not going to listen to me.”“Fastball is a good guy, you know, for a bank robber. He should
have a chance.”“It’s just the way it works, Moose.”I stare up at the sky above the cell house. It’s
the only free part of this entire island. I wonder how often the cons even see it.What would it be
like to go years without seeing a star?Wednesday, May 27, 1936Early the next morning, Bea
Trixle knocks on the door. “Yoo-hoo, Moose! Phone.”I stumble out with no shoes and my shirt
buttoned wrong. I whip by Bea, run across the balcony, and leap down the stairs two at a
time.“For goodness’ sake, Moose,” Bea calls after me, “tell your friends not to call so early.”The
phone is dangling on the cord outside the apartment where Mrs. Caconi used to live. It’s Scout,
my best school buddy. He starts talking before I get the receiver to my ear. “I got us a chance.
Bring your Alcatraz stuff to school today.”“What…why?”“I ran into Beck. He’s the captain. He
doesn’t believe you live there, but he’s interested in Alcatraz.”I don’t see how Alcatraz is going to
get us on the high school baseball team. But if anyone can wangle a way on, it’s Scout. He can
charm a tree stump. He can befriend a highway divider. He can convince a pen to become a
pencil for the day.
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Seymour, “Best!. This book is amazing. It tells a story that you will remember. There were parts
where I was screaming in my head at the characters that they needed to do something else, but
that is what makes the book so good. It had a great ending and nothing made me happier in a
book than when fastball and bug are reunited. I recommend this book for anyone who wants a
wonderful story that will make you pull your hair out.”

Jim, “fun, and this book demonstrates how to achieve this .... We want our grandchildren to grow
up with strong character, the ability to communicate, the skills to be a caring friend to someone
with special needs, and to become mature with talents, a work ethic, skills and ambition.
Gennifer Choldenko knows how to provide an interesting story, interesting characters,
suspense, fun, and this book demonstrates how to achieve this dream.Grace Johnstonage 74”

Seasongs, “HOORAY! ANOTHER CHOLDENKO BOOK TO ROUND OUT THE AL CAPONE
SERIES!. All of the Al Capone books by Gennifer Choldenko are so poignant and fun to read! I
highly recommend them, and was so happy when the fourth book was sent. Thank you to a
great author. If you have not read these, give them a try. Great for upper elementary age through
adulthood.”

Dave Bluefox34, “Loved these books. I have thoroughly enjoyed reading all the books in this
series. They are meant for preteens but as an adult I loved them too.”

raymont1944, “Good book for adolescents. My 10 yo old grandson loves this boo series and I
bought it for him.”

CRH, “Great read for any age.. Fantastic read. My son read the first book in the series and
became hooked.”

Jeremiah B Clauss, “Al Capone Lives On. From the initial novel, Al Capone Does My Shirts, the
adventures of Moose, Natalie, and company keep getting better. I thought the last installment
wrapped up the series quite nicely. Much to my surprise, this 4th book definitely lives up to its
title. A fast-paced read.”

Maureen Mack, “great book. Happy to have this sequel”

The book by Gennifer Choldenko has a rating of 5 out of 4.8. 247 people have provided
feedback.
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