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I’ve walked paths beneath Fenway Park that don’t appear on any blueprint.

The official plans—sealed in a climate-controlled vault at the Boston Historical Society—show just one clubhouse, one route through the bowels of the stadium. Preserved under glass, those drawings are as revered as the Green Monster itself. James E. McLaughlin’s signature sits like a seal at the corner of each page, anchoring his grand vision in careful black ink. Under the eye of an archivist named Marlowe—who guards them like sacred scrolls—the blueprints are touched only with gloved hands, as if they might crumble beneath the weight of history.

And yet I’ve been somewhere those blueprints never dared to go.

I’m Will Martelli. Seventeen. South End lifer. My uncle Carlo runs Geno’s Italians, a sandwich shop as much a Fenway tradition as the park across the street. For almost a century, our family’s corner shop has fed fans, cops, players, scouts—even the wise guys who used to roll up in Cadillacs with names nobody said out loud.

At Geno’s, the sandwich is scripture. A crusty roll packed with cold cuts, lettuce, tomato, red onion, peppers, oil and vinegar, finished with a flick of oregano. Nonna Lucia’s trick—the move that made Geno’s a legend—was simple genius: a layer of cheese top and bottom, sealing the bread. Crisp every time, whether eaten in five minutes or five hours.

Carlo is the maestro. Built like a retired linebacker, he runs the place with operatic flair: hand raised, slicer slapped, joke lobbed across the counter like a high fastball. A showman, yes—but also the kind of man who slips a meatball sub to a hungry kid without a word. Geno’s isn’t just a deli. It’s part of the city’s bloodstream.

I grew up there. Behind the counter before I hit double digits. Slicing mortadella at fourteen. Delivering to law offices, firehouses—even the occasional backdoor gig at city hall. But some runs stood out, especially when they involved the Red Sox.

It was a Tuesday in late June, hot and heavy with asphalt and summer heat, when Carlo got the call. Clubhouse manager at Fenway. Fifty Italians—sandwiches, that is—one of their rituals for the front office. This time, the honor was mine.

I knew Fenway’s delivery corridors like most kids know cheat codes. I’d walked them half a dozen times before. But that day felt different.

As I passed through the tunnel gates, the air changed. The hum of machinery, vendors, and pregame music faded into silence—dense, expectant, like the pause before a storm. The corridor narrowed, the ground sloping almost imperceptibly down. Left, then right, the turns felt familiar... until I reached a fork that hadn’t existed before.

I paused. No signage. No utility crates. Just concrete stretching ahead in both directions, and a crawl at the base of my spine telling me nothing here was right.

Still holding the box, I took the left.

The air grew colder. Not summer cold, not even storage freezer cold—this was older, deeper. The kind of cold that lives underground. My breath fogged. The brick walls curved, aged brick giving way to older stone. Shadows warped. Something flickered at the edge of my vision. I glanced back—and froze.

The path behind me had changed. It wasn’t the way I came. Not anymore.

Panic flared, sharp and irrational. I spun forward and kept walking, heart pounding in my throat, eyes adjusting to the half-light. Then I heard it. Voices. Distant, low, male. I followed the sound.

The corridor bent and widened into a doorway. Beyond it lay a room that shouldn’t have existed.

The scent struck first: leather, liniment, tobacco, sweat. Not the sterile tang of modern locker rooms, but air thick with memory, sealed off for a century.

Exposed brick walls, dark with time, bore faint outlines of posters long since stripped away. Wooden floors, gouged and scuffed by years of cleats, creaked underfoot. Along the walls stood rows of narrow wooden lockers, their edges rounded and paint chipped from use. Names had once been stenciled above them—now barely legible, ghosts on flaking wood.

A few players sat on benches or perched on three-legged stools, pulling on thick woolen socks and lacing up battered black spikes. Their uniforms were heavy white flannel, trimmed with dark piping and thick collars. None of them wore the fitted synthetics of today’s game. These were garments built to last through mud, blood, and summer heat.

And not a beard among them. No man-buns. No tattoos snaking up necks. No headphones hanging heavy around collars. Just clean-shaven jaws, sharp eyes, and a wariness that fixed on me.

I knew the Red Sox roster by heart. These men weren’t on it. I froze, box in hand, jeans and sneakers out of place in another century.

One man rose. Tall, broad-shouldered, hair slicked with a side part sharp enough to cut glass. His face belonged on an old movie poster—jawline sharp, eyes warm and amused.

“You appear a bit turned around, son,” he said with a chuckle.

“Uh... delivery from Geno’s,” I managed, hefting the box like proof.

His face lit up. “The Italians are here, boys!” he called.

Laughter and relief broke over the room. The men crowded close, unwrapping sandwiches with reverence, as though they were relics. One closed his eyes as he bit down. Another lifted his sandwich to the light, admiring it like a fine cigar.

I stood frozen, watching. No cameras. No boom mics. No folding chairs with names taped to the back. And these men weren’t acting.

On a bench nearby lay a scatter of gloves—narrow, cracked, little more than padded leather. No deep pockets. No reinforced stitching. Relics, not equipment.

That’s when I saw it.

A newspaper rested on the corner of a bench, folded with crisp precision, ink still sharp as if fresh from the press. The masthead read: The Boston Daily Globe, Tuesday Morning, August 15, 1916—Twelve Pages.

My chest tightened. A cold thrum shot through me. This wasn’t a throwback room. This was 1916. My lungs locked. My thoughts scattered. I was caught between centuries.

A hand gripped my arm—firm, steady. I looked up into the movie-star face from before. “You alright there, young fella?”

I managed a nod. “Yeah,” I croaked. “Yeah, I’m good.”

Later I’d know him as Ernie Shore, the Sox pitcher. For now, he was just a man studying me with quiet concern, brow creased as if he could see through the cracks in my composure. “You taking in the ballgame today?” he asked.

I shook my head. “I... I need to get back to the shop.”

His expression softened. “Well, if you change your mind.” He reached into his pocket and drew out a gray rectangle, stamped with Boston American League Base Ball Club in bold black letters. Beneath, in looping script: RAIN CHECK. The date followed, precise and unyielding. Box seat. Price: $1.00.

I took it with trembling fingers. “Thank you,” I whispered.

“You’re welcome anytime,” he said. “The gate’s always open.”

I turned, ready to leave, when a voice rang out behind me—warm, booming, edged with laughter.

“Thanks for the Italian, kid!”

I stopped.

He sat bent over his spikes, lacing them with thick fingers. When he looked up, wiping sweat from his brow, the face was unmistakable—leaner, younger, but already carrying the shape of legend.

George Herman Ruth.

The Babe.

He flashed a grin that could have lit the outfield.

I lifted a hand in an awkward wave, then backed toward the doorway. My legs threatened to give. My mind reeled.

I needed air.

I needed answers.

The hallway felt shorter this time. Less twisted. As if the stadium had loosened its grip. Within minutes I was back at the door marked AUTHORIZED PERSONNEL ONLY.

A young woman sat at the desk, tapping a pen against a clipboard. She looked up. Probably a college student—maybe a year or two older than me. Her cap was tilted, cherry-cola hair spilling down past her shoulders, her eyes an arresting green that mixed authority with curiosity. A scatter of freckles softened the edge of her stare, giving her a confident, offbeat beauty.

“You’re not supposed to be down here,” she said.

I should’ve played it cool. Claimed I got lost. But something cracked open. Words poured out—the sandwiches, the room, the date, the Babe, the ticket still trembling in my hand.

She listened, lips twitching. Then came the verdict. “That’s one hell of a story,” she said, voice edged with amusement. “Almost had me.”

I held out the ticket. Her fingertips brushed mine as she took it, eyes narrowing at the cardboard. “Nice prop,” she murmured. “You make this yourself?”

Defeated, I turned.

“Hey, handsome,” she called after me. I glanced back. “You could’ve just asked me out.”

I managed a smile, but the chill in my spine didn’t fade. Deep down, I knew what I’d seen was real.

Two days later, proof found me.

A photograph—spring training, 1917, Hot Springs, Arkansas. The Red Sox lined up before a steam locomotive. Ernie Shore stiff in a cardigan. The Babe in flannel. Others I recognized from that hidden clubhouse.

And at the far edge of the frame—her. No cap now, but a Panama hat cocked at a rakish angle. A crisp dress with turnback cuffs. In her hand, a vintage handbag etched with curious lettering.

I printed the image, set it beneath my father’s magnifying glass, and leaned close. My heart thudded as the bag came into focus. The letters were faint but clear.

WAYWF?

I stared until my eyes burned. Slept with the photo by my bed. For two weeks, I turned it over in my mind.

And when the message finally clicked, I laughed out loud.

What are you waiting for?
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Chapter Two
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I took a deep breath and pushed through the heavy wooden doors of the Boston Historical Society. The quiet hit me first—a cathedral kind of stillness, wrapped in the scent of aged paper and polished oak. Outside, the city was all bustle and blare. But in here, time slowed. My footsteps echoed across the marble floor like I was walking into the past itself.

At the front desk sat an elderly man with thinning white hair and an expression carved from habit. He was deeply absorbed in a thick leather-bound volume, glasses teetering on the edge of his nose. The name on his badge read: Marlowe.

“Good afternoon, Mr. Marlowe,” I said, trying for casual, though my chest thudded with nerves I hadn’t expected to bring with me.

He looked up slowly, peering over his rims with startlingly sharp blue eyes. Eyes that had seen a lot more than books. “Afternoon,” he said, voice low and gravel-rough. “What brings you to our archives today?”

“I’m hoping to view the original blueprints of Fenway Park,” I said. “I read that you have them here?”

His brow rose slightly—a flicker of interest, maybe surprise. Then he closed his book with a soft thud and stood. His movements were measured, practiced. Like someone who’d stopped rushing decades ago. “Follow me.”

The hall we entered was paneled in dark wood, the kind that absorbs light and secrets. Brass sconces threw a warm glow across glass display cases and portraits of long-dead men in starched collars. The air felt heavier here, like history wasn’t just preserved—it pressed in.

As we walked, my mind drifted back beneath Fenway. The tunnel. The silence. The impossible date on that newspaper. My fingers twitched at my sides, itching for the ticket stub tucked safely into my back pocket. That sliver of gray cardboard felt like the only anchor I had to prove it hadn’t all been a dream.

“Here we are,” Marlowe said, stopping at a thick steel door at the end of the corridor. From his waistcoat pocket, he withdrew an old brass key and turned it in the lock. The door opened with a deliberate creak.

Inside, the air changed again—cooler, tinged with the faint trace of preservation chemicals. A climate-controlled room, lined with shelves and archival cases, each one labeled with crisp, handwritten tags.

At the center stood a wide wooden table draped in protective felt. Marlowe moved with care, selecting a cylindrical case from one of the shelves and laying it gently on the table. Then, from a drawer beneath, he retrieved two pairs of white cotton gloves.

“Put these on,” he instructed. “The oils in our skin can damage the material over time.”

I nodded and slipped them on. They fit snug, like I was about to handle something sacred. Marlowe unrolled the blueprint with steady hands. Faded ink. Intricate lines. Ghosts of the original vision rising off the page. Fenway, as it was first conceived.

“These are McLaughlin’s originals,” he said. “Dated 1911. You’ll see here...” He pointed to a corner of the sheet. “The grandstand. The bleachers. The original clubhouse layout.”

I leaned in. The familiar outline of the ballpark took shape—field, tunnels, entrances. It was all there. Exactly as it should be. But I wasn’t here to admire the design. I was looking for the parts that weren’t supposed to be there.

My eyes scanned the diagram again and again. No secret hallways. No secondary clubhouse. No strange passages leading nowhere. Just the clean, ordered logic of a ballpark built for crowds, concessions, and clean box scores.

“Everything look as it should?” Marlowe asked, his eyes never leaving me.

I hesitated. “Mostly,” I said. “But... I was hoping there might be more. Any additions over the years? Renovations that aren’t reflected in this version? Hidden rooms? Tunnels?”

He tilted his head slightly. His expression didn’t change, but something in his gaze sharpened. “Fenway’s seen its share of upgrades. Most of them are well-documented.” He paused. “As for secret rooms—well, if they were marked on the blueprint, they wouldn’t be secret, would they?”

I managed a smile, though it felt like it belonged to someone else. “Fair enough.”

He studied me for another beat, then looked back at the plans. “Anything else you’re hoping to find?” he asked.

“I think that’s it,” I said. “This has been... enlightening.”

Marlowe nodded once and began rolling up the blueprint, just as carefully as he had unrolled it. “If anything else comes to mind, don’t hesitate to return,” he said, his tone polite but more guarded now.

I thanked him and stepped out into the hallway, the door clicking softly shut behind me. Outside, the light had shifted. The shadows were longer, the city less hurried. I stood on the sidewalk for a moment, facing the street, trying to make sense of what I hadn’t found.

Because whatever had happened beneath Fenway—whoever those players were, wherever I’d gone—none of it showed up on the blueprints. No explanations. No proof. Just that ticket in my pocket and the questions crowding my brain.

And then my thoughts returned to her. The guard at the tunnel. The girl with the green eyes and cherry-cola hair, cap tilted like a dare. I still didn’t know her name, but the more I replayed the conversation, the more I saw it differently. 

She hadn’t just brushed me off. She’d been watching. Measuring my reaction. And now it hit me—hard. She already knew. Her disbelief wasn’t real. It was rehearsed. A test.

She’d used the tunnel before—maybe more times than I could guess. While I was stumbling around in awe and confusion, she’d already walked that same corridor, passed the same clubhouse, and kept going—unshaken, unafraid. Straight into the past.

And in that photograph from 1917, it showed. The way she dressed—the Panama hat, the turnback cuffs, the vintage handbag—it wasn’t luck or improvisation. It was preparation. She hadn’t just wandered into that world. She’d packed for it.

She was a veteran. A traveler. And the photo? That wasn’t proof she existed. That was a message.

WAYWF?

What are you waiting for?

Not just a taunt. A challenge. I didn’t have all the answers yet. But I knew one thing for sure: She hadn’t just stepped into history. She was asking me to follow.
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Chapter Three
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I couldn’t shake the feeling that something was wrong.

It clung to me like a film—just beneath the surface—while I worked the counter at Geno’s, taking orders, slicing bread, trying to act like everything was normal. But it wasn’t. The familiar rhythm of the shop—the hiss of the meat slicer, the crackle of butcher paper—felt distant. Hollow. Like I was performing my life instead of living it.

Every time I tried to focus on the present, my mind drifted back to that strange afternoon at Fenway. The players. The uniforms. The smell of liniment and leather. That newspaper. The whole thing felt so real... and yet the longer I replayed it, the more impossible it seemed.

Had I imagined it? Was it some bizarre dream, triggered by stress or heat or lack of sleep?

My hands froze mid-slice, the knife suspended above a loaf of bread. I stared at the steel, trying to breathe. I remembered the crack in the tunnel wall. The feel of the air. The sound of cleats scraping old wood. And that voice—Thanks for the Italian, kid—echoing like it was still somewhere in my head.

The sharp clack of the slicer snapped me back. I shook my head, blinking hard, trying to pull myself together. But the images stayed. Clinging, whispering, refusing to let go. By the time I clocked out, the tension had curdled into something heavy. I had to go back, I needed proof. Or clarity or closure. Something.

I muttered something vague to Uncle Carlo about needing air and headed for Fenway. My heart pounded harder with every step. Half anticipation, half dread.

The stadium loomed ahead, quiet under the city’s amber streetlights. Its brick walls looked older than usual—almost watchful. The Red Sox were out of town. I knew that. Which made the whole thing even more absurd. What was I expecting to find?

But it didn’t matter. Something deeper than logic pulled me forward. I slipped through a side door I’d used for deliveries a dozen times, ducking inside the cool dark of the service corridor. The park was quiet. Too quiet. At night, Fenway didn’t feel like a ballpark. It felt like a shell. Something waiting to be filled. Or maybe hiding what it had once been.

I moved through the bowels of the stadium, my footsteps echoing through concrete and steel. The silence was suffocating. Each hallway felt longer than it should have. Each corner darker. Finally, I reached the place where I’d found the tunnel.

I stopped, took a breath and turned the corner. Nothing. Just a dim corridor. Flickering overhead lights. Maintenance doors. A few stray crates stacked against the wall. The air was still. Dusty. Empty. I stared at the space, refusing to believe it. No glow. No voices. No doorway between worlds. Just cold cement and silence.

I retraced my steps. Checked every inch. Ran my hands over the walls like a lunatic. I knocked on panels, pressed at seams, searched for any sign that what I’d seen was real. There was nothing. No hidden door. No mysterious passage. No clue that anything unusual had ever been there.

Had I imagined the whole thing? Was my mind that desperate for something extraordinary that it invented an entire hallucination? The idea made me feel sick. It also made me furious. I slammed my palm against the wall, then kicked it hard enough to rattle up my leg. The pain was sharp and real—but not helpful.

Eventually, I gave up. There was nothing left to find. I slipped back out into the night. The cool air hit my face, and only then did I realize how much I was sweating. My shirt clung to my back. My hands trembled.

Back at my apartment, I dropped onto my bed like I’d been punched. My thoughts wouldn’t settle. Every time I closed my eyes, the same images flashed: that long tunnel. That vintage locker room. That headline from 1916.

Dream? Breakdown? Something else? I didn’t know what to believe anymore. And then—just as I hovered at the edge of sleep—something clicked. My eyes snapped open.

The Red Sox were out of town.

When I found the tunnel, they’d been home. I sat up fast, my breath caught in my throat. It was so obvious I wanted to punch myself. The tunnel only opens when the Red Sox are playing at home.

It didn’t make any sense, not in any rational way. But it was the only pattern that fit. Like the park itself shifted when the team was there—like something unlocked beneath the field. A ripple in time tied to the heartbeat of the game.

A wild laugh broke out of me, loud in the silence of my room. It was crazy. Totally insane. And I believed every word of it. I didn’t know how it worked, or why it happened, or what it even meant. But I knew one thing: I’d seen it. And I was going back.

Next time the Sox were home, I’d be ready. And I wouldn’t let that tunnel vanish again.
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Chapter Four
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The days stretched endlessly as the Red Sox continued their road trip, leaving Fenway Park shuttered and silent. The usual chorus—the crack of the bat, the roar of the crowd, the buzz in the streets—was gone. Without the pulse of the ballpark, the whole neighborhood felt drained, like someone had pulled the soul from the city and carried it off with the team.

Restlessness gnawed at me.

The tunnel. The photograph. The woman I still couldn’t name. The questions circled like sharks—just beneath the surface, always moving. I replayed that day at Fenway again and again. Her voice. Her eyes. Her vanished disbelief. The clues I hadn’t recognized until it was too late. Nothing made sense. And yet all of it had the sharp, undeniable clarity of truth.

I needed answers. Or at least a distraction.

The Boston Public Library, with its massive arches and vaulted ceilings, felt like the right kind of escape. The scent of old paper and floor polish, the quiet murmur of scholars bent over books—it wrapped around me like armor. Here, history didn’t hide in shadowed tunnels. It waited on shelves.

I wandered past the marble lions, down corridors that smelled of dust and wood glue, and found a secluded corner. The book practically called to me: The 1916 Boston Red Sox: A Championship Retrospective—a thick, leather-bound volume dense with grainy photographs, yellowed clippings, and accounts of a long-dead season. Normally, I would’ve devoured every page.

But today, my attention drifted. Back to the locker room. Back to the note on her handbag. Back to the eyes that had watched me like they already knew what I would do. I flipped through the book half-heartedly. Then something slipped loose. It fluttered down onto the table—an envelope, worn and yellowed at the corners but sealed tight.

I stared at it. My name was written across the front in looping, elegant script.

Will Martelli

I didn’t move. The handwriting had a lilt to it—confident, a little playful, like someone used to leaving notes in margins or writing in journals. My name looked like it belonged there. As if it had waited to be discovered. My hands trembled slightly as I opened the envelope. Inside was a single sheet, folded neatly. I flattened it on the table.

The same handwriting. Careful and smooth.

Dear Will,

I bet you’re unimaginably confused right now, LOL! I’m trying to picture the expression on your face when you saw this letter addressed to you. If you’re reading this, then you’re as smart as I figured you were when we first met. Actually, the only time we met!

You’re probably wondering how in the world I knew you’d find this book, aren’t you? Well... I’m a college girl. I’m pretty smart too. When I first discovered the tunnel (years before you did—sorry about my act!) I came here to research the 1916 Red Sox, just like you’re doing now.

By now, you’re likely still trying to piece everything together, and I don’t blame you. The tunnel is more than just a passage through space—it’s a passage through time.

Have you figured out yet that it only opens when the team’s playing at Fenway? Oops. Spoiler alert! But don’t worry—there’s more. So much more. I’ve only scratched the surface myself, and trust me... it’s a lot to take in.

I know you probably have a million questions. But I can’t give you all the answers. Not yet. The tunnel has rules. And secrets. And I think they’re things we need to figure out together.

So when the Sox are back in town, and you’re ready to step through that door again—I’ll be there. You just need to trust your instincts.

And me.

Yours in time,
Samantha Prescott
P.S. If you’re looking to kill time while you wait for the Sox to return, there’s a dusty old book upstairs that might interest you—Samuel Morse’s account of the French and Indian War. Just some light reading.

I read the letter twice, then a third time, barely breathing. She knew. She had found the tunnel first. Traveled through it. Dressed for the past. Carried messages in handbags. And she’d known exactly where I’d go next—down to the very book I’d pull from the shelf.

She hadn’t just believed my story. She’d written it in advance. And somehow, impossibly, she was still writing it. I folded the letter carefully—like a document, like evidence—and slipped it into my pocket.

Outside, the city hadn’t changed. The sun still arced between buildings. People still crossed Boylston with their heads down. But something in the air felt different now. Charged. The line between past and present had blurred. And Samantha Prescott—whoever she really was—stood at the center of it.

The Sox were back in a week. And when they were, I would be ready. There was no turning back now.
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Chapter Five
SAMANTHA
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The Boston Public Library in 1937 held a different kind of silence than it had two decades before. It was quieter now—not from disuse, but from weight. The Great Depression had left its mark, dulling the city’s noise, slowing its pace. Outside, men walked with their shoulders curled inward, their hats pulled low. But inside these marble halls, time obeyed no such pressures. The library remained a sanctuary. Still, patient and waiting.

I moved through the main corridor with practiced ease, my heels tapping lightly against the stone. The echo wasn’t loud, but I was aware of it—one of a thousand variables I had learned to measure without thinking. A slight shift in atmosphere. The flicker of a lamp. The rhythm of a stranger’s breath.

The rare books room welcomed me like an old accomplice. Mahogany shelves, velvet ropes, the faintest trace of mildew beneath the stronger scent of leather bindings. I had come here every day for weeks, always under the same pretense. Always to this book.

The 1916 Boston Red Sox: A Championship Retrospective. Published the following year. Heavy. Lavishly detailed. Unremarkable to most. But not to me. I slid it from the shelf, just as I had a dozen times before. But today, the weight of it felt different. Like potential.

I flipped quickly to the center pages, to the section where I had tucked the letter. My fingers hesitated as I reached the familiar crease. The envelope was gone. I froze. For a breath, my heart caught—then kicked into motion. I pressed my palm flat against the page. Nothing underneath. I flipped once. Twice. Nothing. The letter was no longer there.

He had found it. I exhaled—softly, but it carried. A small, disbelieving laugh slipped free before I could contain it. My hand found the edge of the table. The marble was cool beneath my glove.

He found it.

A grin tugged at my mouth. I allowed it. For weeks, I’d returned to this room, checking on that envelope with something between hope and resignation. Most days, it had remained untouched. But not today. Today, the thread moved.

I closed the book slowly, carefully, as if its spine might betray us both. Will Martelli had the letter. He was reading it—maybe even now. And if he was half as perceptive as I believed, he was already asking the right questions. The tunnel had chosen him. Or maybe we both had. Either way, the path was opening.

But exhilaration only carried so far. There was something else pressing at the edge of my awareness—thin, like tension on a wire. We weren’t alone. We never were. I couldn’t say how I knew it, only that I always had. There were watchers. Listeners. Patterns that didn’t belong.

I tucked the book back into its slot and stepped away, adjusting the lay of my coat. I walked steadily, not too quickly. It never paid to look hurried in a place like this. The eyes you noticed were rarely the ones that mattered.

Outside, the city met me with its usual haze of damp and diesel. Autumn had sunk its teeth in. The air was crisp, sharp at the edges. I adjusted my hat—gray wool, fitted and plain—and crossed toward the trolley stop.

Boston in 1937 didn’t glitter the way it once had. The Jazz Age was over. The laughter was quieter. But the city still pulsed with purpose, even in the pauses. On the curbs, rusting Chevrolets leaned beside gleaming Buicks. A Chrysler Airflow, absurd in its ambition, sat half-blocked by a delivery truck whose paint had long since peeled away. Reflections shimmered in the wet pavement like memories trying to surface.

A trolley bell rang out down the line. I didn’t flinch. I passed a row of tenements, their brick facades streaked black from rain and time. Fire escapes clung to the buildings like ribs. Beneath them, a woman swept her stoop without looking up. A boy chased a paper bag that skated just beyond his reach. It all felt familiar. Lived-in. Like a version of a memory I hadn’t quite had.

At the stop, I took my place among the crowd and kept my hands buried in my coat pockets. I thought of Will. He’d mentioned Geno’s, the sandwich place near Van Ness. One phone call, a few casual questions, and I had a name.

Was he still at the library? Had he read the letter all the way through? Was he pacing his home now, trying to decipher what came next? I hoped so. I had tried to be careful in how I framed it—enough clarity to catch his interest, enough mystery to keep him moving. But there were things I couldn’t tell him. Not yet. The tunnel had rules, and the wrong step could close more than a door.

The trolley screeched into view. I boarded and settled by a window, pressing one gloved hand to the glass as the city blurred past. This was only the beginning. There was more—much more.

And somewhere out there, in a time not quite here and not quite gone, others were watching. I could feel it. Not fear, exactly. But pressure. Presence. A sense of being circled. But for the first time in years, I also felt something else. Hope.
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Chapter Six
WILL
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Samantha’s letter was still in my hand as I stepped out of the Boston Public Library. The sharp autumn air hit me, but I barely felt it. My thoughts spun like a cyclone. How had she known I’d be there, reading that exact book? How could she have left a letter for me in a place where we’d never even crossed paths?

The city blurred as I walked, my mind looping through half-formed theories. The rational part of me kept trying to dismiss the letter as coincidence or some elaborate prank. But something deeper—something in my gut—knew better. This wasn’t random. Something bigger was moving beneath the surface, and like it or not, I was part of it.

Samantha’s words echoed: I found the tunnel years before you did. But what had she seen in that time? What did she know? And what, exactly, was she preparing for?

I needed answers.

Geno’s Italians came into view like a lighthouse in fog—familiar, grounding. A small island of normal in a sea of strange. The moment I stepped inside, the scent of fresh bread and oregano wrapped around me, comforting, though it didn’t ease the tension climbing my spine.

“Back already?” Uncle Carlo looked up from the counter, aligning slices of provolone with surgeon-like focus. “Thought you were buried in books.”

“Yeah, well,” I said, tucking Samantha’s letter into my jacket pocket, “thought a sandwich might help me think.”

He chuckled, giving the cheese a final nudge. “Never underestimate a good sandwich.”

I tried to smile, but my mind was already back in the tunnel. Back with her. Back with questions.

I slid into the corner booth and unwrapped the letter again. Maybe I’d missed something—some clue between the lines. She hadn’t told me everything, that much was obvious. The letter had been part confession, part invitation. And part test.

As the afternoon wore on, my thoughts knotted tighter. Every theory unraveled the moment I followed it. Samantha had opened a door in my mind, but she’d left the rest locked tight.

By the time I made it home, my head throbbed. I fired up my ancient Mac and dove into Fenway’s history—myths, rumors, anything. There were stories: fans claiming to see long-dead players in the stands, strange noises under the bleachers, whispers of tunnels and sealed-off rooms. Nothing solid. Nothing useful.

But one line from Samantha’s letter caught me—The tunnel only opens when the team is playing at Fenway. It was confirmation. I’d suspected it. The timing, the rhythm of it—it all pointed to the ballpark. Still, seeing it in her words locked it into place.

The tunnel wasn’t random. It was tethered to Fenway, to the game itself. The magic lived in more than the bricks and beams. It lived in the heartbeat of the stadium. And when that heartbeat paused—when the Sox were on the road—the tunnel went quiet. Which meant I was stuck. At least for now.

The next morning, I couldn’t shake the feeling that something was off. It started as a low hum, a tightening at the base of my neck. I brushed it off at first—just nerves. But the unease followed me. Shadowed me. Every few blocks, I glanced back. Nothing obvious. Tourists, commuters, people on lunch break. Still, the feeling stuck like a splinter.

At Geno’s, I headed straight for the back room, needing to see the letter again—to anchor myself. I reached into my jacket—

And stopped cold. The pocket was empty. I checked again, heart pounding. Nothing. I patted every pocket. Tore through my backpack. Gone. Panic surged up my spine. I hadn’t dropped it—I was sure of it. Someone had taken it.

But who? And how would they even know?

I walked back out front, trying to keep my breathing steady. My eyes swept the room—customers, regulars, no one unusual. But the itch at my back was louder now. Closer.

Uncle Carlo looked up from the register. “You good, Will?”

“Yeah,” I said, voice tight. “Just need a little air.”

Outside, I leaned against the brick wall and tried to steady my thoughts. The letter was gone. Someone had been close enough to take it. And that meant someone else knew. About Samantha. About the tunnel. About me.

And whoever they were, they weren’t just curious. They were watching. And they weren’t playing games.
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Chapter Seven
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The next few days passed in a haze of restless energy. I couldn’t shake the strangeness of Samantha’s letter—it gnawed at me, lingering in the corners of my mind. It wasn’t just what she’d written—it was how she’d done it. How had she known exactly where I’d be? What I’d find? The impossibility of it all pressed in, like I was missing a crucial piece of a puzzle I hadn’t even begun to understand.

Sleep was a lost cause. Every time I closed my eyes, I saw her handwriting—elegant, teasing, dropping hints just out of reach. The mystery of the tunnel kept circling back, looping through my mind without end. There had to be something more. Something I wasn’t seeing.

With the Red Sox still on the road, going back to Fenway wasn’t an option. The frustration ate at me. I buried myself in research, combing through old maps, newspaper archives, anything obscure I could get my hands on. Boston’s history was layered with secrets, but none of them pointed directly to the tunnel or Samantha. The pieces weren’t falling into place, and I was running out of ideas.

Then it hit me: maybe the answer wasn’t buried in documents or hidden in blueprints, but in the memories of the people who knew Fenway from the inside out. There was one man who might have the insight I needed—Frank “Pop” Allen, the legendary retired groundskeeper who had spent over forty years working in the bowels of the park. If anyone knew about hidden corners and forgotten secrets, it was Pop.

I tracked him down in South Boston, where the neighbors—clearly fond of him—were quick to point me toward his front door. When I finally stood in front of his modest house, the door creaked open to reveal Pop himself—white-haired and stooped, but his sharp blue eyes gleamed like he missed nothing.

“Mr. Allen?” I asked, feeling a bit like a nervous kid meeting a childhood hero. “I’m Will Martelli. My uncle Carlo runs Geno’s, the sandwich shop across from Fenway.”

Pop’s face lit up, recognition brightening his features. “Carlo’s nephew, eh? Well, I’ll be damned. Come in, come in. It’s been a long while since I had company.”

Stepping into Pop’s home felt like crossing into a time capsule. The walls were lined with framed photos of Red Sox greats—some yellowed with age, others still crisp. Old ticket stubs, autographed baseballs, and a weathered Sox cap sat on the side table like relics of a bygone era. It was a shrine to baseball history—a testament to a life devoted to the game.

I sank into the well-worn cushions of the couch, while Pop settled into an armchair across from me. His movements were slow, deliberate, but his eyes never left mine.

“So,” he began, his voice warm but laced with curiosity, “what brings you here, Will? Got a taste for some baseball stories?”

I hesitated for a moment, unsure of how much to reveal. “I’ve been digging into Fenway’s history,” I said cautiously, “and I came across something... strange.”

Pop’s eyebrows lifted. “Strange how?”

“There’s this tunnel,” I explained, my words careful. “It’s not on any old maps, but I found it while making a delivery to the clubhouse. It led to... well, a different clubhouse. One that looked like it was straight out of 1916.”

Pop leaned back, folding his arms, his eyes narrowing with something unreadable. “1916, you say?”

I nodded, feeling my pulse quicken. “Yeah. And here’s where it gets stranger—I met someone there. A woman. She left me a letter... in 1917. And I just found it a few days ago.”

Pop’s eyes sharpened, a flicker of something—recognition, maybe—moving behind them. For a moment, he said nothing, just studied me with the intensity of someone weighing whether to share an old, buried truth.

“She left you a letter,” he finally said, his voice quiet but deliberate, “over a hundred years ago?”

I nodded, the weight of the silence between us heavy. Whatever Pop knew, it wasn’t something he was used to sharing.

Pop fell silent for a moment, his eyes distant, as if he were sifting through memories long buried beneath layers of time.

I shifted in my seat. “I found it in a book about the 1916 Red Sox,” I said softly, almost reluctant to break the spell. “At the Boston Public Library.”

Still, Pop didn’t respond immediately. His gaze drifted to the old photos hanging on the wall, the faintest flicker of something behind his eyes—like pieces of a puzzle slowly clicking into place.

Finally, he spoke, his voice quiet, almost reverent. “There’s a lot of history buried in Fenway, Will. Things most people don’t know about—and some things they shouldn’t. If you’ve found what I think you’ve found... well, you’re in deeper than you realize.”

A chill crawled up my spine. “Deeper how?”

Pop sighed, his eyes still locked on the photos. “Over the years, I’ve seen and heard things in those tunnels. Things that defy explanation. You’re not the first to stumble onto them, but most folks didn’t stay long enough to learn more. Fenway’s got history, sure—but it’s more than that. There are layers to it, pieces of the past buried and forgotten. Not everything down there made it into the records.”

My throat tightened. “So, can you help me?”

Pop nodded slowly, the weight of his next words hanging in the air. “I can tell you what I know, but you need to be careful, Will. Some doors, once opened, can’t be closed. And once you start down this path... there’s no turning back.”

He leaned forward slightly, his voice dropping into a near whisper, as if he feared the walls themselves might be listening. “You ever walk through those tunnels late at night? After the stadium’s empty, the lights all out? It’s like a different world down there.”

I nodded, my pulse quickening. His tone had shifted—like he was about to share something that lived deep in his bones.

“One night, years ago, after a game, I was making sure everything was locked up. The place was deserted, dead quiet. But as I was walking... I heard something. Voices.”

My back straightened, a prickling sensation creeping up my neck. I knew exactly what he was talking about.

Pop noticed my reaction and gave me a knowing glance. “At first, I thought maybe it was a couple of stragglers who hadn’t cleared out yet. But the voices weren’t coming from anywhere near the clubhouse or the maintenance rooms. They were deeper in, near a part of the tunnels no one used anymore.”

“What did you do?” My voice was low, my chest tight with anticipation.

“I followed the sound,” Pop said, his words slow and deliberate, like he was pulling them from the depths of his memory. “The closer I got, the clearer the voices became. Men talking, laughing—like they were getting ready for something. I peeked around the corner, and there they were.”

I leaned in, my heartbeat pounding in my ears.

“They were pulling on old-time uniforms,” Pop continued, his eyes widening. “Real old. White flannels. Socks up to the knees. They were lacing up worn black spikes. And it wasn’t for a costume party, I’ll tell you that much.”

My breath hitched. “You saw them too?”

Pop gave a solemn nod. “I thought maybe I was losing it—maybe they were gearing up for some kind of old-timers’ event. But it was past midnight. Nobody was supposed to be there. Hell, nobody was even scheduled to play. Except... they were.”

He paused, eyes flicking to the faded photographs once again, drawing strength from the past. “I watched them for a few minutes, not sure what I was looking at. One by one, they finished dressing and left the room, disappearing down the tunnel. When the last one was gone, I followed them.”

His voice dropped even lower, almost a whisper. “The tunnel twisted and turned until I reached an old, rickety set of wooden stairs. And from above, I heard it. The murmur of a crowd, like the sound before the first pitch of a big game. It was familiar... but it wasn’t.”

Pop leaned forward, his eyes gleaming as the memories washed over him. “I climbed the stairs, and when I stepped out, I was in the stands. But not the Fenway I knew. This was different. The air smelled of cigars, fresh-cut grass, and sweat. There was no Green Monster, just wooden outfield walls lined with colorful signs for tobacco, tonics, and motor oil. The crowd, mostly men, wore fedoras and straw boaters, their shoes polished, their collars stiff. The few women wore long dresses, their hats decorated with flowers and feathers.”

His voice was thick with awe as he painted the scene, and I could see it as clearly as if I’d been there myself.

“I found a seat, trying to wrap my head around it. The Red Sox were warming up—just like any other game—but something was off. When I turned my attention to the other team... it hit me.”

“What?” I asked, barely able to contain my anticipation.

“They were the White Sox,” Pop said, his voice hushed. “I was sitting there, watching the Chicago White Sox. And that’s when I leaned over to the guy next to me—an older gentleman, keen-eyed—and asked him, ‘Is Joe Jackson playing today?’”

Pop’s eyes misted as he spoke the name.

“The man nodded, pointed to the field, and said, ‘There he is. He’s taking his swings with Black Betsy.’ And sure enough, there he was—Shoeless Joe Jackson. One of the greatest to ever play the game.”

Pop’s voice softened, his gaze distant as if the memory had taken hold of him completely. “I saw him clearly—cap pulled low, that intense gaze, Black Betsy gripped like it was part of his own body. It was like I’d stepped right into a history book.”

I sat frozen, enraptured by his words, feeling the weight of the moment settle heavily between us.

“I stayed for the whole game,” Pop said, his voice barely above a whisper now. “Babe Ruth pitched. He won 3-1. Gave up three hits to Happy Felsch, one of the Black Sox that threw the World Series three years later. That game... it was real. I looked it up later. Tuesday, July 11, 1916. Just like I remembered it.”

He leaned back in his chair, the memory thick in his voice, and his expression softened by nostalgia, his gaze clouded by the past.

The gravity of what Pop had just told me hung in the air, settling into my bones. This wasn’t just about some hidden tunnel or a few old ghosts. This was about something far bigger—something that had been buried beneath the city, beneath the stadium, beneath time itself.
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