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            Dedication

         
         
            For Edith Espinal, who should never have had to seek sanctuary to keep her family together.

         

         
         
            And for Graciela, Mateo, and Rosali.

            My Sunshine, my Warrior, and mi Bella Estrella.

         

         
         
            Matthew, you’ll have to wait until the next one.
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            One

         
         Wendy and Tom sat on the plastic-wrapped sofa in the middle of the sidewalk and stared up at the crooked house.

         
         “Papá knows houses.” Tom’s voice was confident, as usual. “He would know if it wasn’t okay.”

         
         “You think it’s supposed to sag in like that?” Wendy’s voice was skeptical, as usual.
         

         
         She eyed the dip in the roof, the angled redbrick walls, pockmarked where the mortar had chipped away. “The whole thing is
            practically curling up to die. I’m so sure that’s a design choice.”
         

         
         On the rickety front porch, their dad was attempting to peel the city notices from the filthy door. Their mom stood back warily,
            a box of cleaning supplies clutched tightly in her arms, watching as the paper came off in thin, reluctant strips.
         

         
         “Papá better be gentle with that,” Wendy muttered. “This place looks like it’s held up by thoughts and prayers.”

         
         Tom snorted. “Nah, it’s just old,” he said. “Remember what Papá said? Like a hundred and fifty years old. He checked out the foundation and all that stuff, though. And he said they just redid the roof last year.” 

         
         Wendy squinted at the house. In some places the walls seemed to bend, like objects did when you looked at them through a concave
            lens. But refraction, while valuable in a telescope, was 100 percent not something you wanted in the walls where you lived.
         

         
         “Yeah, he told us how old it was, like, five times,” she said. “I just didn’t think it would have actual wrinkles.”
         

         
         Tom let out a laugh and Wendy’s mouth tipped into an almost smile. It had been a long time since she’d heard her older brother
            laugh. Too long.
         

         
         Papá scraped off the last paper notice and dug a key from his pocket. He turned to wave it at them, looking pleased, and Wendy
            felt a sudden pang of homesickness.
         

         
         The strips of white-and-red paper hanging limply from his hand reminded her of the intricate tissue paper banners that Mamá
            and the other women had hung from the streetlamps last July fourth. Wendy remembered sitting outside their apartment building,
            the steamy pavement warming her flip-flops as her best friend, Alicia, braided her hair and Don Leo scowled at them from across
            the street.
         

         
         “My dad is ‘señor.’ Your dad is ‘señor.’ So why does grumpy Leo get to be a Don?” Alicia had whispered as she finished weaving the red ribbon into Wendy’s braid. “Remember when your brother made his girlfriend watch that movie and we spied on them? The Godfather? It was all Don this and Don that, and he was a mob boss!” She widened her eyes dramatically. “Just saying.”
         

         
         Wendy had snorted with laughter and pulled her friend out of sight of the supposed mob boss. They’d giggled behind the Dumpster,
            hiding from Don Leo while the mouthwatering scent of tamales and Peruvian anticuchos flavored the bright summer night. Tom sat on the front stoop with his girlfriend, Gina, strumming his guitar. More neighbors
            found their way out to the street, unfolding their chairs under the fluttering paper banners. One of them joined in with the
            music from Tom’s guitar, banging out a rhythm on a wooden box. Then someone started dancing and soon everyone was in the road,
            their feet a blur of movement. Alicia grabbed Wendy’s hand and marched her in a dramatic tango down the block until they collapsed
            on the curb to share a giant bowl of syrupy shaved ice. They squealed together when Don Leo caught them staring at him. But
            he smiled through the crowd, his cane swaying as it dangled from his arm, his trembling hand on Tía Ceci’s shoulder as they
            danced across the pavement. The Fourth of July firecrackers popped like stars in the darkening sky over their little street,
            a whole galaxy of cultures dancing in celebration of this country.
         

         
         It felt like light-years ago.

         
         “I wish we were still in Melborn.” Wendy’s voice was just loud enough for Tom to hear.

         
         He nodded, his eyes on their parents as Papá struggled with the rusty lock. “Yeah . . . well, they don’t.”
         

         
         Wendy bit her lip. Melborn had been their home for half her life, ever since they had moved from South Carolina to the Midwest
            when she was six. But over the past year, everything had changed. The tension crept in slowly, suffocating their whole apartment
            block. Kids stopped playing outside. Grown-ups peeked out the window before rushing to their cars for work. Neighbors stopped
            sharing gossip on the stoop. Entire families faded away.
         

         
         “Besides, Melborn sucked for middle school, kid.”

         
         Wendy looked at him, narrowing her eyes. “You did fine in middle school.”

         
         “Sure, but I’m Torpedo Tom, track star.”

         
         He grinned, stretching his arms out over the back of the couch. Even with the plastic crinkling every time he moved, he actually
            looked cool. Wendy wrinkled her nose. She’d been “Torpedo Tom’s sister” all last year at Melborn Middle. It was probably good
            that she wouldn’t have to start seventh grade at a place where everyone was part of her big brother’s fan club. She couldn’t
            compete with his movie star looks. At least her grades were better than his.
         

         
         “Besides,” he added, reading her mind, “you’re too brainy for Melborn. Genius Academy is way more your thing.” She dug her
            elbow at him, and he yelped.
         

         
         “That’s not what it’s called! Anyway, I don’t know anyone there.” Wendy heard the whine in her voice and hated it. She kicked the ragged toe of her blue Converse sneaker against a crack in the uneven sidewalk. “Probably wouldn’t know anyone back home either. Who knows if anyone’s even left in Melborn,” she muttered at the ground. 

         
         Tom’s smile faded instantly. Wendy kept her eyes on the cracked cement. Neither of them had mentioned the raids for months,
            not since Papá sat them down and told them they were moving. He hadn’t said why and they hadn’t asked. There were some things
            they all knew to avoid. The universe was full of asteroids and black holes and other things that could demolish the entire
            planet. But thinking about them wouldn’t help. So her family stuck to their own safe orbit. According to Papá, that meant
            blending in. And what better place than Rooville—their new, All-American neighborhood in Columbus, Ohio.
         

         
         Wendy made herself look up. The houses next to theirs were much nicer than the cramped apartments back home. Good thing Papá’s
            construction business was doing so well. Buying a house in Rooville, even a run-down one no one wanted, must have been expensive.
            The lawns were all neatly mowed, and she saw a cat curled up on a windowsill next door. A sleek black SUV drove by. She watched
            it turn the corner and noticed the tip of a church steeple peeking over the sloping roof of the crooked house. Shiny cars,
            pets, and a little white church. She’d bet no one here had ever disappeared in the middle of the night. Like Don Leo. And
            Gina.
         

         
         And Alicia.

         
         Wendy clenched her teeth and blinked hard. She felt Tom’s hand press down on her shoulder, just for a moment. Then he sprang up and turned to the truck. 

         
         “I’m taking in a load and then I call dibs on rooms! No more of you messing with my stuff, Chiquitín!”

         
         Yeah, at least they had that. For the first time in Wendy’s life, she wouldn’t have to share space with a big brother who
            called her little one. She grabbed an armload of bins and followed him up the worn front steps.
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Two

         
         Wendy blinked as her eyes adjusted to the gloom inside. Ahead of her, Mamá glanced from the cracked floorboards to the ceiling
            and immediately scurried aside with a gasp of, “¡Ay, Diosito lindo!” Wendy followed her gaze up and took a quick step back.
            The grimy chandelier appeared to be hanging by spiderwebs. Its cable had partly ripped out of the white tiles, leaving it
            dangling dangerously low.
         

         
         Papá touched Mamá’s arm gently with his rough hands and murmured something in Spanish. Wendy didn’t bother asking what it
            meant. Her parents would only say, “You are American. You speak English.” And Alicia wasn’t here to whisper translations anymore.
         

         
         But then Papá looked at Wendy and Tom and said in English, “These things may be broken, but they are our broken things. And that means we can fix them.”
         

         
         He looked so hopeful that Wendy had to smile back, even though the expression felt rusty and cobwebby, like the house. Then Mamá clapped her hands together, the sound ringing through the empty room. Her small frame seemed to grow as she glared at the dusty walls. Wendy recognized the look and set the plastic bins down quickly, backing away as Mamá began unpacking spray bottles and brushes. Mamá was about to wage a war of vinegar and Pine-Sol, and she did not want to get caught up in it. There were three whole bedrooms upstairs, and one of them was waiting for her. 

         
         The first bedroom definitely had something living in the closet. Seventy-three percent chance it’s mice, she thought, retreating from the scurrying noises. The second bedroom had a sagging piece of tile rimmed with brown stains
            smack in the middle of the ceiling. Having a contractor dad had taught Wendy enough to know what that meant. A leaky roof. Which they just fixed, she reminded herself.
         

         
         A grimy tarp dangled in the doorway to the third bedroom. Wendy pushed it aside gingerly, took one step inside, and froze.
            An inch in front of her blue Converse shoes, the floor ended. She could actually see the downstairs between the beams and
            unidentifiable house guts. One more step and her leg would have gone straight through the ceiling into the dining room. “Okaaay,
            I guess that’s not my room,” she whispered, backing slowly away.
         

         
          

         “Wait, the room without a floor is my room? Why can’t that be Tom’s?”
         

         
         Papá’s hand reached out from under the kitchen sink. “Pass me something to catch this water! ¡Apúrate! Hurry!”

         
         Wendy grabbed one of the disposable food containers Mamá reused until the lettering on the side was impossible to make out
            anymore. Maybe yogurt. Or sour cream. Papá slid it under the water spraying from the sink trap. It smelled like something
            dead. Wendy’s eyes watered and her throat hurt. Don’t cry, she told herself. It’s pointless, illogical. But she couldn’t ignore the sinking feeling inside. With everything else this house needed and Papá’s contracting work already
            booked up for months, there was no chance she’d have a room by the end of the year.
         

         
         Wendy whirled toward the door that led from the kitchen to the backyard. The rusty hinges screeched horribly as she pushed outside. Through blurry eyes, she saw a large stump near the back fence and shoved through the weeds toward it, her breath short and labored. Alicia was gone and their old street was empty anyway and she couldn’t even unpack her stuff. Her books and binoculars, her lamp that projected stars on to the ceiling—all in boxes for who knew how long. She collapsed onto the stump’s flat surface, trying to breathe in between the sobs that now shook her body. Her throat was too tight. Wendy coughed, rubbing her hands on her shorts, and reached for her inhaler, just in case. Her pocket was empty. A sudden jolt of panic hit her in the stomach. The air felt heavy now and she gripped the stump with her fingernails, gulping oxygen. She should stand up, go inside, and find the inhaler. But her body was betraying her, still heaving with sobs, and she had to focus all her energy on breathing. 

         
         “Hey, are you okay?”

         
         Wendy jumped. She’d felt completely alone out here, with the high wooden fence surrounding this abandoned jungle of a yard.
            Her crying shuddered to a stop as she looked around.
         

         
         “Sorry, didn’t mean to scare you.”

         
         The voice came from the other side of the fence. Wendy couldn’t see anything over the top except the back walls of the church
            across the alley. She leaned closer and squinted at a gap in the wooden boards. A wide grass-green eye looked back at her.
         

         
         “I’ve cried like that before. Where you, like, cry so hard you can feel your throat almost touching your tongue in the back?
            Like your tonsils are turning inside out, you know?”
         

         
         Wendy took a breath, letting oxygen fill her throat. She wasn’t ready to say anything.

         
         The girl—she thought it was a girl—didn’t give her much time to answer anyway.

         
         “Do you live here now? Is it scary inside? Is that why you’re crying? I’ve never seen anyone go in there.”

         
         Wendy leaned closer to the crack in the fence. The eye leaned closer, too, the face around it pressing against the wood so
            closely that the tip of an upturned, freckled nose poked through.
         

         
         “Do you speak English? Or . . . habla español?” the fence asked. “I’m learning. Un poquito.”

         
         This time Wendy had to answer. Quickly. “Of course I speak English!” She tried to sound clear, and very, very American. “I’m
            American,” she added. Just to be sure.
         

         
         “Oh, okay. Me too. But it’d be cool if you’re not. I wish you spoke Spanish. My mom and I are learning so we can talk to Luz.
            What’s your name?”
         

         
         “Wendy!” called a voice loudly from the back door behind her.

         
         Wendy jumped again. She had to stop doing that. Mamá was peeking out of the house toward the weedy corner where she sat. “Wendy,
            carry your things to the upstairs, please,” Mamá called in her not-clear, not-American voice. “I have to clean the downstairs,
            and your things are under the foot.”
         

         
         Oh, no.

         
         “Just a second!” she called, willing Mamá to go quickly back to the safe cocoon of walls and grime-covered, impenetrable windows.
            Please, she thought, don’t say anything else. She wasn’t sure if she meant Mamá or the fence. She felt her chest relax a little as Mamá disappeared into the house.
         

         
         “I have to go,” she whispered to the fence.

         
         “Was that your mom?” the fence whispered back. “Does she speak Spanish? Is your name Wendy? Like in Peter Pan?”
         

         
         The question immediately made Wendy more irritated than nervous. “No! Wendy like Wendy Freedman, the astronomer.”

         
         That wasn’t true even a little bit. Her mother had no idea who Wendy Freedman was and would never have named her after someone who spent their time “looking up to the heavens and not to where you put your feet,” as she was constantly scolding Wendy. But Wendy had gotten so sick of kids asking her about Neverland that one day she googled “Wendy” and “astrophysics” and found Wendy Freedman’s name. Astronomy was way better than some fairy tale. 

         
         “Why are we whispering?” whispered the fence. “Hey, you should come over to church later. I have to be there all day.”

         
         “You have to be at church all day?” Wendy asked, glancing at the church steeple. They were more of a special events churchgoing
            family, but even on holidays they never stayed all day.
         

         
         “Well, my mom’s the pastor. So sometimes it’s really boring. But today is actually not bad. We’re getting the room ready for
            Luz. Do you know about Luz? From the news? I made a sign for her with glitter, but I don’t know if I wrote the Spanish words
            right. Hey, maybe your mom could help me with it?”
         

         
         “Um,” Wendy said, glancing back toward the house. She was pretty sure asking Mamá to help Fence Girl with Spanish was not
            the kind of blending in Papá had in mind. “I don’t think so. We’re moving in today, so, you know. Kind of a lot to do.” Wendy
            slid off the stump.
         

         
         “Really? Luz is moving in today too!”

         
         Wendy frowned back at the fence. “Moving in? To the church?” Just then she heard Mamá call her again and she hurried away with a quick “Goodbye!” to the fence. 

         
         A whisper of “Bye, Wendy!” followed her but she didn’t turn around. Fence Girl seemed nice, but Wendy definitely hadn’t wanted
            the first person she met in their new place to find her sobbing in the backyard. Or to ask for help with Spanish. And what
            had the girl meant about someone moving into the church? She sighed and rubbed her neck. Her lungs ached.
         

         
          

         Her inhaler was nowhere to be found. After looking in three different boxes, Papá gave up and called the closest pharmacy.
            Mamá made her a cup of tea on their little camp stove while they waited. Wendy closed her eyes, breathing in the warm scent
            of chamomile as she listened.
         

         
         “Yes, sir,” Papá said, sounding as white as a Southern gentleman. Papá’s voice always changed a bit on the phone, like he
            was sitting up straighter and answering a question from a teacher.
         

         
         Unlike Mamá, Papá was born and raised in the US, and he could flavor his voice with a bit of his South Carolina twang whenever he wanted. Usually it would switch on around the older white ladies, the ones that shot quick, nervous glances at his black hair and dark eyes, scanning his clothes as they edged away. That voice would sweep in, and the fingers clutching at purses would relax under the comfortable warmth of a “Pardon me” or “You have a fine day now.” On the phone his voice was especially different, like there was nothing keeping him from creating a whole invisible identity. Wendy was pretty sure he didn’t even notice he did it. 

         
         “Wendy Toe-lee-doe. T-o-l-e-d-o. Yes, just like the city.”
         

         
         Tom had figured out that their Spanish last name was actually the same as a city in Ohio. He’d quickly learned that pronouncing
            it the American way made school roll calls easier, and by the time Wendy started school, all the teachers knew them as the
            Toe-lee-doe family.
         

         
         After a hearty “Well, that’s real kind of you,” Papá hung up. Mamá took off her apron and reached for her purse, but Papá
            shook his head no. He called Tom over instead, directing him to the pharmacy and handing him some cash.
         

         
         “You go too, Wendy,” Papá said, beckoning her to the door. “The fresh air will help.”

         
         “Espera.” Mamá reached for the door before he could close it.

         
         “Dulce, no,” Papá said, too quickly. It seemed he’d been waiting for her, expecting Mamá to follow them. “You stay inside.
            Tom will watch her.”
         

         
         Wendy tried not to notice the look on Mamá’s face. This neighborhood wouldn’t have immigration agents watching everyone like
            back in Melborn. And even if there were, Mamá had her papers. There was nothing to worry about. Papá was just being cautious.
         

         
         “Yes, okay.” Mamá’s voice was stiff. “But they need to take this.”

         
         She handed them Wendy’s health insurance card.

         
         As they walked down their new street, Wendy pictured Mamá turning back to the kitchen and tying her apron on again, hidden
            inside behind the dirty windows.
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Three

         
         Tom put on his friendliest smile as they walked through the door of the pharmacy, and Wendy automatically looked for the security
            guard. The stores in their old neighborhood all had them, but there was only a bored teen who droned “Hellohowareyou” from
            behind the register.
         

         
         If the pharmacist had expected them to look different after hearing Papá on the phone, he didn’t show it. Wendy was grateful for that, but then he asked warmly how they liked it here and if it was very different from where they were from. Wendy tensed but Tom worked his usual magic. Soon he and the pharmacist were sharing opinions about college basketball while Wendy poked around racks of magazines and school supplies. She glared at a purple notebook with a fluffy cat wearing glasses on the cover. Cats wearing glasses made no sense. Alicia would love it, though. Alicia loved everything ridiculous—unicorn kitties and rainbow pandas and roller-skating llamas. Wendy looked away. She couldn’t think about Alicia. 

         
         A white kid on a bike pulled up outside the front window and stopped to look at his phone. He was about her age, with honey-colored
            hair that fell in waves over his eyes. She wondered if it was hard for him to see. Suddenly he looked straight at her and
            smiled. Wendy gulped and glanced around. She was the only one anywhere on this side of the store. With a deep breath, she
            turned slowly back toward the boy. He was holding his phone in one hand and combing his hair with the fingers of his other
            hand. She smiled hesitantly back at him. What now? Wendy wanted very much to walk away. But wasn’t that exactly why she could
            never make friends? This boy was giving her a chance. Should she wave? It looked like he was raising his hand. Feeling self-conscious
            but a bit brave, Wendy waved through the glass just as the boy on the bike lifted his phone and gave a strange, cool look
            somewhere above her head. He held the expression for a second, then glanced down at the screen. Wendy’s brain flashed a warning
            as she mentally connected the dots. The sun was behind him, but his face was lit up. Which meant the light must be bouncing
            off the glass window, making it pretty hard to see inside. So he hadn’t been looking at her . . . Wendy sucked in her breath
            and froze as the realization hit. He’d been looking at himself in the window. And he had just taken a picture of his reflection
            with his phone.
         

         
         Please don’t look up, Wendy thought frantically, her hand frozen midwave. Of course she was doing the only thing that might attract his attention.
            And of course he did look up. His blue eyes came into focus, locking onto her horrified face with a flash of surprise. Wendy
            dropped her hand and whirled away from the window. Her ears burned as she rushed around a shelf of batteries and straight
            into Tom. The paper bag in his hand crinkled as she pushed past him.
         

         
         “Whoa, Chiquitín,” he said, reaching out to stop her. “Where’re you going?” He held up the bag. “I got your magic potion.”

         
         Then he noticed her bright red face and followed her darting eyes to the window.

         
         “No, Tom! Get down!”

         
         She pulled him around the corner, clipping a display and sending a couple bottles of suntan lotion rolling into the aisle.

         
         “What?” His voice was suddenly tense, and he peered past her warily. “You see something?”

         
         “Oh, no, it’s—it’s nothing,” Wendy said, scrambling for the bottles and feeling a stab of guilt. It wasn’t anything, not really.
            It was just—
         

         
         “A boy?” Tom was leaning around the corner, looking at the street. “Who is he?” He sounded more curious now than worried.
            Wendy sank back, mortified.
         

         
         “Hey, he’s cute.” His voice was definitely lighter now. Wendy could hear the teasing tone taking over.

         
         “Was he checking you out?” Tom asked. Wendy glared. “Want to meet him?” Her brother continued. “Let’s go say hi!” Tom barreled out of the aisle and toward the door and Wendy felt her stomach plummet. 

         
         “No way!” She shot after him, grabbing the back of his T-shirt. “Don’t you dare!”

         
         Tom was laughing. “Okay, okay. Look, he’s gone anyway.”

         
         Wendy risked a glance at the empty window. The golden-haired boy was nowhere in sight.

         
          

         It wasn’t until they passed the library that Wendy finally forgot about the boy. Books about outer space lined the long row
            of library windows. Rocket-shaped posters proclaimed, “Blast Off with a Book!” Foil stars dangled from the ceiling and in
            the center of it all hung a giant, glittering sun with “READ TO WIN” emblazoned across it. Wendy stepped closer, her breath
            catching as she read the list of raffle prizes. There were passes to visit the Slettebak Planetarium at The Ohio State University.
            A year’s subscription to Sky & Telescope magazine. A star map and a calendar of astronomical events for the next year. And the grand prize “Star Pack,” which included
            all of the above plus a ticket to this year’s Astronomy Convention at the planetarium in November. One entry with each completed
            Fall Reading Challenge.
         

         
         “Tom,” Wendy murmured. No answer. She turned to look at him. Her brother was absorbed in his phone, his face serious as he scrolled. Wendy looked away, her chest tight. Alicia didn’t have email or a phone, so Wendy had no way to contact her friend after she disappeared. But Tom had called Gina constantly after she left, leaving hushed, pleading messages, until that day Wendy found him staring straight ahead, his face drained and thin. She asked him what was wrong, her stomach knotting, and he held out the phone so she could hear “This number has been disconnected” looping in an efficient female voice. After that, Tom just waited. He wouldn’t put his phone down, even during meals, his
            hand jerking for it every time a text came in, his eyes hopeful, then disappointed. The messages were never from Gina. Papá
            had finally snapped, threatening to cut off Tom’s service if he couldn’t look away from the screen, so he stopped checking
            it in front of their parents. Wendy wasn’t sure which was worse—Tom never getting an answer or Wendy not being able to send
            any to begin with.
         

         
         “Anything?” she asked quietly.

         
         He blinked, as if coming up from an underwater dive. “Nah.” He shrugged, pocketing his phone, then nodded over her shoulder.
            “Looks like this is your kind of place, nerd.”
         

         
         She looked back at the library display and grinned.

         
         “Tom, I need to sign up for this!”
         

         
         “Not now, Einstein.” He grabbed her shoulder and there was something tense in his voice. Wendy looked at him, confused, just in time to see his face switch into the friendly and respectful expression he used with adults he didn’t know. Wendy turned to see who had prompted “the look” and a cool, strong voice said, “You kids heading down to the church?” 

         
         A black SUV had pulled up next to them, two white men in the front. They both wore plain T-shirts and baseball caps. The man
            on the passenger side had measuring, hard blue marbles for eyes, and they were locked on Tom’s face. He draped one arm casually
            out the window, a smartwatch glinting on his wrist. His smile didn’t show teeth, but he seemed like the kind of guy whose
            teeth would be white and straight.
         

         
         Tom’s hand was still on her shoulder and Wendy felt his fingers tighten.

         
         But he responded easily, “No, sir, just heading to the library.” Tom started to turn, gently nudging Wendy away from the strange
            car.
         

         
         “Hang on.” There was no hurry to the voice. The man expected to be obeyed. “You must be friends with Luz, right?”

         
         Wendy swallowed, remembering the chattering girl behind the fence and the woman she’d made a sign for in Spanish. The woman
            who was moving into the church. The woman named Luz. Tom shook his head no, and Wendy gave hers a shake, too, hoping they
            looked convincing. Of course they did, she told herself. They were telling the truth. Still, she could feel her eyes aching to dart suspiciously away from that blue marble gaze and she forced
            herself to meet it head-on.
         

         
         “Your parents must know her, then? Luz Ramos?”

         
         Wendy could feel her heart pounding and she took a deep, slow breath. She thought of the inhaler in the paper bag.

         
         The man glanced toward the end of the street.

         
         “You kids live near here?” he asked. He was looking almost directly at the crooked house.

         
         She heard Tom inhale a fraction, about to speak. Then his phone buzzed loudly. As he glanced at the screen, Wendy blurted
            out, “We can’t talk to strangers!” She grabbed Tom’s hand. “Come on. We need to go.”
         

         
         She pulled him swiftly toward the library entrance. Inside she let go of Tom’s hand, wiping the sweat on her shorts and sucking
            in the cool AC. Tom looked back out to the street, biting his lip.
         

         
         “Hey.” She tried a little laugh. “That was weird, huh?”

         
         He frowned down at his phone, not answering.

         
         “Maybe they thought we were someone else,” Wendy babbled on. “We don’t know any Luz.”

         
         Nothing. A big black hole of nothing.

         
         “Also, what kind of creeps are driving around asking kids questions anyway? We should report them.” It sounded right. Like
            the kind of thing a teacher would say in one of those safety talks. Not safe. Uncalled for. Report them.
         

         
         “You know exactly why they asked us questions, Wendy,” Tom snapped. “Because we’re brown. We’re brown and they think we don’t belong. Like Luz. So yeah, we’re not reporting anyone! Got it?” He whirled away and punched numbers into his phone. “Go get yourself signed up to read,” he told her over his shoulder. 

         
         Wendy stared in disbelief, her jaw hanging open. She was the one who had gotten them away, after all. And she hadn’t actually
            meant they should report them. Not with ICE picking up people off the street just for looking like immigrants. ICE. Immigration and Customs Enforcement. La migra. Of course she knew all that. She felt a prickle of tears, but gave herself
            a mental shake and stomped away, determined to distract herself.
         

         
         Wendy got a library card, found three astronomy books, and signed up for the Reading Challenge. To enter for the raffle prizes
            she needed a parent’s name. Wendy had to spell Dulce Ortiz Toledo for the librarian twice. By the time she was done, Tom was waiting, looking distracted.
         

         
         “Papá,” he said, holding up his phone. “He said something’s going on at the church across the alley. He wants us to get home
            and go straight inside.”
         

         
         “Because of a church thing?” Wendy asked, following him outside. A church gathering wouldn’t have anything to do with them.
            Unless it was some super-white church that didn’t want them moving in next door. She shivered at the thought. In their old
            neighborhood, lots of kids had the same dark hair and brown skin as her. But outside Melborn, like in the big country houses
            Mamá used to clean, plenty of people had thought they didn’t belong.
         

         
         A blue van drove past them and Tom nudged her, pointing to the NEWS at 4 logo on its side. It turned onto their street. And then she noticed the noise. It rumbled like thunder—a distant drumming
            rhythm. As they drew closer Wendy could make out music coming from the church around the corner. Some of the crowd spilled
            into view and stood on the sidewalk, holding signs and singing half a block from their front door.
         

         
         Wendy sped up, ready to get inside and away from it all, when Tom pulled at her arm.

         
         “Here.” He thrust the pharmacy bag into Wendy’s hands. “Tell Papá I’ll be home soon.”

         
         “What? Tom, no!” She felt a sudden panic twist in her chest. “Papá said to go home now!” They were supposed to go home, each
            of them following along the same, safe path, no matter what was pulling at them from outside.
         

         
         But he was already hurrying past the chipped cement steps of the crooked house, toward the voices on the corner. He did not
            look back.
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Four

         
         Papá’s mouth drew in hard and tight when Wendy told him where Tom had gone. When Tom didn’t respond to his texts, Papá set
            to unpacking boxes in distracted silence. Wendy shot him sidelong glances as she unwrapped the dishes from the crumpled newspaper.
            She wasn’t even sure why he seemed so worried, but she wished she could reassure him. Tom was the one who always knew the
            right thing to say, not her. She tried desperately to think of something.
         

         
         “I signed up for the library reading thing,” she blurted.

         
         Papá made a hmmm sound.
         

         
         “I might even win a ticket to the Astronomy Convention,” Wendy continued. “It’s at the planetarium and they said astronomers
            come from all over. Only, I had to put an adult’s name down, so I gave them Mamá’s. . . .” She trailed off because Papá was
            obviously far, far away.
         

         
         Mamá walked to the table and shifted boxes and tools aside to make space for plates of steaming beans and rice. “Óscar?” she said softly. 

         
         Papá made a grunting sound and shook his head. “We wait,” he said stubbornly, carrying a lamp into the other room.

         
         Wendy’s stomach growled and she looked pleadingly at Mamá, but she only sighed. “It is important to him, mija. The family
            eating together. You know this.”
         

         
         Just then the door opened and they all looked up.

         
         “That was amazing!” Tom swept into the room, his energy so different from Papá’s that Wendy felt the air shift. Tom’s cheeks
            were flushed and his copper eyes sparkled with excitement. “I know who Luz is now, Chiquitín,” he said to Wendy. “And we were
            right about ICE. They are looking for her. But she’s safe because the church is letting her—”
         

         
         “Tom, stop,” Papá said firmly. “We do not need to hear—”

         
         “Papá,” Tom said. “This is a big deal! Luz might actually win this, according to this one lawyer—”

         
         “I don’t want to talk about it, mijo.” Papá hadn’t raised his voice, but Wendy saw something in his face that made her want to step back.
         

         
         “But listen,” Tom insisted, “she’s fighting back! She has a deportation notice—”

         
         “Enough!” Papá slammed his hand on the table, and Wendy jumped as a crate of dishes clinked. “This has nothing to do with
            us! We came to this country the right way.”
         

         
         Tom flinched, and Wendy couldn’t tell if it was from the sharp sound or Papá’s sharp words. Papá kept talking, not seeming to notice. “We paid our dues and put in our time and we are American! What that woman is doing back there”—he pointed a trembling finger out the back window to where the church steeple stood against the darkening sky—“Has nothing to do with us!”
         

         
         Tom frowned. “You already knew about Luz?” he asked.

         
         Papá sighed. “I saw a bit,” he said. “On the news today. If I had known before . . .” He rubbed his face with his rough hands,
            his shoulders drooping.
         

         
         “It will only bring attention.” Now he sounded almost pleading. “It will bring people, people looking for illegals.”

         
         Wendy looked at Tom. Her brother’s expression had darkened at the word “illegals.” They knew people who’d been deported. The
            immigration police came for them and sent them back to whatever country they had been born in. That’s what had happened to
            Alicia’s dad. Their family had tried to do things the right way, too, but it hadn’t helped. It wasn’t Alicia’s fault her dad’s
            green card expired and his renewal was denied. Or that her whole family had to run away in the middle of the night. But here,
            in this neighborhood, Wendy’s family was supposed to be safe. They were supposed to be far away from people with deportation
            notices—far away from ICE.
         

         
         “We keep away from all of it. Do you understand?” Papá said.

         
         Wendy looked at Mamá, whose hands were bunching the bright fabric of her apron into knots at her side, and thought of Papá telling her to stay inside. Mamá had stayed inside more and more the past year. She’d stopped cleaning houses and instead took on sewing jobs she could do from home. Wendy had noticed. She had wondered if maybe Mamá’s green card had expired too. And if what happened to Alicia’s family would happen to them. So one day, she’d finally asked. Mamá had frowned and said her documents were fine and that all Wendy should worry about was doing her chores. But then why was Papá so concerned about this woman next door? Why did he think Mamá should stay indoors? Wendy’s throat tightened. She wanted nothing more than to dive into her new library books and ignore all of this. 

         
         “Do you understand?” Papá asked again.

         
         Wendy met Papá’s eyes and nodded. Tom looked grim, and he worked his jaw back and forth as if tasting a retort. But then he
            gave a quick nod, too, and Papá’s face brightened.
         

         
         “Now,” Papá said, clapping his hands, “let’s see what magic your mamá has made without even a real stove!”

         
         But as they sat down at the table, Mamá looked out the window toward the church and Wendy heard her voice, barely above a
            whisper. And this time, she understood her.
         

         
         “¿Porqué aquí? ¿Porqué tenia qué ser aquí?”

         
         “Why here?” she had said. “Why did it have to be here?”

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Five

         
         It took Wendy a long time to fall asleep that night. The whirring fan only pointed her way every eleven seconds and her sleeping
            bag was hot and slippery. Tom’s bed with his cool cotton sheets sat against the wall. Papá had offered to set up her bed,
            but Wendy had refused. That felt way too permanent and this was not her room. This room was a stranger. She knew every shadow in their old room, the feeling of the furniture in the dark and
            the way the sound bounced off the walls. Here, sounds seemed to come from the walls. Creaks and squeaks and rustles. This whole house felt unpredictable.
         

         
         Unpredictable like Tom. He wasn’t himself. He hadn’t been for a while, really, but today felt different. The way he had jumped
            down her throat at the library—that wasn’t like him at all. Wendy looked at her brother, the glow of his phone making his
            face the only bright spot in the dark.
         

         
         “Hey, Torpedo?” she whispered.

         
         She used to make fun of that nickname. Back when he was in middle school, some of the other kids had laughed at him for pronouncing his last name the English way. Se cree gringo, they said. He thinks he’s white. Then they started repeating his name with bizarre American accents whenever they heard it. “Toe-leeee-do Tom.” But Tom had
            a way of taking whatever anyone dished out and flipping it. No one ever figured out where it started, but “Toledo Tom” soon
            turned into “Torpedo Tom” as he raced through his track meets. By the time he left for high school, Tom held the all-time
            track record at Melborn Heights Middle School: the entire auditorium had chanted “Tor-pe-doooo, WHOOSH!” when they called his name at eighth-grade graduation.
         

         
         He looked up, blinking at Wendy in the darkness.

         
         “Hey, Chiquitín.”

         
         “I’m not little,” she answered automatically.

         
         Tom half laughed, then sighed. “I was kinda a jerk earlier, wasn’t I?”

         
         Wendy snorted. “Ya think?”

         
         “Yeah. Sorry.”

         
         Wendy shrugged even though he couldn’t see her.

         
         “It’s okay.”

         
         The fan whirred and she heard the house creak.

         
         “Do you think those men were ICE?” she whispered.
         

         
         She probably shouldn’t ask. But she couldn’t get those hard eyes out of her mind.

         
         She wasn’t sure Tom had heard her at first, then he answered, “I think they might have been.”

         
         Wendy tensed.

         
         “But they were there for Luz, not us.” He kept his voice low. “She’s undocumented and ICE wants to send her back to Mexico.
            But instead of going to her check-in and probably getting deported, she went into sanctuary. She’s staying in the church.”
         

         
         Wendy propped herself up on one elbow, staring at his dark shape.

         
         “So she’s hiding out from ICE here?”
         

         
         “Well, not exactly hiding. ICE knows she’s here. That’s the whole idea.” Now he sounded excited. “See, they won’t go into
            churches, right? So instead of Luz just running away and always being scared they’ll catch her, she’s got this whole crowd
            of people that are standing around taking pictures, telling her story and stuff. And as long as she’s inside the church, she’s
            safe. That’s what sanctuary means. A safe place.”
         

         
         “Why?” Wendy didn’t get it. ICE had raided the factory in Melborn; they had raided that farm up north; they had been at her
            school one morning stopping parents when they dropped off kids. She had even heard about them going into a hospital in another
            state and picking up someone from their sick kid’s room. “They know she’s here. Why wouldn’t they just go in and get her?”
         

         
         “Because it looks bad! There’s like this whole army of people ready to flip if their church gets invaded. These are religious people. Probably mostly white people. You know what it’s like. People listen to them.” She saw his shadow shrug in the glow of his cell phone. 

         
         “I mean, it’s not for sure she’s safe. It might not stop them. But at least people are paying attention.” He held up his phone. “There’s articles and
            interviews on the news. It’s kind of a big deal.”
         

         
         “But she’s illegal?” Wendy asked.

         
         Tom’s eyes flashed in the dim light.

         
         “Don’t use that word,” he said.

         
         “Papa does,” Wendy muttered, frowning. Why didn’t Tom
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