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Prologue

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Clarence Oliver Edwards was too young to die.

	Dust grated against his eyelids. His tongue lolled from chapped lips. His back roasted under the sun. Sweat-drenched horsehide chafed his cheek with every labored step of the animal beneath him. He lay sprawled across its back, his arms and legs dangling along its foul-smelling flanks.  

	What the devil am I doing here? 

	He strained to raise his head, to crack open his eyes against the grit. 

	Where are we?

	The horse to his right stumbled. The woman clothed in rags, barely clinging to its back, slid off to the side and hit the ground with a puff of dust. There she lay, dead to the world. 

	But Clarence could see the weak rise and fall of her sunburned chest. 

	"Ho there," he rasped, sliding off his mount and dropping to his knees.

	He crawled across the sunbaked hardpan with perspiration dribbling down his face in rivulets. It plummeted to the sand, dark spots visible for just a split-second before evaporating in the heat. He approached the woman and covered her flushed face in his shadow. All he could do was stare down at her. He struggled to swallow, but it felt like his throat had sealed itself shut. 

	They needed water. That much was obvious. They both would die without it. 

	How did it come to this? Why did we—?

	More to the point, why had he come to America in the first place? Clarence knew himself fairly well, and he was no cowboy. He was an Englishman. And as far as he knew, Englishmen didn't steal horses from bloodthirsty natives and ride blindly at breakneck speed out into the untamed wilderness. It simply wasn't done. 

	So why in the world wasn't he back in Hampshire, where he belonged?

	 


Chapter 1

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Clarence Oliver Edwards had been too young to die—

	Of boredom. He knew that one more tea party, or excessively extravagant ball, or visit from another stuffy member of Parliament would send him right over the edge.  

	For the first half of the summer, he had stayed at the Edwards Family Estate, and those weeks had been full...of rubbish. At times, perhaps, he'd enjoyed the fox hunts and parties and dances; any lad who completes his term with honors deserves to be rewarded with a bit of frivolity, after all. Months away at boarding school had left him feeling out of touch with his relatives and extended family, and he had, at first, enjoyed the time to connect with those who shared his blood, his dialect, and his hereditary mouthful of teeth. 

	But as the days passed, he found himself feeling more at odds with his surroundings. The daily routine never changed: wake up at noon; have tea served bedside; take a little nap (two hours, on average); wander around the sprawling grounds of the estate; sit for a while on the terrace and admire the handiwork of the gardening staff; wander back to the enormous dinner that the entire Edwards clan religiously ate together; then stroll down to the pub where he and his mates spent the evening with darts and cards in a room full of smoke. And on particularly exciting nights, they would play billiards. Clarence Oliver Edwards had always enjoyed playing billiards. 

	But he came to hate it.

	And billiards was not all that Clarence found himself hating. He despised it all: everything to which he had grown accustomed over the past months. His routine. His friends. Even his relatives and family.

	What could have brought about this change? Why would a lad so privileged and carefree begin to loathe his very existence? Why was he so discontent?

	"Because it's all so very pointless, Mother!"

	Mrs. Edwards, a short, double-chinned, gaudily dressed, snooty gossip-monger of sixty-odd years, was taken aback by her son's outburst at the dinner table. The family—close and extended members alike totaling somewhere in the vicinity of thirty—lined a long, elegant dining table, and as there were no special guests tonight, Mrs. Edwards had decided to articulate the question that every one of them had wondered for the past week: What had come over their dear Clarence?

	"Pointless?" Mrs. Edwards scoffed, her nose pointed upward. "Are you referring to the way of life we Edwards have enjoyed for over a century?"

	Clarence attempted to swallow the suddenly uncomfortable lump of pheasant that had lodged itself in his throat. He tried to focus on the glass of wine he was raising to drink, tried desperately not to squirm uncomfortably under the pairs of buggy eyes that had turned on him and remained on him. Silence held the dining room as everyone awaited his answer, forks held mid-bite, glasses held mid-slurp, mouths gaping half-filled, and platters having passed from hand to hand suspended for the moment. It was so quiet, you could have heard a pin drop.

	"I say, was that a pin dropping?" Clarence said.

	"Don't you dare try to wheedle your way out of this one, my boy!" His mother glared at him. "You have insulted us, and we demand an explanation—and an apology!"

	Clarence dropped his gaze and clutched at the white cloth napkin draped across his lap. Why had he been so foolish, blurting out what he'd blurted out? And why couldn't he remember what exactly he'd blurted out? 

	Now there was no going back. He had to speak his mind and be done with it. The consequences that followed would do so regardless of how long he gripped his napkin and stared at its stitching.

	"Speak up, boy," Uncle Cyrus did his best to encourage around a mouthful of potatoes.

	"Well…" Clarence was not off to a running start. "I-uh, I…" He squirmed in his chair, shifting his lanky legs, and accidentally kicked into his mother's foot under the table.

	"My gout!" She released a bloodcurdling cry, causing most of the family members to jump, startled, and gag on the lumps of pheasant in their own throats. "You idiot!" Mrs. Edwards clutched her foot in her lap and knocked into the table, spilling her wine. "Blast you!" she wailed. 

	The gagging family members fell red-faced from their chairs and clutched at themselves in agony, writhing about the floor, sending over potted plants with loud crashes, inadvertently rolling themselves up into various Persian rugs along the way. Mrs. Edwards cradled her foot and rocked forward and back in her chair until it tipped over backwards. Sprawling into the tapestries, she tugged them down on top of herself. She hit the floor with a tremendous boom that made Clarence wince.

	Needless to say, with all of the chaos that had suddenly seized control of the Edwards' dining hall, no one paid the least attention to Clarence's lack of a good comeback to his mother's question. And so, with a sympathetic glance at his flailing relatives and with a sigh of pity and remorse directed at the shrieking form of his tangled mother, Clarence Oliver Edwards wiped his mouth on the napkin and took advantage of his good fortune by rising from the table and saying, 

	"Excuse me."

	Then he ran upstairs.

	 


Chapter 2

	 

	 

	 

	 

	In his spacious, fully furnished bedchamber, Clarence sat downcast at his roll top desk and stared at the blank sheet of paper set before him. He fiddled with his dip pen, expecting a million or so thoughts to be running through his head. 

	But there were none. For some reason, his mind remained as blank as the paper.

	What could he say? How could he write an explanation for the feelings he could no more sort out and understand than say aloud at dinner? What was he feeling, exactly? 

	Trapped. Angry. 

	It was as though some wild animal held captive inside him—perhaps a fox, like one of the hundreds he'd chased on horseback over the years—had come alive, giving him a sudden keen awareness of his desire to live far beyond the limits of his current life. Where was the adventure? How could anyone waste their limited days upon God's green earth in such a mundane fashion?

	Shaking his head in despair, he brought down the pen, scratching it across the paper with a trail of black ink spiraling in its wake:

	Dear Mother, I—

	A sharp knock sounded at the door.

	"Yes?" he demanded with weary impatience. "Who is it?"

	"Guthrie, sir."

	"Guthrie? Why, come in, old boy." Clarence swiveled his chair to face the door as the butler entered the room.

	"Good evening, sir," Guthrie greeted soberly—as was his nature—in that thick, husky voice of his. Close to the age of Clarence's mother (which she never told a soul), he managed to stand as erect as a man half his age, to fit perfectly into his tailored suit after so many years, and to keep his shoes polished like new every day. He'd been the head butler of the Edwards estate for as long as Clarence could remember; as far as he knew, Guthrie had come with the price of the property.

	"Has someone called for me?" Clarence noted the curious way Guthrie shifted from one foot to the other, leaning his weight out the doorway.

	"No, sir. No one has called." He cleared his throat. "I—I wonder if I might have a word with you, sir."

	"A word?" Clarence wondered if this had anything to do with the mayhem downstairs.

	"Well, perhaps a few words, sir." He seemed eager in his own way. "Might I come in?"

	"Of course, old chap." Clarence stood to receive his guest, but found that Guthrie had suddenly ducked out into the hall. "Old boy?" 

	Guthrie returned, his solemn grey eyes fixed on an enormous suitcase he lugged through the doorway, with a topcoat slung over one shoulder and a pristine black felt derby perched precariously on the bald dome of his head.

	"I say..." Clarence found himself nearly dumbfounded. "What in the devil are you up to?"

	Guthrie set down the luggage and straightened up to remove the hat. Carefully running the palm of his hand across his head (an old habit from the days when hair still thrived in the vicinity), the butler shut the door before turning to Clarence. "Sir, your mother—"

	"How is she, Guthrie old boy?" Clarence fell back into his chair and started fiddling with his pen. "I really shouldn't have kicked the old girl. It was an accident, of course, but right in the gout, no less. Oh, I am an idiot." He turned away, burying his face into a fist—or attempting to. "I shall never be able to face her again!"

	"Your mother is fine, sir," Guthrie said haltingly, shifting his weight. "She—"

	"And my relatives? How are my close and extended family, old boy?" Clarence fought back tears of regret.

	"They are fine as well, sir."

	"Thank God! I would've thought they'd all gagged to death."

	"Uh-no, sir, they did not. I came upon them in time, I believe. I was able to—"

	"Thank you, dear boy. I owe you." Clarence shook his head. "They wondered what was wrong with me, why I've been behaving so odd as of late. My mother—I don't want to hurt her." He rose suddenly and slammed the desk with his fist. "But blast it all, Guthrie! I can't stand it here any longer. I feel that if I stay a moment more, I'm apt to go mad! I've just got to get away, as soon as possible."

	"As do I, sir," Guthrie said quietly.

	"What's that, old boy?"

	Guthrie seemed anxious—not true to form, to say the least. "Your mother, sir—she informed me that my services here are no longer required." He seemed very matter-of-fact about it, but the hurt in his eyes was plain to see.

	"She what? Dear heavens, why?"

	Guthrie shifted his weight to his other foot. "Well, sir, she was making quite a fuss about her gout after I hauled her out of the tapestries, and she ordered me to come up here and give you a spanking."

	"A spanking?" How old did she think Clarence was?

	"Uh-yes, sir. But I told her that you are of an age when spanking is no longer necessary, and that difficulties between her son and herself need to be dealt with in a more adult manner."

	"Quite right, old chap. Good show!" Clarence nodded. "And what did the old girl have to say to that?"

	Guthrie cleared his throat. "She dismissed me with crude and obscene language, sir, told me my services here were no longer required, and hurled things at me."

	Clarence's jaw dropped open. "Not my mother..."

	"I am afraid so, sir."

	"My goodness," Clarence mused, strumming his chin, which had yet to sprout its first whisker. He tried to imagine his mother using coarse language. Just the thought of it almost brought a grin to his face.

	"I'll be leaving, then, sir," Guthrie broke the silence. "Tonight. Eight o'clock." He seemed as though he would say more, but he remained silent for a few awkward moments.

	"Where to, old boy?" Clarence probed.

	Guthrie struggled with the words to say and tugged at his waistcoat. "To America, sir."

	Clarence neglected to blink. He frowned instead, staring hard at his butler. "America? You mean the colonies?"

	"Yes, sir." Guthrie stood at attention. "Though I do believe they have enjoyed their independence for well over a century now."

	"America." Clarence stroked his chin, fairly deep in thought. He knew that Guthrie had never been one to make rash decisions. It was only logical to assume the old butler had a reason for choosing the States as his destination. "Why America, dear boy? Why not Rome or Paris, someplace civilized? From what I've heard, America is quite an...unrefined place."

	Guthrie shrugged his shoulders slightly. "I know it may sound impetuous of me, sir—"

	"And absurd." Clarence shook his head and rubbed between his eyes, leaning forward on the desk. "There's no denying your age, old chap. You're not a young man ready to face the world anymore, let alone America. If I were you, I would pack away this idea of yours with your luggage and go to—"

	  "It's America, sir. My mind's made up, thank you." He picked up the suitcase and draped the topcoat over his forearm, derby in hand. "You are right about my age, sir. I've been a butler most of my adult life. The way I see it, the time has come for a change of pace." With that, he turned away and paused at the door to say, "Goodbye, Master Clarence." 

	Then he was gone.

	Unable to move, his eyes staring vacantly as a million thoughts started whirling through his mind, Clarence faced the empty doorway.

	America... A change of pace... Absurd... Impetuous... America... A butler all my life... About time for a change... Unrefined... America... Guthrie is gone... AMERICA—

	"Blast it all!" Slamming his palm down on the desk, Clarence went to the door and shoved it closed to block out the sound of Guthrie's footfalls down the stairs. His brow a monstrosity of uneven furrows, Clarence raked a hand through his neatly combed hair and left it to stand up in all directions. "Blast it! Blast it!" He grappled at his starched collar and pinned tie. Ripping the collar buttons open, he tugged off the tie and hurled it aside. "Blast it some more!" he hollered as he tore off his tailored waistcoat and gave it a ferocious kick. Accidentally, his toe rammed into the nearby bedpost. "Blast it all to Hades!"

	Panting in the center of the room after his little fit, he stood with his attire in a bizarre state of disarray, his blond hair standing wildly on end, a crazed look flickering in his eyes. Glancing into the mirror seriously startled him. But the shock passed the longer he looked at himself, and soon a wry grin appeared. He gave himself a sly wink.

	"Maybe a bit of unrefined un-civilization is just what you need, chum."

	 

	 

	"Guthrie! Guthrie, old boy!" Clarence hollered down from his chamber window. He'd caught sight of the old butler boarding a coach across the street. Couples out for an evening stroll beneath the black poplar trees stopped and stared at this sudden interruption in their serene evening routine. "Guthrie!"

	Derby and topcoat on, the butler turned from the coach and looked up with a curious frown. "Yes, Master Clarence?"

	"I'm coming with you, old boy! To America!"

	Guthrie remained as stoic as ever. "What about your mother, sir?"

	"Hang my mother!" Clarence shouted with a laugh, causing the ladies on the street to gasp and turn to their startled escorts for consolation. "Hang the whole blasted family! I'm coming with you, old boy, so you'd better tell that infernal cabby to wait!"

	Clarence ducked back inside and slammed the window so hard the ladies below gasped again.

	"As you say, sir," Guthrie said with a distant look in his eyes.

	 


Chapter 3

	 

	 

	 

	 

	An hour later, Clarence Oliver Edwards and Guthrie the butler found themselves bobbing in a human tide surging up the gangplank of a transatlantic steamship bound for America. Clarence wore an expression of eager anticipation and excitement at having finally found something new, intriguing, and perhaps even adventurous to do. Guthrie didn't wear much of a facial expression at all, but such was his nature. 

	"Rah! Rah!" Clarence cheered once aboard. Loved ones related in some way to every other passenger but him waved and cheered on the dock below, tossing their hats into the air along with bursts of confetti. "Rah!" Clarence leaned over the rail and waved enthusiastically at the strangers who smiled back and waved—but not at him. "Rah!"

	The ship's whistle blew fiercely. A bell clanged as the gangplank was raised and the anchor hoisted. The crowd on the dock grew louder and more animated in their farewells, and the passengers on board matched their volume with equal fervor.

	"I say, Master Clarence, we ought to find our cabin," Guthrie suggested as the steamship crept out of the harbor. Enormous smokestacks billowed up from its massive boilers and into the starlit sky.

	"Oh yes, quite."

	Clarence turned away from the rail, and his spot there was quickly taken by a fellow who threw his arms to and fro with a broad smile to catch the attention of a loved one down on the docks. Clarence watched him for a moment as thoughts of his own close and extended family crowded his mind. Would they miss him?

	"Come along, sir." Guthrie took him by the arm, and together they politely elbowed their way through the raucous, bustling crowd. "This way, Master Clarence." 

	Guthrie led the way down the slick, gleaming deck. On their right side were the passengers at the railing, and on their left, a seemingly endless row of doors leading to the ship's numerous cabins. 

	"I say, old boy, how were you able to procure a double room for us on such short notice?" Clarence panted as he hauled his luggage, hurrying to keep pace with the old butler.

	"Quite easily, sir," Guthrie called back over his shoulder. "It happens to be located below decks, near the boiler room."

	"Oh." Clarence didn't know if this was good news or bad.

	The cheers at the railing had begun to die down by the time the great steamship forged its way out to sea, meeting the oncoming swells head-on and cutting them asunder.

	"Here we are, sir."

	"What?" Clarence had to shout over the noise of the ship's innards.

	Guthrie merely pointed at the cabin door before them and inserted a key into the lock.

	"A little loud, don't you think?" Clarence hugged his luggage close and grimaced at the racket, not to mention the poor ventilation. "And a bit stuffy, don't you think?"

	"Perhaps it will be less so inside, sir."

	Such was not the case. But even so, Clarence's attention did not remain for long on the rumbling wall where picture frames jiggled on their mounts; nor did he seem to notice the low ceiling, the banged-up and chipped corner table, the cramped lavatory, nor the lack of proper lighting—just a kerosene lantern, its wavering orange glow swaying with the movement of the ship. Nor did he pay attention to the stagnant air and oily stench of the engines that somehow permeated the walls. Instead, as soon as the lopsided door had swung inward with a long creak, Clarence startled his butler by throwing down his luggage and releasing a wild whoop.

	"Oh, rah! Bunk beds!" Cheering, he charged into the room and lunged for the top bunk. "This one's mine! This one's mine!" Landing with a belabored groan from the flimsy mattress supports, he clambered up and lay prostrate, his backside mere inches from the ceiling. "Rah-ha!" He hugged the mattress and rocked side to side gleefully as the frame bemoaned his every movement. "This one's mine!"

	Guthrie stood at the door, his eyes a bit wider than usual. "Uh...yes, sir."

	 


Chapter 4

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Late that night, while Guthrie slept silently and soundly in the bottom bunk, Clarence sat at the corner table with his dip pen in hand. Clad in his long, striped cotton nightshirt and matching nightcap, he'd been unable to sleep due to the fluttering excitement stirring his bowels. For well over an hour, he had stared at the piece of paper before him. And the paper had done nothing more than stare back at him.

	Dear Mother, I—

	The words remained right where he'd left them.

	"Blast it all," he muttered, rubbing his hollow eyes for the hundredth time. He stared at the flickering lantern on the table beside him. "I must finish this and be done with it. I shan't be able to enjoy the adventures ahead of me while this infernal letter is still on my mind!"

	He thought about throwing it away and forcing himself to sleep, but then the ship hit a large swell and the lantern almost tipped over onto the floor. Clarence caught it in time and glanced over at Guthrie, lying there so peacefully. Could the old chap sleep through anything? Clarence envied him.

	His eyes drifted back to the letter as he recalled how Guthrie had been so rudely dismissed from the Edwards Estate.

	With a determined sigh, he brought down his pen and began to write:

	 

	I want to apologize for my impetuous departure. I knew you would not approve of my going to America, but it is, forgive me, your fault. I am going to America because Guthrie is going, and he is going because you so rudely, and obscenely, from what I hear, dismissed him on the grounds that he would not participate in a quarrel that was not his own. The quarrel was between you and me, Mother; Guthrie had no part in it. You had no right to dismiss him, and I am angry with you for doing so. Guthrie has been a part of our household for as long as I can remember, and longer still, most likely. You owe him a sincere apology.

	Now as to another reason for my departure—

	 

	Here Clarence paused and rubbed his eyes once more. This would be the most difficult part of the letter: explaining feelings he barely understood himself.

	 

	I shall come directly to the point: I am tired of my life as it stands. This will more than likely come as a shock to you, but it is the truth. Here I am, Mother, fast approaching adulthood, and I haven't done anything with myself! My life has become more boring than not. I loaf, and I meander, squandering the inheritance Father left to me. You could scarcely say that I have put any of my education to good use!

	Do you see what I am coming to, Mother? I want to do something entirely different from anything I have ever done before. You may despise me for leaving jolly old England all you like, but I see this as the first step I have ever taken toward becoming my own man.

	 

	Clarence paused again. "So far, so good, I daresay," he whispered to himself as he scanned the letter. "Now for the blasted clincher." He fiddled with the pen for only a moment, then deliberately brought it down.

	 

	I remember you once telling me of Father's exotic journeys when I was a boy, Mother: how he traveled to India and Africa, Asia and Australia. I read about his exploits last week, when I found his journal buried in the bookshelves of our dusty library. Why did you never tell me that he'd written so much about his adventures?

	 

	Clarence set the pen aside and reached into his valise. Carefully he withdrew a tattered, tanned leather journal, its pages yellowed with age. He thumbed through it, filling his nostrils with the smell of the old book as he passed tabs marked INDIA, AFRICA, ASIA, and AUSTRALIA, each printed neatly in his father's meticulous penmanship. Clarence stopped as his thumb came to the end of the journal. The sturdy pages here remained blank, more than ten in all, and the index marker was blank as well.

	Clarence slowly drew his pen across the tab in reserved strokes. AMERICA 

	He closed the book and slipped it back into the valise.

	 

	I am going to finish Father's journal with accounts of my adventures in America. I don't know for certain, because I don't remember Father well, but I should like to think that he would have appreciated me doing this. He was never able to visit America, from what I've heard. Perhaps my going will please him, if he happens to look down from Heaven and see me on my journey.

	Mother, I do hope you won't worry about me. I don't know yet where we're headed, once we arrive in America, but as soon as I acquire an address, I shall send it to you. Then you can write me! Won't this be fun, sending letters back and forth across the Atlantic?

	I love you, Mother.

	 

	Your son, Clarence

	 

	P.S.  I do hope your gout is feeling better!

	 

	 


Chapter 5

	 

	 

	 

	 

	At this point in the story, it would be helpful to visualize a map of the world and to focus primarily on the expansive Atlantic Ocean with Great Britain at the upper right margin and the northeastern United States at the left. Now, as you gaze at this map with your mind's eye, you will notice a thick red line stem from the southeast end of the British Isles. It passes over the English Channel and forges out across the sea, heading toward North America. This red line, of course, represents the steamship carrying Clarence Oliver Edwards and Guthrie the butler. As it approaches the east coast of the United States, you begin to see the hands of a clock whirl around and around wildly with the passage of time, as well as the torn pages of a calendar that flutter out of sight just for effect, not for historical accuracy.

	Days pass until finally the moment arrives when the steamship enters Boston Harbor…

	 

	"Hurrah!" Clarence stood at the railing above deck, his heels clicking in mid-air as the harbor came into view with its magnificent tall ships at port. The sun was out in full swing, shining upon the glittering water, and a salty ocean breeze tousled Clarence's hair as he turned to call, "Guthrie, old boy! Quick now, bring my glasses!"

	Guthrie appeared as reserved as ever, dressed in his pressed suit, with Clarence's field glasses in hand. 

	"Here you are, sir." His dismissal from the Edwards Estate had yet to prevent him from addressing Clarence in this way. 

	"Rah!" Clarence snatched the binoculars as soon as they were within reach and jammed them into his eye sockets. "I say, old boy," he mused, peering out toward the docks and scanning from left to right. "Why does everything look so small?"

	"You must turn them around, sir." Guthrie reached to flip the glasses end over end. "There you are." A hint of amusement shone in his eyes.

	 "I say!" Clarence grinned, trying again. "You wouldn't believe the difference!"

	He gazed at the ships, taking in every detail, noting vessels of all kinds docked alongside one another: enormous, fully rigged sailing ships with freshly painted masts and decks gleaming, with sails tied down under thick ropes; good-sized steamships like the one carrying him that awaited their next ocean voyage; fishing vessels weathered with age, in need of paint and repairs, looking as though they had survived many a storm; and what looked to be privately owned boats, every inch of them a witness to the faithful care of their owners, names scrawled portside and starboard in various scripts and styles, honoring the memories of many fair ladies.

	The steamship's bell clanged loudly, jerking Clarence from his view.

	"We are just about to dock, Master Clarence," Guthrie explained. "The captain has sounded general quarters. We are to remain in our cabin until we reach port."

	Clarence sighed and reluctantly left the railing. "Phooey."

	 

	 


Chapter 6

	 

	 

	 

	 

	As soon as every cabin door was shut with its passengers safely inside, the ship's crew came on deck and began to make preparations for docking, their boots thumping in haste as they moved to and fro. Within half an hour, the steamship had reached port, and the steam engines groaned to a halt. Once the gangplank was lowered, the bell sounded again—this time signaling the passengers to disembark.

	"Eureka!" Clarence whooped as he and Guthrie jostled along in the human tide flowing from the ship.

	"Sir?" Guthrie cringed slightly as a large man shoved his way past them without concern for anyone's elbows.

	"Eureka, old boy. I have found it!" As they stopped in line to be questioned by the stone-faced customs agents, Clarence babbled on, "America. Ah yes, I do believe I shall like it here. I'd thought it would be dirty and uncivilized, but look around you, old chap! It's quite pleasant. And look at all these ships! My goodness, I hadn't thought there would be so many outside of the Royal Navy." He chuckled to himself as the line of passengers inched forward. "Guthrie, I do believe I should like my own little boat someday—perhaps one with a name like..." 

	He trailed off, finding himself suddenly without his butler. "Guthrie? Guthrie!" he shouted over the heads swarming around him. He rose up on his toes and cried, "Guthrie!" But the butler's bald dome was nowhere in sight. "Guthrie!"

	"Scuze me," came a gruff voice behind him.

	Clarence whirled to face a formidable seafaring man who carried a small puppy in his brawny, tattooed arms. 

	"Yes? What do you want?" Clarence snapped.

	"Well suh," the man began tipsily with a gust of foul breath. "I heard you callin' out for a Guthery—" He chucked the bedraggled pup to call attention to it and swayed backward a step. "This yer Guthery?"

	Taken aback by the absurd suggestion, Clarence cried, "Guthrie is my butler!" 

	"Your butler? Uh-who'd—what mother'd name her son Guthery?" He gave a sudden explosive belch that made the puppy grimace. "Hey, I wouldn't even name a dog Guthery." Turning away, he staggered off into the crowd slurring kindly to the little pup.

	"Good heavens." Clarence stared after him. "What an unsavory fellow!"

	Just then, the throng to his right parted for a moment, and Clarence caught sight of his butler, standing on a street corner and beckoning him to follow.

	"Guthrie!" Clarence shouted, clutching onto his luggage and charging through the gap in the crowd. Others in line looked at him quizzically as he ran, and it did not cross his mind that, given the circumstances, he appeared to be making a run for it—until the heavy hand of an immigration official on his shoulder brought him to a skidding halt.

	"An' where do you think you're goin', laddie?" the man demanded.

	"Uh—" Clarence found himself at a loss.

	"He's with me, Jack." Guthrie suddenly stood at Clarence's side, taking one of his bags and adding it to his own load. 

	"Problem, O'Connell?" called one of the officials at the front of the line.

	The fellow named Jack shook his head and relaxed, releasing Clarence. "My apologies, Guthrie old boy," he said quietly. He looked the butler in the eye, and some sort of unspoken understanding seemed to pass between them. "Enjoy Boston, as long as you're here."

	Guthrie nodded, and they shook hands like friends from another life. "We shall."

	With that, they were off. Clarence tried to keep up with his butler as Guthrie led the way down the street in long strides.

	"Uh—" Clarence started with a frown as he noted the way Guthrie seemed to know exactly where he was headed. "Where are we going, old chap?"

	"The station, sir. The noon train leaves in ten minutes."

	Clarence's mind lurched. We aren't staying in Boston? What is our destination? Boston is not our destination? Train? But the only question he asked out loud was, "How far is that?"

	"Twelve city blocks, sir—or so I was told." Guthrie's sure-footed pace didn't falter in the slightest. "We shall make it in time if we hurry."

	"Yes," Clarence managed, lagging in his best efforts to keep up. His luggage seemed to have gained weight all of a sudden. "Of course we will."

	 

	 


Chapter 7

	 

	 

	 

	 

	They reached the train depot just as the last whistle blew. Guthrie quickly bought two one-way tickets, and before Clarence could catch up to him, he was already chasing after the locomotive's trailing coach. Clarence tried his best to pick up the pace, but it was nearly futile. He gasped, short of breath, as the train chugged out of the station, but he did not give up. 

	"Wait!" Guthrie called out as the train picked up speed. He gestured toward the conductor's assistant standing just outside the caboose.

	The fellow leaned back against the door with his arms crossed and chuckled, watching the two Englishmen run after the train. 

	"Englishters," he muttered, chewing a sizeable wad of tobacco that deformed his left cheek. "Dumb, stupid Englishters."

	"I-I say, please stop!" Clarence hollered, ignorant of the fact that once in motion, trains seldom stop for anyone. He stumbled along the tracks and nearly fell as his luggage threw him off balance. 

	The American chuckled and spat a brown stream of tobacco juice through the air. Clarence cried out in disgust as the stuff slopped across the rails in front of him. 

	"What was that?"

	"'Bacco juice, Englishter! Want some more?" He spewed another arc, and it shot straight at Clarence, slapping against his forehead and oozing down into his eyes, causing him to nearly freeze up with overwhelming revulsion.

	"Keep running, sir!" Guthrie reached the caboose railing and grasped at it.

	The American gave a snort of disgust and entered the caboose, slamming the door shut behind him and leaving the two Englishmen with the sound of its bolt sliding into place.

	"Oh blast it all, Guthrie!" Clarence shouted, more than a few yards behind his butler. The locomotive was gaining momentum while he lost speed with every stride. "We'll never make it, old boy. And we're locked out, besides!"

	Guthrie made no reply. He was just inches away from grabbing hold of the railing, and his eyes were set with determination. "We shall not fail, Master Clarence."

	There had never been a middle ground for Guthrie; there was only success or failure. Once his mind was set, there could be no swaying him from his course. Clarence had always admired him for it. But not now.

	"Give up, old chap. It's impossible!"

	Guthrie's fingertips touched the iron railing. His fingers slowly curled around the bar. He swung his luggage up, and it landed on the caboose platform with a resounding thud. Then he gripped the bar tightly, his legs somehow keeping pace with the train. He took a quick breath, and then he pulled himself upward and lunged forward at the same moment, diving over the railing and hitting the platform with a short groan.

	Clarence could not believe his eyes. He'd never seen anything like it—from the old butler or anyone else, for that matter. How could a man Guthrie's age do such a thing? 

	"Master Clarence, toss me your baggage!" 

	The old butler stood disheveled but otherwise none the worse for wear, stretching out both arms to catch Clarence's bags.

	"Guthrie, you're a wonder!" Clarence heaved his luggage upward, one parcel at a time, and Guthrie caught them and set them down at his feet. 

	The train whistle shrilled. Smoke billowed into the sky as the locomotive accelerated.

	Clarence ran as fast as he could. Although free from the weight of his baggage, he still didn't seem to be gaining any ground on the caboose. He gasped for breath and gritted his teeth, chugging like a locomotive himself, putting every last ounce of strength into his legs. And yet, despite his great effort, it was in vain. He could not catch the train. It was not in the realm of possibility. A more logical choice presented itself: give into his burning muscles and collapse right then and there.

	"You must hurry, Master Clarence," Guthrie urged, his hand held out as far as it could reach. "You must run faster, sir."

	Under normal circumstances, Clarence might have cursed the old butler for stating the obvious. And he probably would have, had only his throat not been so dry, or if his tongue had not been cleaving to the roof of his mouth, or if his lungs had not felt as though they would burst at any moment—all new experiences for him, occupying much of his attention at the moment. 
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