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  Crime fiction has always held up a mirror to society. The Victorians were fascinated by sensational murder and the emerging science of detection; now we are
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  Authors Note


  THIS IS not the story of the Revolutionary War, familiar to most Americans. It is the story of a man and his job, and in
  its essentials might have happened anywhere, at any time.


  Perhaps it will seem that though this man lived in exciting times, he had few sensational adventures. We all live in exciting times, but the sensational, the melodramatic, seldom comes to any of
  us. There are always the many who leave adventures to others, and get on with the job.


  The book is secondarily the story of a few years in the life of a city. Apologies are due the respectable and authentic Philip Livingston for presenting him with so graceless a godson as the
  fictional Darcy Trevelyan. The New York Courier is the only fictional newspaper in this story. The others, their editors where named, and quotations from them are authenticas is the
  existence of Mr. Christopher Sower. Fictional license has been taken in predating the publication of the New York Gazetteer by a few years.
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  Part One


  Chapter One


  BETHUNE CONSIDERED the window. It was boarded up, but if he had something to pry out the nails, the old chestnut outside
  could help him down. Must be after midnight, he reckoned; dark enough in the box-room at any rate. He got out his pocket-knife, fumbled the blade open, and felt for the nails in the board. It was
  clumsy work in the dark. He had never been clever with tools; the knife kept slipping. And all the while Mr. Thurstans ugly words sounded in his mind.


  He stopped after a while to rest, wondering if it would be easier to try the door; the household must be asleep by now. As he moved toward it the knob rattled and a hoarse whisper came through
  the keyhole.


  Mr. Bethune? You awake, Mr. Bethune?


  It was suddenly queer to think that Shad had never called him anything else, even when Bethune was a little boy. Even now that he was grownwell, yes, you could say he was grown
  Bethune was not sure it was proper. Gentry, Shad said: a meaningless word. Gentry were those on top, but Shad would say different. Not all gentry got things, an not everbody
  thats got things is gentrytheys that Mr. Haines at Taggarts Chance. But your pa, he was gentry even with the chains on, an so is you. All very well to say.
  Bethune thought it had started a long time back, before he was born, with the man hed never known, who was his father.


  Mr. Bethune? I got a key to let you outan I got some dinner for you. The door opened cautiously and the tall shadow of the old butler slipped in.


  You shouldnt come, said Bethune. If Mr. Thurstan finds out


  He aint goin find out. Shad gave him a meat pasty on a plate. He had had nothing since the middle of the afternoon; it tasted good. What they goin do to
  you, Mr. Bethune, you goin get whupped? That was the worst Shad could think.


  Hell have me gaoled, said Bethune. He said might be theyd hang me, Shad. It seemed to have nothing to do with him; he could say it almost casually.


  Lord! Mought be. They do that, times. Mr. Bethune? You do what he say?


  Well, said Bethune. He finished the pie. He considered trying to explain to Shad, but he did not want to talk about it at all.


  Shad waited and then said, You got to git away, Mr. Bethune, an never come back, if thats so. Git away far an fast.


  I reckon, said Bethune.


  I cn go fetch your things. Shad turned to the door and then added, Lord. Hits queerqueer. Once I fix to help your pa git away. He say, you all look
  atter Miss Reba an the chile. Goin git clear off to NYawk or Boston, he say, earn money to send for to git em away to him. Twasnt to be. He was an
  old man and rambling in his talk.


  I dont want you to get in trouble for me.


  You is the one in trouble, Mr. Bethune. Hits no thing your pa woulda done, even when he were young like you. Hits a wrong thing. But I dont reckon you oughta git hung
  for it. I go fetch your gear.


  Bethune stood alone in the dark, waiting, and thought of what Shad had said, and about his fatherthe place it started, that was: James Andrew Bethune, like himself.


  Shad and the rest could tell him little enough about his father. He knew all they could tell, and he had read in a few books and old pamphlets what they couldnt tell, about the Stuart
  claimant and his armies. And Culloden. Eighteen years back that was, in 1745. James Andrew Bethune was at Culloden. Some of the Scot officers were hanged, but he was one of those deported to the
  American colonies as lifetime indenturers, to be sold to the highest bidders. His son reflected that it must have come hard on hima gentleman they said he was. Not that he say much,
  Mr. Bethune, he were a quiet one like you is. Mr. Thurstan paid sixty guineas for him and set him to clerking for the factor here at Thurstan Hundred. He was twenty-two, Shad said.
  You his spittin image now, Mr. Bethune, so he had not been what you would call handsome: tall and gangling, sandy-haired, and gray-eyed. Perhaps the indentured girl, Reba,
  loved him because he was gentry, then. About his mother Bethune knew little. He went on thinking about it because his mind shied away from the other thing.


  Mr. Thurstan had been kind to let them wed, but Shad said it was mostly because Mr. Thurstan was strait-laced and did not want a bastard born in his house, even to bound servants. They
  was both Papist but that dont signify. Rector, he did it. Reba Downes her name was, and all they could tell him besides was that she was pretty, and gentle, and bound for seven years
  to pay her passage from England. The week after she was delivered of a son, James Bethune ran away from Thurstan Hundred, and the factor was late on his trail so an alarm went out. Mr. Philip
  Gerard of Twelvetrees, riding that morning with his sons, sighted the runaway and gave chase; he said afterward he meant only to wound him, but the ball struck too near his heart. Hit come
  hard on Miss Rebashe dont have heart to fight when the fever git her. Jus slip away like, an you ony a month horned. Sixteen and a half years ago.


  Bethune reckoned it had been kind of Mr. Thurstan to raise him: no claim on him for it. But that was behind the way hed come to be, he knew. Or would it have been the same if Mr. Thurstan
  had put him in the charity orphanage in Williamsburgwas it something in himself? For he was an in-between at Thurstan Hundred, Shad and Flora and Azalea and the other house slaves treating
  him like gentry, and the Thurstans like a bound boy. Never quite knowing where he was, except always by himself. Yes, that was the start of it.


  Shad came back. He had a leather saddlebag filled with Bethunes clothes. I didnt take your ole shoes, Mr. Bethune, or some other gear not good nough. I put in the
  Good Book Mr. Thurstan give you, I reckon you in need of it. An theys a packet o victuals on top. I aint no money.


  Shad was taking an almighty risk for him. He wanted to say something about it; after this he could never come back to Thurstan Hundred, never see any of them again, and there were things he
  should sayabout the time he had the fever and Flora sat up by his bed; about the times Shad had saved delicacies for him when there were guests. It was queer to thinkthey were Negroes
  but you could say they had raised him, as much as anyone had. He could not find the words.


  You better go, Mr. Bethune. Three-four hours to dawn.


  Yes, he said. He took the bag and followed Shad out, down the rear stair. He expected the old man to leave him at the door; instead Shad went with him round the house, ghost-white
  in the dark, and down the broad carriageway to the stone pillars and the iron gate Mr. Thurstan had sent for all the way to England.


  There he stopped. Mr. Bethune. Things I like to say. I cant rightly.


  Yes. I know. The strange, painful thing was, hed have been leaving next month anyway, in June, leaving properly. Mr. Thurstan had said he would write to Mr. Wyeth, and there
  was a new life all laid out for him. He had not thought to be leaving this way.


  Shad shifted uneasily. Mr. Bethune. You know it were a wrong thing.


  He could not talk about it.


  Your pa, hed be mighty angerish at it. It was the worst reproach Shad could utter. You better git far off, where Mr. Thurstan cant know. Like your pa say then,
  NYawk or Boston. You git to the ocean an fin a boat goin north. Thats the way.


  Shad, if found out, would likely be whipped, valued house servant though he was. Bethune said, Youd better get back, Shad. Nothing else of what he ought to say; if he had
  known the right words they would have stopped in his throat.


  I reckon. I pray the Lord for you, Mr. Bethune. You walk in the Lords way an everthing be right for you.


  Bethune said, Thank you, Shad. Good-by.


  Good-by, Mr. Bethune.


  He turned left and started to walk down the road, away from the only home he had ever known, though never his home. But he did not go alone; Margaret went at his side. The words Mr. Thurstan had
  said were bad, but they had not hurt so sharp, like a knife in his chest, as the need to leave Margaret. He walked fast to escape her, but she stayed with him; he thought she would stay with him
  the rest of his life.


  That was why it had happened, because he had never known that he was lonely. There were no Thurstan boys, and Miss Caroline and Miss Honor were older, so boys never came to
  Thurstan Hundrednot that he would have been allowed to play with gentlemens sons. He had always been sufficient to Bethune: he had to be. Their attitude showed in the way they had
  always called him by the one name, so that he almost forgot he had others. Mr. Thurstan had done a duty by him: had the rector give him lessons until he was twelve, when it was apparent that
  whatever he might be good for it would not be a trade, unskillful as he was with his hands. But he wrote a better script than the factor.


  Mr. Thurstan had talked to him about it. He would provide until Bethune was sixteen, in return for his work. Bethune was to help the factor, Mr. Bolt, at making up accounts, and then if he
  wished he could go to Williamsburg, where the lawyer, Mr. Wyeth, would be asked to find work for him as a clerk. Mr. Thurstan made it clear Bethune had no claim, that hed been given a home
  from charity.


  Since he had learned to read he had spent most of his free time going through Mr. Thurstans library; no one else was greatly interested in it. He found a certain difficulty discussing
  what he read with the slaves, and had never been on intimate terms with anyone else. He did the work Mr. Holt set him to, in the office room. His amusements were all of necessity solitary: visiting
  the stable, walking the boundaries of the plantation, coming cautiously halfway down the stair to watch when there were guests. It was a revelation when he made a friend.


  He had never paid much attention to the youngest Thurstan girl. Margaret was almost two years younger, and for three years she had been living in Williamsburg with her aunt, to attend a
  fashionable young ladies academy. All that time ago he had scorned girls, but when she came home last Christmas she seemed so changed, and he was so changedbecause of Zena?that
  he had felt shy with her.


  Margaret was friendly; she was as much interested in him as he in her, but able to show it as he was not. She would come into the office room, in the mornings, and then he got little work done,
  and it made him nervous, for he knew that if Mr. Thurstan or Mr. Bolt found them talking the devil would be in it. Margaret asked why, and he could not explain, though he knew. But he liked to have
  her come. After a while he was more at ease with Margaret than with anyone he had ever known. It was fine to be admired; no one had ever deferred to him before, but she was younger and a girl, so
  looked up to him. She listened to him, and all his defenses were down with her because she understood. He could say anything to Margaret.


  It was hard to say when it came to be another kind of feeling. Margaret and Zena: the one had bearing on the other, but he could not say how or why.


  That was no new knowledge in him. He had grown up near slave quarters; he could not remember a time he had been ignorant about that, but up to a couple of years ago it had been meaningless fact
  to him. Now it was a new, exciting feeling to be explored. And there was Zena keeping it in his mind.


  Shad and Flora looked down on Zena: yellow trash. No one had to tell him why. What they called a lightskirt, the way she swung her hips when she walked, and painted her mouth. She liked Bethune:
  always smiling at him, hinting at him. Once he had met her in the dark kitchen passage and she had leaned against him like a cat, murmuring, You want Zena be nice t you, honey? You
  jus say. And he wanted her, hot and hard, but what made him draw back was, mysteriously, the mere fact that she had offered. He should be the one to say. But he knew sooner or later
  he would say, despite the black looks that Shad gave her. She was there to his hand, and this wasnt the sort of thing you said no to.


  He had a clear picture of it: Zena was half the way it was and the other half was how he came to feel about Margaret, the part you read about in stories, the polite part. He knew the difference,
  and that was what kept him from approaching Zena. He knew right from wrong: Mr. Thurstan was strict about the households attending church.


  The plans they made, he and Margaret! Often it seemed to him a foolish childrens dream, that he would go away and make a deal of money, so much Mr. Thurstan would be glad to let him marry
  Margaret. Id rather marry you than anyone, Bethune, if Ive got to, and theres nothing else for a girl. Even if it takes you years and years, Id wait.


  He did not know how it might be done.


  But you could be anything, Bethune! A lawyer like Mr. Wyeth, or


  Oh, yes, he said with the unsmiling humor that always made her giggle, Ive a fine chance of that, plenty of money to pay for schooling and keep me meanwhile. I
  dont know that Id want to be a lawyer.


  But you must know what you want! Isnt there anything you want to do?


  He looked down at the column of figures he was copying for Mr. Bolt. Just as well he was only copying; figures had a way of slipping out from under him, meaningless squiggles. He said haltingly,
  I dont know, I wantto find out, thats all.


  Find out what? She did not understand, but neither did he, entirely. Find out? The why and wherefore of it, of himself, Bethune, insignificant but important on a crowded planet; of
  Thurstan Hundred, and the continent entire; of every man, the thing inside making each what he was, the reason and the beginning and the center forcethe answer. He could not use those words,
  and it made little sense. He smiled at her.


  I dont suppose Ill earn much money clerking.


  There must be something. Dont you want it, Bethune? I mean


  It was not in him to show what he felt.


  Perhaps that was the way, to think what he wanted, and that would tell him how to have it. Well, one day he wanted a horse like Bay Brandy, fine and light-paced and lovely as the dawn; but he
  would have to learn to ride a bit first. He wanted fine clothes, the kind the young gentlemen wore who used to call on Miss Caroline and Miss Honor, satin breeches and embroidered waistcoats, lace
  frills to his shirts, elegant beaver hats, silver-chased buckles on leather shoes, and the things gentlemen owned: a gold snuffbox, a pocket watch, a seal ring, a silver-handled pistol. Like Oliver
  Gerardhe had come oftenest, and married Miss Honor last year; for Bethune he symbolized all of them. Bethune did not like Gerard, but envied himnot his dark good looks or
  self-confidence, but what he was and what he had. But to have those things you needed money, so the problem was only thatonly! And the way to have it was more important than the things
  themselves, for it might take a year, say, to earn enough for the fine clothes, and would they balance a year of doing something you hated? But if money meant he could marry Margaret some
  day


  He had never asked to kiss her, never touched her hand. Later she would understand that part of it. He was still shy with her. He thought she was the prettiest girl he had ever known, and it did
  not occur to him that he had known no others at all. She had dark-brown shining curls, pink-and-white skin, and earnest blue eyes, and he loved her.


  He never meant what happened. Afterward he felt it was a thing like thunder or fire, outside his controlling.


  It was a Sunday afternoon. Mr. Thurstan had ridden over to Twelvetrees, Mistress Thurstan was napping in her chamber. A changeable February day it was. He and Margaret had gone out to the
  stables to see the new foal. No one was about, not Billy or Nego, the coachman, or Abed or the stable boys. Then he heard Billy coming up from the quarters, singing tunelessly to himself, and
  Margaret seized Bethunes arm and whispered, Lets hide and scare himthe loft! That was like youngsters playing; they scrambled up the ladder and lay in the
  fragrant hay, Margaret smothering giggles. He knew just when it changed and how, and it was nothing she said or did.


  Only suddenly he touched her arm beside him; it was cool and soft. He put his hand on it, and something in his touch made her stop giggling and whisper, What is it?
  Bethune


  He did not remember consciously touching any other flesh; he looked at the plump white swell of her arm, smoothing his fingers over it, feeling a brief mad impulse to set his teeth in it. He did
  not know he would say it until he heard the words. Margaret, I want to kiss youlet me


  She gave a little gasp, not expecting it. Queerly he was sorry for her in the midst of loving; she did not understand this as yet. He must not frighten her, but all the same he wantedhe
  wanted only to tell her he loved her, and could not say the words, the silly, embarrassing words. He kissed her clumsily, knowing it was clumsy, wishing it to be better to make her understand. And
  that was all he ever meant.


  But if she had struggled he would have let her go at once. She only lay quiet; she never spoke even his name. And afterward he felt nothing, only a blank of surprise and then embarrassment.
  Appallingly, he found he was wishing she would disappear, not be there so close, to let him think about this. Then he was afraid she would cry.


  She did not cry. After a while they got up and climbed down the ladder and went back to the house, all without exchanging a word. He was relieved to be alone again.


  And then he was afraid she would hate him. But the next time they were alone, with constraint between them now, she said, not looking at him, stumbling over the words,
  Iits all right, Bethune. I meanI didnt mind. Really. That was the only mention of it between them. He was ashamed, but he felt easier about it then.


  There was so little conscious memory in him of what had happened, it seemed nothing that could have consequences. She did not tell him; it was possible she did not wholly know. He was never to
  know how the Thurstans found out, questioned her; and he never blamed her for naming him. He had always known it was wrong.


  His chief feeling was surprise that Mr. Thurstan knew all the obscene names to call him, words he had thought only the Nigras and common folk used.


  Little bastard, ungrateful, sly little bastard! Tamely, after all the rest: Whatve you to say for yourself? Mr. Thurstan was white and shaking and deadly.


  I dont knowwhat you want meto say, sir, Bethune faltered.


  You dont know! By GodI ought to kill you And then the ugly word.


  No, it wasnt like that, he had to say. You dont understand No one ever did.


  But he could not blame Mr. Thurstan either for not listening. There were more words, bad ones. Gaol. Hanging. Ought to kill you myself. Something about despoilers, and,
  Fifteen she is. Fifteen. My God. The law will deal with you! He took Bethune up to the box-room to be locked in overnight. In the morning youll be taken to Williamsburg
  to the justices. His words went on sounding in Bethunes mind a long time when he was left alone.


  But however frightened or angry or bewildered he was, there was always one place in his mind that stayed clear and cold. He did not try to justify himself; he had done wrong, and it might be he
  deserved to be hanged for it, but that would do no one any good now. He was not going to let them take him to Williamsburg for trial and hanging. It was wrong, yes, but not as wrong as Mr.
  Thurstans word for it.


  Not as if he did not know right from wrong. Running away, that made it worse. He could not delude himself over that. Twice that night he stopped in the road and turned to go back; each time he
  went on. All of it was bad: the heavy weight of guilt on himhe reckoned he would never be rid of it. But he wasnt going to hang. He thought again about his father, and felt queer
  kinship with him, a man running away, only he would escape where his father had failed.


  After a while he forced himself to stop thinking about it, to fix his mind on where he would make for, what he should do. He supposed Margaret would be there at the back of his mind forever
  until he died, but he must stop thinking of her and of what he had done.


  He must go on from here as best he could, that was all. No use, either, to wish, If I could go back, make it never to have happenedmake it Zena instead. And he hurried his pace away from
  home, walking fast through the dark, fast for a man with such a burden of black guilt weighing him down.


  


  Chapter Two


  WILLIAMSBURG WAS twelve miles from Thurstan Hundred. It was a long way on foot; by morning they would find he was gone, and
  Mr. Bolt would come after him on Bay Brandy, and be up to him in an hour if he knew the way Bethune took. Bethune had, however, some cause to be grateful to Bay Brandy, the fastest thing in the
  stables. He still had the five shillings he had won from a wager on him in the race last fall, the second time he had been to Williamsburg. He hadnt decided what to spend it on, the largest
  sum he had ever owned, and it was in his pocket now with a threepenny bit Mr. Thurstan had given him on his birthday in November and a penny he had found in the road last week. Five shillings
  fourpence: not much, but better than nothing.


  In early morning he stopped to rest and ate one of the biscuits Shad had given him; he had just started on when a wagon came up behind him. The driver pulled up his mules and called, You
  like a ride a piece, boy?


  Bethune looked at him and saw he was only being neighborly. He said, Thanks, sir, and climbed up to the seat. But the wagoner made him uneasy with questions. He wanted to know
  where Bethune was from, where he was going, and why. Bethune never liked questions: at the most casual query he felt like the yard dog rearing up to resent the stranger. He did not think he was
  secretive, but he liked his affairs to himself. He saw Mr. Bolt asking questions in town and the driver speaking up, Yes, sir, I met up with a young chap like that. He was glad of the ride into
  Williamsburg, but afraid to stop there long. He left the wagoner in Duke of Gloucester Street and walked on out of the town eastward toward the sea.


  He walked all that day, another fifteen or eighteen miles, and at dusk came to another town, Yorktown, across the York River from Gloucester Point. It was a much smaller place, with only a few
  shops, but it was on water and he could see the masts of ships at the quay.


  He thought what he had best do was slip aboard a ship. It was another wrong thing, but five shillings would not pay passage anywhere. He made out two ships anchored offshorelarge ones,
  and presumably the larger the ship the longer its projected voyage; but there was no possibility of getting out to them. Of those moored at quayside only one was of any size. It looked almost too
  easy: there was a broad plank laid from deck to quay, and no sign of life aboard. He crossed the plank, quelling the slight uneasiness in his stomach, and stepped to the deck, aware of unfamiliar
  smellswet boards and saltsea scents vaguely exciting. He stumbled over an open hatchway, stopped in panic at the noise. When no one challenged, he peered at the dark hole, at last let
  himself down, hung a moment, and dropped.


  The fall jarred him and the sound was loud in the quiet, but no one came. It was black dark and this was the first ship he had seen in his life; he had no idea where he was. He felt about among
  stacked boxes and barrels until he found a clear space, and sat down. Propped against the ships side he finished the last of the food in his bag and wondered whether he would be found soon
  and what would happen when he was. Presently, surprisingly, he slept. When he woke the ship was swaying and creaking beneath him; they had cast off.


  He was very hungry by the middle of the morning, when he was discovered and hauled up before the captain. After the hours in the dark hold the light hurt his eyes, and all he
  saw of Captain Marple at first was a large outline in the center of which was a black beard.


  The voice was deep and astonishingly mild. Now, young man, thee knows thee has done wrong in stealing aboard my ship. Bethunes vision cleared a trifle and he saw a stout
  benign-faced man who looked more like a farmer than a ship captain. His sharp blue eyes raked Bethune. You may leave the young man to me, Jared, I will deal with him. The first time such a
  thing has happened on my shipvery strange. Well, fellow, what is thy name?


  Bethune massaged his wrist where the sailor had gripped him. I dont know Id best say, sir, he said woodenly. Im willing to work my passage, but
  Ive no money to pay. That was fair enough, if they would let him work out the cost.


  Is thee running off from thy home? How old is thee?


  No, Im not. Eighteen, said Bethune laconically, aware that he might pass for that and rather nettled by the captains solicitous glance.


  Is thee a bound man?


  No, Im not. Ive the right to go where I please


  In my ship? Where does thee want to go?


  Where are you sailing, sir?


  I am bound for New York.


  Then I reckon thats where I want to go, said Bethune unsmilingly.


  The captain cocked his head. Yes, I see thee is older than I thought at first.


  Bethune had never met a Quaker; the captains language should have been laughable, but was not.


  Thee does not look to be a villain. Will thee tell the truth? Is there a law warrant out for thee, that thee must hide in my ship?


  No, nothing like that. It was the strict truth.


  Thee runs away from thy family, then.


  Ive no family, sir.


  I am John Marple, friend, thee need not call me sir. It is not good that one man should defer to another with worldly terms. Thee is an orphan, then. Very sad.


  Bethune liked Captain Marple. He smiled at the man. Im willing to work my passage.


  It seems I have no choice. Certainly I shall not put back to Virginia for thee, and thee looks an honest enough young man. Does thee know anything of sailing?


  Bethune shook his head.


  The captain sighed. Well, I will find somewhat for thee to do.


  They let Bethune sleep in the forecastle space with the sailors, and even found a blanket for him; he was put to helping the cook in the galley. As it would be only this short while he found it
  tolerable, but thought he would not care for a sailors life (and remembered how Mr. Bolt used to say he was lazy, fancying himself a gentleman and too finicking to dirty his hands). The
  Delaware Star was an old sloop, battered but stout; she was carrying hides, rum, and cloth to New York on this voyage. Bethune was largely ignored by the small crew, save for the
  gregarious second mate. He asked the mate if the crew were all Quakers.


  By God, no, boy, not by a long way. But you dont want to let the old man fool you with his Sunday face an Bible talk. Clever as be-damned an outlie any skipper on the
  Cape. I was with him in the old Queen Louise an manys the time I see him trick the hull British fleet. The mate grinned. Runnin contraband, same like
  seven o ten New England skippersto France. The old man, its anything for profit with himhonest, o course. To his way o thinkin England were all
  wrong goin to war with France, so it were still honest to sell in France. Some handsome profit he had, too.


  Was he ever caught at it?


  God save us, not him! said the mate cheerfully.


  Amused, Bethune tried to connect the bold smuggler with Captain Marple and his thees and thys. He remembered reading about the war with France in Mr. Thurstans
  newspapers.


  On the third day at sea he had his second encounter with the captain. The old Quaker came up behind him on the deck. What does thee think of the sea, young man?


  I was wondering if this was as big as the Red Sea in the Bible and what it looked like when it rolled back for the Israelites, said Bethune truthfullyand without design.


  Marple beamed on him. I see thee has had a decent upbringing. What will thee do in New York? Has thee a trade?


  No. I was tothat is, Ive been a clerk. This was not a lie; he had beenfor the factor.


  Ah? Thee is educated. Thy speech is gentlebut curiosity is a sin, I must not pry into thy affairs. I could have fears for thee in the citythee is young, and New York a
  godless place. But I see there is strength and determination in thee, and no frivolity.


  Bethune thought he would not exactly call that a compliment.


  Thee is not talkative, said Marple, making it another compliment.


  I reckon not, said Bethune.


  Foolish talk makes much harm. Do thee read in the Bible often?


  Well said Bethune, who found the Scriptures dull save for portions of the Old Testament.


  It is a beneficial exercise for thy spare time. At that moment the lookout yelped, Sail ho! and the captain spun about and strained his eyes to the horizon.
  Jared!


  Aye, Capn.


  Do that appear to thee to be the rigging of a revenue patroller?


  Could be, Capn. Looks some like the Gloucester.


  Silas, we will make a point or two easterly, to keep well off.


  Ayeh, Capn.


  Bethune wondered what contraband was in the hold.


  On the morning the Delaware Star made New York Harbor, he was at the port side watching the motley collection of shipping they had begun to pass, watching for his first glimpse of this
  greatest city in the colonies. The mate came beside him. Ever been to NYork afore? Bethune shook his head. She be quite a place, said the mate, spitting
  thoughtfully.


  As the shore line drew nearer Bethune made out row on haphazard row of the greatest number of buildings he had ever seen together, and more shipsat anchor, and passing in both directions.
  There was so much to see he felt confused, so many men on the water front, so many buildings and quays and ships of all shapes and sizes. He was hardly aware when the mate went away, when the
  Star turned for shore and slid neatly into the slot of water between two long docks. He heard the thump of hawser on deck, the rattle and splash of anchor, the shouts of men on deck and
  quay.


  Presently Captain Marple passed. Thee can go ashore now, friend, and I wish thee good fortune.


  Thanks, sir, Im grateful for the way you took me. He went to the forecastle, collected his bag, and crossed the plank to the quay. Odor assailed him, exciting, new,
  marvelous: the smell of land after seamanure, grass, a tanyard not far off, sewerage, and a thousand othersthe smell of city.


  He walked down the quay into New York, and almost immediately fell in love for the second time in his life.


  The stout man in the pink-dyed breeches had a powerful voice, rasping like a file on boards. He waved his hands at the little crowd, standing on a box the better to command
  their notice. A perfectly genuwine monster, friends, must be seen to be credited! The curiousest sight ever seen by man, woman, or child in these colonies, and well wuth the paltry sum of
  one penny asked for its exhibition! A genuwine North American monstercaptured by the brave men of General Braddocks army in the Allegheny Mountainsnow preserved for the
  edification of the populace! It is thirty feet long, friends, with horns and a spiked tail, and I may tell you, when it was opened to be stuffed, in its treemendous belly was found the skelingtons
  of several dogs and a little child! A thrill of pleasurable horror swayed the crowd. One penny, friends, will admit you


  A boy and a girl near Bethune were tugging at their mothers skirts, pleading to see the monster. Two young men passing gave the orator supercilious stares. Directly in front of Bethune
  stood an immensely fat citizen in black broadcloth; an urchin pressed up beside Bethune, jostled the fat fellow, dipped a couple of fingers swift as lightning, and came up with the mans
  purse. Bethune opened his mouth to call notice to it, as the man turned with a scowl; but the urchin had already slipped out of sight in the crowd. It occurred to Bethune that he was likely to be
  accused if the loss were discovered, and he moved off down the street, thinking with a grin of the monster, scarcely minded to waste a penny on it.


  He had been walking and standing for hours, unaware of time; he thought a man might spend the rest of his life looking at New York. He did not know the names of half the places he had seen. The
  Delaware Star had come into Murrays Wharf on the East River, near the shabby old warehouses on Water Street and the narrow tenements up the streets so grandly named, he was to
  learn, Duke and Princess and Pearl. But he had walked on past those, fascinated by the size of the city, the occasional sections where the very buildings did not look English and the people passing
  spoke foreign tongues. He came to what no one need tell him was the Fish Market, and beyond that to a street where a sign proclaimed a rickety-looking building the John Street Theatre; but it was
  closed. Down past that he came to a great wide street with imposing shops on each side, taverns, a wide footpath. A street equally grand bisected it; he wandered up that past several churches, and
  presently came to another water front. It was incredible that so many buildings and people should exist in one place, the former so big, the latter so busy. The place was a hive of activity, a
  warren of streets and shops, a babble of noise, and all of it entirely marvelous. He could spend his life here and never see it all, never tire of looking.


  But after a time he began to realize that he was tired, hungry, and homeless; he fingered the coins in his pocket, where he had kept a hand on them since seeing the fat merchant robbed. He would
  need to find work, a place to stay, begin building a life for himself. The money would not go far in a place like this. The most immediate need was food; he saw a man hawking tarts from a tray, two
  a penny, and bought a pennys worth; they were dry and tasteless, but he scarcely noticed it. He was wandering with a purpose now; he walked up several streets of houses, all of them too
  elegant to approach. At last he came to a shabbier street where the houses looked down-at-heel, as if they would welcome the paying guest. He knew better than to try a tavern; the cost would be
  high.


  At the first house the woman snapped, I take no lodgers, and banged the door smartly. At the second, the woman said, Wie ist? Nein, nein! and waved him on.
  He went to the end of the street and tried the last house, smaller and shabbier.


  The man who opened to his knock was as thin and shabby as the house, and smiled sadly at Bethunes query. His English was thick with another tongue. You enter, yes. A bed we have,
  yes. To stay, perhaps the night oder week? There was a woman with a distinct mustache and a great deal of black hair, who stared at Bethune and at last pronounced,
  Nebuk. No trouble. Gut. The man said sadly, Would be the shilling for one week?


  Bethune paid him the shilling and was led to a room with three beds in it, where various belongings strewn about testified that the other two beds were also paid for. It was not until then that
  his host introduced himself as Mr. Isaacson. Bethunes companions, when they arrived, proved to be a pair of carpenters, brothers of the name of Cassidy; any bed would have seemed soft to him
  that night, and he slept soundly.


  Next morning Mrs. Isaacson encountered him in the passage, where he had hesitated, debating whether to leave his bag in his room, possibly to be rifled. You go
  out? she said. Work?


  I want to find some. Do you know where they might be wanting a clerk?


  She regarded him with interest. Writing, she said with more respect. You do not eat breakfas?


  I do generally, said Bethune. That drew a wide smile.


  You come eat firs, then look. Not goot on emptiness, yes? Nice boy. She nudged him down the stairs to a dark cubbyhole of a kitchen and fed him fried bread, coffee, and a
  small, sweet, solid tart with icing that she called Kaffeekuchen. Mr. Isaacson sat by the window reading a newspaper; he smiled sadly at Bethune. His wife announced vigorously,
  Not always, no money, no? But the one time, nice boy.


  You must forgive, said Mr. Isaacson softly. She does not speak good. You understand?


  Bethune nodded, smiling back: this breakfast was not a precedent, only a kindness for once. Would you know some place theyd be hiring clerks, sir?


  Ah, said Mr. Isaacson. He ruminated, and then got up laboriously and came to the table. He laid his newspaper down before Bethune and put a finger on it.


  Bethune read with interest: Wanted by the publisherreliable boys. Apply R. MacDonald, offices of the New York Courier in Maiden Street.


  Well. Bethune was pleased. Perhaps it would be easier than he had thought. The four shillings threepence in his pocket felt very slender; whatever the publisher might want of
  reliable boys, he need not stay at it forever, but at the moment it would serve to support him.


  Before he got to Maiden Street he saw more of the city, for directions proved confusing. A British private sent him down William Street, but when he came to the broad thoroughfare he had seen
  yesterday a hawker told him he had come too far and sent him back up Stone Street to New. When he came to Maiden Street he reflected that in a place the size of New York it would be useful to have
  street names posted up where strangers could see themwhich admittedly would be little good to those who did not know their letters.


  The offices of the newspaper bore a sign over the entrance: THE NEW YORK COURIER, PUB. G. SHIELDS. It was an old building, narrow, of one story
  between two taller structures, one looking like a private residence, the other housing a milliner. Beyond the door it was plank-floored. A narrow counter ran half across the front, and an open door
  behind gave a glimpse of another room, barely furnished.


  A harried-looking bald man was bent over the counter, ruffling a pile of papers. He glanced up irritably at Bethunes entrance. Yes, yes, yes?


  Id like to see Mr. MacDonald, sir.


  Never here this time o day, said the bald manas if anyone should know that. Try the coffee house. Where? The Merchants, o course. He did
  not ask what was wanted of Mr. MacDonald or appear to connect Bethune with the advertisement.


  Bethune set off to find the Merchants Coffee House. This he discovered to be in Wall Street, only a couple of squares away; after even this short while he began to have some knowledge of
  the citys general plan. It lay in an elongated triangle, with water on two sides, and thus some streets ran straight while others crossed at odd angles or curved to meet still others. Wall
  Street was a street of shops and taverns, running toward the water; at the end of it he found the Merchants Coffee House, but paused outside to orient himself. Not far off was the wide
  throughfare running away at a slant; and over to the left he saw the roofs of taller buildings, one with a standard and colors over it to identify a military garrison.


  The Merchants House was a fairly new structure of stone and brick. Its wide, welcoming door gave on a square room with a large hearth, wooden tables, settles against the wall, high
  windows making pools of light and deep corners pools of shadow. It seemed a friendly place. A dozen men in groups sat about at the tables, waiters wandered to and fro, and there was a buzz of talk
  in the background. Bethune hesitated on the threshold, wondering if he would be expected to order something if he entered. He got the notice of a waiter.


  Im looking for Mr. MacDonald. Is he here?


  The waiter scarcely glanced at him, jerked his head.  Is reglar table, by the fust window.


  The man sitting alone at that table, with a pewter pot and cup before him and a pile of newspapers at his elbow, was perhaps forty. He was a small man, with lank black hair which had partly
  escaped from its queue ribbon, and thin, sardonic features. He was carelessly dressed in ill-fitting tan broadcloth, breeches and long coat, black hose wrinkled on thin legs, and neckcloth wrapped
  loosely; there was no hat beside him. He looked anything but prosperousor approachable.


  Bethune went over and stood beside the table. Mr. MacDonald?


  The man looked up from his newspaper. Well?


  They told me at the newspaper youd be here. I camethat is, I saw your advertisement in the paper, sir, I


  Advertisement! said MacDonald as if the word were new to him.


  Yes, sir, for boys. I


  Oh, that. He turned lively dark eyes on Bethune; they traveled up and down him, from the shabby shoes fresh-coated with New York dust to the cheaply tailored homespun breeches,
  plain shirt, and the coat beginning to be too tight across the shoulders. The advertisement! MacDonald ejaculated, and grinned. Gods teeth, I advertised for a boy, not
  the steeple of Trinity Church!


  Bethune felt himself reddening. I beg pardon, sir, I thought


  Here, said MacDonald. No matter, sit down. When did any last call me sir? Youre no New Yorker. Southerner by your talk. Describe yourself as a reliable
  boy?


  Well said Bethune. At the others imperative gesture he sat down in the chair opposite.


  Dont look much like it to me. Have some coffee? Ben! More coffee. May I know your name, sir? It was only faint mockery of Virginia manners.


  My names Bethune.


  MacDonald abruptly put down the pewter pot. Bethune! Now this is marvelousthis is portentous! But what does it portend?
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