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The action of this book takes place in the same period as that of The Wolves of Willoughby Chase: the reign of King James III, near the beginning of the nineteenth century, when England was still sadly plagued by wolves. A family tree of the Dukes of Battersea will be found on page 99.




1

On a fine warm evening in late summer, over a hundred years ago, a boy might have been seen leading a donkey across Southwark Bridge in the city of London. The boy, who appeared to be about fifteen, was bright-eyed and black-haired, and looked as if he had spent most of his life out of doors; he carried a knapsack, and wore rough, warm garments of frieze. Both boy and donkey seemed a little bewildered by the crowds round about them: the streets were thronged with people strolling in the sunshine after their day's work.


Halfway across the bridge the boy paused, took an extra turn of the donkey's halter round his wrist, and pulled out of his pouch a grubby and much-handled letter, which he proceeded to study.

"Come and stay with me for as long as you like, my dear Simon," he read, for the twentieth time. "I have lately moved from Park Lane to lodgings that are less expensive, but sufficiently comfortable and commodious for us both. I have two rooms on the top floor of this house, 
belongs to a Mr. and Mrs. Twite. The Twites are an unattractive family, but I see little enough of them. Moreover the windows command a handsome view of the river and St. Paul's Cathedral. I have spoken of you to Dr. Furnace, the Principal of the Art Academy in Chelsea where I sometimes study and he is willing to accept you as a pupil. Through my visits to this Academy I have made another most interesting acquaintance to whom I wish to introduce you. More of this when we meet. Yours, Gabriel Field, M.D. PS. Kindly remember me to Sir Willoughby and Lady Green, Miss Bonnie and Miss Sylvia Green, and all other friends in Yorkshire."


The letter was addressed from Rose Alley, Southwark, London.

The boy named Simon looked about him somewhat doubtfully and, after a moment's hesitation, accosted an elderly and rather frail-looking man with sparse locks who was walking slowly across the bridge.

"I wonder, sir," he said politely, "if you can direct me to Rose Alley? I believe it is not far from here."

The old man looked at him vaguely, stroking his beard with an unsteady hand.

"Rose Alley, now? Rose Alley, dear me? The name is indeed familiar..."

His hand stopped stroking and his eyes roamed vacantly past Simon. "Is that your beast?" he asked absently, his gaze lighting on the donkey. "Ah, I remember when I was a lad in the forest of Epping, I had a donkey; used to carry 
home bundles of firewood for a penny a load..." His voice trailed off.


"Rose Alley sir," Simon said gently. "I am searching for the lodgings of a Dr. Field."

"Dr. Field, my boy?"
 
"Yes, sir, Dr. Gabriel Field."

"That name, too, seems familiar. Dear me, now, dear me, was it Dr. Field who put the bread poultice on my knee?" He advanced his knee and stared at it, seeming mildly surprised to find that the bread poultice was no longer there with Dr. Field's bill attached to it.

Simon, watching him, had not noticed an extremely dirty urchin who had been hovering near them. This individual, a sharp-looking boy of eleven or twelve who seemed to be dressed in nothing but one very large pair of trousers (he had cut holes in the sides for his arms) now jostled against Simon, contriving at the same moment to tread on his toes, flip his nose, and snatch Dr. Field's letter out of his hand. He then ran off, singing in a loud, rude manner,


"Simple Simon came to town,

Riding on a moke.

Donkey wouldn't go,

Wasn't that a joke?"



"Hey!" shouted Simon angrily. How did the boy know his name? "Give back that letter!"


He started in pursuit, but the boy, thumbing his nose derisively, crumpled up the letter and tossed it over the rail into the water. Then he disappeared into the crowd.


"Eh, deary me," said the old man, sighing in a discouraged manner. "The young people grow rougher and ruder every day. Now, what was it you were saying, my boy? You wanted the address of a Dr. Poultice? A strange name, a strange name—very. So far as I know there's no Dr. Poultice in these parts."

"No, Dr. Field—Dr. Gabriel Field in Rose Alley," said Simon, still vainly trying to catch a glimpse of the boy.

"Dr. Alley? Never heard of him. Now when I was a lad in the forest of Epping there was a Dr. Marble..."

Simon saw that he would get no good out of the old man, so he thanked him politely and walked on across the bridge.

"Did I hear you say you wanted Rose Alley?" said a voice in his ear. He turned with relief and saw a smallish, brisk-looking woman with pale blue eyes and pale sandy hair and a bonnet that was most ingeniously ornamented with vegetables. A small bunch of carrots decorated the brim, a couple of lettuce-leaves curled up rakishly at one side, and a veritable diadem of radishes was twined tastefully round the back.

"Yes, Dr. Field's lodgings in Rose Alley," said Simon, relieved to find someone who looked able to answer his question, for, though the little woman's bonnet was eccentric, her mouth was decided and her eyes were very sharp.

"Don't know any Dr. Field but I can tell you the best 
way to get to Rose Alley" she said, and reeled off a set of directions so complicated that Simon had much ado to get them into his head. He thanked her and hurried on, repeating, "Two miles down Southwark Bridge Road, past the Elephant and Castle Inn, past Newington Butts, through Camberwell, then take a left turning and a right fork..."


But hey! he said to himself when he had gone half a mile, didn't Dr. Field say that from his window he had a view of the river Thames? And of St. Paul's Cathedral?

He turned round. St. Paul's Cathedral had been in view while he stood on Southwark Bridge. But now it was out of sight.

That woman must have been wrong, Simon thought, beginning to retrace his steps. She must have been thinking of some other Rose Alley. I'll go back until I am once more within sight of St. Paul's and the river, and ask somebody else. What a place this London is for confusion!

He presently reached the bridge once again, and this time was luckier in his adviser. A studious-looking young man with a bag of books said he was going to Rose Alley himself. He led Simon off the bridge around a couple of corners, and into a tiny cobbled lane giving directly onto the river front. There were but half a dozen tall, narrow, shabby houses on either side, and at the far end a patch of thistly grass sloped down to the water.

Simon had forgotten the number of the house where Dr. Field lodged, but when he asked which belonged to Mr. and Mrs. Twite the young man pointed to the last house on 
the right, Number Eight, which stood with its back to the bridge and its side to the river.


Simon tethered his donkey to some broken railings and knocked on the door, which was in need of a coat of paint.

For a long time there was no reply. He knocked again, louder. At that, a window flew open and a child's head popped out.

"There's nobody in but me," she snapped. "Whose donkey is that?"

"Mine. Is this the house of Mr. and Mrs. Twite?"

"Yes it is. I'm Miss Twite," the brat said with a haughty air. "What d'you want?"

"I'm looking for Dr. Field."

"There's no Dr. Field here. Can your donkey gallop? What's its name?"

"Caroline. Do you mean Dr. Field is out?" The child looked thoroughly unreliable and Simon was not sure whether to believe her.

"Can your donkey gallop?" she repeated.

"If you'll come down and answer the door I'll give you a ride on her," said Simon. She vanished like lightning and reappeared in the doorway. She was a shrewish-looking little creature of perhaps eight or nine, with sharp eyes of a pale washed-out blue and no eyebrows or eyelashes to speak of. Her straw-colored hair was stringy and sticky with jam and she wore a dirty satin dress two sizes too small for her.

"Is Dr. Field out? Do you know when he'll be back?" 
Simon said again.


She took no notice of his question but walked up to the donkey and untied it. "Lift me on its back," she ordered. Simon good-naturedly did so, urged the reluctant Caroline to a trot, and led her to the end of Rose Alley and back. Miss Twite hung on to the saddle with loud exclamations.

"Mind out! Not so fast, you're shaking me! She's bumping, make her slow down! Oo, your saddle's hard!"

When they arrived back at Number Eight she cried, "Give me another ride!"

"Not till you tell me when Dr. Field will be back."

"Don't know."

"Well, where are your father and mother?"

"They've gone to Vauxhall Gardens with Penny and Grandpa and Aunt Tinty and they won't be back till midnight past."

"Why aren't you with them?"

"Acos I threw Penny's hat on the fire," she said, bursting into giggles. "Oo, how they did scold! Pa walloped me with a slipper, leastways he tried to, and Ma said I mightn't go out, and Penny pinched me. Spiteful cat."

"Who's minding you?"

"I'm minding myself. Give me another ride!"

"Not just now. The donkey's tired, she and I have come all the way from Yorkshire this week. If you're good you shall have another ride later, perhaps." Simon was learning cunning. But Miss Twite looked at him with a knowing, weary eye and said, "Gammon! I know yer 'later perhaps!'"


"Would you like to give the donkey some carrots?" Simon said, visited with inspiration.


"Don't mind."

He pulled a handful of carrots out of the pannier and broke them up.

Miss Twite was delighted with the privilege of feeding Caroline, and almost shed her world-weary air. Seeing her absorbed, Simon quietly walked through the front door of the house and up a steep and dirty flight of stairs, past several landings. At the top of the house two doors faced one another. Simon remembered that Dr. Field had said there were two rooms; doubtless both of these were his. But no reply came from either door when he tapped; it appeared that the child had been speaking the truth and Dr. Field was indeed out.

It could surely do no harm to wait for him here, however, Simon thought. By this time he was decidedly fatigued, and a kitten, which had been asleep in his knapsack, at this moment woke up and mewed to be released.

Simon opened one of the doors and looked through into the room beyond.

As soon as he saw the window he recognized the view that Dr. Field had described—the river, and Southwark Bridge, and an expanse of mud gleaming pink in the sunset below the tethered barges. Beyond towered the dome of St. Paul's. But, strangely enough, the room, which had a faintly familiar smell, did not contain a single stick of furniture.

"Perhaps this room is for me and I am to buy my own 
things," Simon thought, and recrossed the landing, remembering with a grin Dr. Field's previous lodgings in Park Lane, where painting equipment, easels, palettes, and bottles of turpentine jostled pills and medicine phials, while a skeleton lounged on the sofa.


But the other room, too, was bare. It did contain a little furniture—a bed, table, and chair, and a worn strip of drugget on the floor. But there were no covers on the bed and it was plain that this room, too, was unoccupied.

Simon scratched his head. Could he have made a mistake? But no, Dr. Field had distinctly written "Mr. and Mrs. Twite, Rose Alley, Southwark," and here, sure enough, was the Twite house in Rose Alley. Here was the top room with the view of St. Paul's. The only thing lacking was Dr. Field himself. Perhaps he had not yet moved from his other lodgings? And yet Simon had received the letter with the new address a full two months ago, and had then written to Rose Alley saying when he proposed to arrive. Could something have changed or delayed the doctor's plans? Simon ran down the stairs again, resolved on trying to get a little more help from young Miss Twite.

He arrived none too soon for poor Caroline. Having finished the carrots—Simon observed traces of carrot on the child's face and deduced that the donkey had not received a full ration—Miss Twite had contrived to clamber onto Caroline's back from the railings. Using a rusty old umbrella she was urging the donkey at a fast trot along Rose Alley.

Simon ran after them and grabbed the bridle.

"You little wretch!" he remarked. "Didn't you hear me 
say Caroline was tired?"


"Fiddlesticks!" said Miss Twite. "There's plenty of go in her yet." She raised the umbrella, and Simon twitched it neatly out of her hand.

"So there would be in you if I beat you with an umbrella."

"Are you going to? I'll tell my Pa if you do!" Miss Twite eyed him alertly.

Simon couldn't help laughing, she looked so like an ugly, scrawny little bird, ready to hop out of the way if danger threatened. He led Caroline back to her pasturage and dumped Miss Twite on the steps of Number Eight.

"Now then, tell me once and for all—where is Dr. Field?"

"What Dr. Field? I don't know any Dr. Field!"
 
"You said just now he was out."

"I only said that to get a ride," said Miss Twite, bursting into a fit of laughter and throwing herself from side to side in the ecstasy of her amusement. "I've never met Dr. Field in my life."

"But he was going to move here—I'm almost sure he did move here," said Simon, remembering the words in the doctor's letter—"The Twites are an unattractive family but I see little enough of them"—didn't that sound as if he were already moved in? And this specimen of the Twite family was unattractive enough, heaven knows!

"There's no Dr. Field living here and never has been," said the child definitely.

"Who lives in your top rooms?"


"They're empty."


"Are you sure Dr. Field isn't coming soon?"

"I tell you, no!" She stamped her foot. "Stop talking about Dr. Field! Can I have another ride?"

"No, you cannot," said Simon, exasperated. He wondered what he had better do.

If only Mr. or Mrs. Twite were here, they might be able to throw some light on this puzzling situation.

"Is that a kitty in your knapsack?" said Miss Twite. "Why do you keep it there? Let it out. Let me see it!"

"If I let you see it," said Simon cautiously, "will you let me stay the night? I could sleep in your top room. I'll pay you of course," he added quickly.

She hesitated, chewing a strand of her stringy hair. "Dunno what Ma or Pa would say. They might beat me. And what 'bout the donkey? Where'll she go?"

"I'll find a place for her." There was a row of little shops round the corner, greengrocer's, butcher's, dairy—Simon thought it probable that he could find lodgings for Caroline behind one of them. He was not going to risk leaving her tethered in the street with this child about.

"Will you promise to give me another ride tomorrow?"

"Yes."

"But Pa only lets by the week," she said swiftly. "It's twelve-and-six the week, boots and washing extry, and a shilling a day fires in winter. If you stayed the week you could give me a ride every day."

"All right, you little madam," said Simon, rapidly reckoning how long his small stock of money would last.


"Hand over the twelve-and-six, then."


"Not likely! I'll give that to your father."

She accepted this defeat with a grin and said, "Show me the kitty, then."

"First I want to buy some food and find a place for the donkey. You'd better be putting sheets on the bed." Miss Twite made a grimace but trailed indoors, leaving the front door ajar.

When he had bought milk and eggs at the dairy Simon arranged to stable Caroline with the milk roundsman's pony for half a crown a week, this sum to be reduced if she was ever borrowed for the milk deliveries. Simon was not quite satisfied with this arrangement—the sour-looking dairywoman had too strong a resemblance to young Miss Twite for his taste and he wondered if they were related—but it would do for the time.

He purchased a quantity of cold ham and a loaf of bread and then returned to Rose Alley where the door still stood open.

Surprisingly enough, young Miss Twite had taken a pair of sheets and blankets up to the top room and was rather carelessly throwing them over the bed.

"Now let's see the kitty," she said.

Simon's kitten was equally eager to be let out from its traveling-quarters, and gave a mighty stretch before mewing loudly for bread and milk.

"I suppose you're hungry too," Simon said, noticing Miss Twite's hopeful looks at the loaf.

"Aren't I jist? Ma said I was to miss my dinner on 
account of burning Penny's hat—spiteful thing."


"Who's Penny?" Simon asked, cutting her a slice.

"My sister. Oo, she's a horrible girl. She's sixteen. Her real name's Pen-el-o-pe." She mouthed it out disgustedly.

"What's yours?"

"Dido."

"I never heard that name before."

"It's after a barge. So's Penny's. Can I have another bit?"

He gave her another, noticing that she had already eaten most of the ham.

"Can I take the kitty down and play in the street?"

"No, I'm going to bed now, and so's the kitty. Tell your father that I've taken the room for a week and I'm waiting for Dr. Field."

"I tell you," she said, turning in the doorway for emphasis, "there ain't any Dr. Field. There never has been any Dr. Field."

Simon shrugged and waited till she had gone. Then he went across into the room that faced onto the river and stared out of the window. It was nearly dark by now, and the opposite bank glittered with lights, some low down by the water, some high up on St. Paul's. Barges glided upstream with the tide, letting out mournful hoots. Dr. Field had been here, Dr. Field had seen this view. Dr. Field must be somewhere. But where?





Simon soon went to sleep, though the mattress was hard and the bedding scanty. At about one in the morning, however, he and the kitten, who was asleep on his chest, 
were awakened by very loud singing and the slamming of several doors downstairs.


Presently as the singer apparently mounted several flights of stairs, the words of the song could be distinguished:


"My Bonnie lies over the North Sea,

My Bonnie lies over in Hanover,

My Bonnie lies over the North Sea
 
Oh, why won't they bring that young man over?
 
Bring back, bring back,
 
Oh, bring back my Georgie to me, to me..."



Simon realized that the singer must be one of the Georgians, or Hanoverians as they were sometimes called, who wanted to dethrone King James and bring back the pretender, young Prince George of Hanover. He couldn't help wondering if the singer were aware of his rashness in thus making known his political feelings, for, since the long and hard-fought Hanoverian wars had secured King James III on the throne, the mood of the country was strongly anti-Georgian and anybody who proclaimed his sympathy for the pretender was liable to be ducked in the nearest horse-pond, if not haled off to the Tower for treason.

"Abednego!" cried a sharp female voice. "Abednego, will you hold your hush this instant! Hold your hush and come downstairs—I've your nightcap a-warming and a hot salamander in the bed—and besides, you'll wake the 
neighbors!"


"Neighbors be blowed!" roared the voice of the singer. "What do I care about the neighbors? I need solitude. I need to commune with Nature. I'm going to sleep up in the top room—mind I'm not called in the morning till eleven past when you can bring me a mug of warm ale and a piece of toast."

The steps came, very unsteadily up the last flight of stairs. The kitten prudently retired under the bed just before the door burst open and a man lurched into the room.

He carried a candle which, after several false tries, he succeeded in placing on the table, muttering to himself, "Cursed Picts and Jacobins! They've moved it again. Every time I leave the house those Picts and Jacobins creep in and shift the furniture."

He turned toward the bed and for the first time saw Simon sitting up and staring at him.

"A Pict!" he shrieked. "Help! Ella! There's a Pict got into the house! Bring the poker and the ax! Quick!"

"Don't talk fiddlesticks," the lady called up the stairs. "There's nothing up top that shouldn't be there—as I should know. Didn't I scrub up there with Bath brick for days together? I'll Pict you!"

"Are you Mr. Twite?" Simon said, hoping to reassure the man.

"Ella! It speaks! It's a Pict and it speaks!"
 
"Hold your hush or I'll lambast you with the salamander!" she shouted.


But as the man made no attempt to hold his hush but continued to shriek and to beseech Ella to bring the poker and the ax, there came at length the sound of more feet on the stairs and a lady entered the room carrying, not the ax, but a warming pan filled with hot coals, which she shook threateningly.


"Come along down this minute, Abednego, or I'll give you such a rousting!" she snapped, and then she saw Simon. Her mouth and eyes opened very wide, and she almost dropped the warming pan, but, retaining her hold on it, shortened her grip and advanced toward the bed in a very intimidating manner.

"And who might you be?" she said.

"If you please, ma'am, my name is Simon, and I rented your top rooms from your daughter Dido this evening—if you're Mrs. Twite, that is?" Simon said.

"I'm Mrs. Twite, all right," she said ominously. "And what's more, I'm the one that lets rooms in this house, and so I'll tell that young good-for-nothing baggage. Renting room to all and sundry! We might have been murdered in our beds!"

Simon reflected that it looked much more as if he would be the one to be murdered in his bed. Mrs. Twite was standing beside the bed with the warming pan held over him menacingly; at any moment, it seemed, she might drop the whole panful of hot coals on his legs.

She was a large, imposing woman, with a quantity of gingerish fair hair all done up in curlpapers so that her head was a strange and fearsome shape.


In order to show his good intentions as quickly as possible Simon got out his money, which he had stowed under the pillow, and offered Mrs. Twite five half crowns.


"I understand the room is twelve-and-six a week," he said.

"Boots and washing extra!" she snapped, her eyes going as sharp as bradawls at sight of the money. "And it'll be another half crown for arriving at dead of night and nearly frightening Mr. Twite into convulsions. And even then I'm not sure the room's free. What do you say, Mr. Twite?"

Mr. Twite had calmed down as soon as his lady entered, and had wandered to a corner where he stood balancing himself alternately on his toes and his heels, singing in a plaintive manner,


"Picts and pixies, come and stay, come and stay,

Come, come, and pay, pay, pay."



When his wife asked his opinion he answered, "Oh, very well, my dear, if he has money he can stay, I've no objection if you are satisfied. What is a Pict or two under one's roof, to be sure?"

Simon handed over the extra half crown and was just about to raise the matter of Dr. Field when Mr. Twite burst into song again (to the tune, this time, of "I Had a Good Home and I Left") and caroled,


"A Pict, a Pict, she rented the room to a Pict,

And I think she ought to be kicked."




"Come along, my dove," he said, interrupting himself, "the Pict wants to get some sleep and I'm for the downy myself." Picking up the candle he urged his wife to the door.


"I thought you wanted to commune with Nature," she said acidly, pocketing the money.

"Nature will have to wait till the morning," Mr. Twite replied, with a magnificent gesture toward the window which had the unfortunate effect of blowing out the candle. The Twites made their way downstairs by the glow of the warming pan.

Simon and the kitten settled to sleep once more and there were no further disturbances.



2

When Simon woke next morning he lay for a few minutes wondering where he was. It seemed strange to wake in a bed, in a room, in the middle of a city. He was used to waking in a cave in the woods, or, in summer, to sleeping out under the trees, being roused by the birds to lie looking up at the green canopy overhead. He felt uneasy so far away from the grass and trees of the forest home where he had lived for the past five years.


Outside, in the street, he could hear wheels and voices; the kitten was awake and mewing for its breakfast. After Simon had fed it the last of the milk he wandered across the landing to the empty room and gazed out of the window. The tide was nearly full, and the Thames was a bustle of activity. Simon watched the shipping, absorbed, until a whole series of church clocks striking culminated in the solemn boom of St. Paul's itself, and reminded him that he could not stand here all day gazing while time slipped by. It was still needful to discover Dr. Field's whereabouts, and to earn some money.


Kind, wealthy Sir Willoughby Green, who had befriended Simon in Yorkshire, had offered to pay his art-school fees, but Simon had no intention of being beholden if he could avoid it, and proposed to look for work which would provide enough money for his tuition as well as food and rent. He had a considerable fund of quiet pride, and had purposely waited to leave Willoughby Chase until the Green family was away on a visit. Thus he had been spared a sad farewell, and had also avoided the risk of hurting Sir Willoughby's feelings by refusing the money which he knew that liberal-hearted gentleman would have pressed on him.


Munching a piece of bread, Simon tucked the kitten into the bosom of his frieze jacket; then he ran softly downstairs. The house was silent—evidently the Twites were still asleep. Simon resolved that he would not wait till they woke to question them about Dr. Field, but would go to the Academy of Art which he was to attend—where Dr. Field also studied—to ask for the doctor's address. Unfortunately Simon did not know the name of the academy, but he remembered that it was in Chelsea.

He stole past the closed doors of the Twites, resolving that when he returned in the evening he would move the furniture from the room where he had slept into the one overlooking the river; it had a pleasanter view, and appeared to be in a superior state of cleanliness.

Opening the front door Simon found Dido Twite sitting on the front steps, kicking her heels discontentedly. She was wearing the same stained dress that she had had on 
yesterday, and did not appear to have washed her face or brushed her hair since Simon had last seen her.


"Hallo!" she said alertly. "Where are you going?"

"Out," said Simon. He had no intention of retailing all his doings to her and having them discussed by the Twite family.

Dido's face fell. "What about my donkey ride?" she said, looking at him from under where her brows would have been had she had any.

Although she was an unattractive brat, she had such a forlorn, neglected air that Simon's heart softened. "All right," he said, "I'll get Caroline and give you a ride if you'll do something for me while I'm fetching her."

"What?" said Dido suspiciously.

"Wash your face." He went whistling up the street.

After he had given Dido her ride he asked, "What time is your father likely to get up?"

"Not till noon—perhaps not till three or four. Pa works evenings and sleeps all day—if Penny or I wake him he throws his hoboy at us."

Simon could not imagine what a hoboy might be, but it seemed plain that no information was to be had from Mr. Twite until the evening.

"Well, good-by. I'll see you when I come home. What do you do with yourself all day? Do you go to school?"

"No," she said peevishly. "Sometimes Pa teaches me the hoboy or Aunt Tinty sets me sums. Uncle Buckle used to teach me but he doesn't any more. Mostly I does tasks for Ma—peel the spuds, sweep the stairs, stoke the furnace—"


"Furnace!" exclaimed Simon. "That was the name!"

 
"What name?"

"Oh, nothing that concerns you. The principal of the art academy where I am to learn painting."

He had thrown the information over his shoulder as he walked away not thinking that it could be of any possible interest to Dido Twite. He would have been surprised to see the sudden flash of alert calculation in her eyes.

Simon asked his way through the streets till he reached Chelsea—no very great distance, as it proved. Here he inquired of a man in the uniform of a beadle where he would find an academy of art presided over by a Dr. Furnace.

The beadle scratched his head.

"Dr. Furnace?" he said. "Can't say as I recall the name."

Simon's heart sank. Was Dr. Furnace to prove as elusive as Dr. Field? But then the beadle turned and shouted, "Dan!" to a man who was just emerging from an arched gateway leading a horse and gaily painted dust-cart with a cracked wheel.

"Hallo?" replied this man. "What's the row?"

"Young cove here wants Furnace's Art Academy. Know what he means?"

Both men turned and stared at Simon. The man called Dan, who was dressed in moleskin clothes from cap to leggings, slowly chewed a straw to its end, spat, and then said, "Furnace's Academy? Ah. I know what he means. He means Rivière's."

"Ah," said the beadle wisely. "That's what you mean, 
me boy. You means Rivière's."


"Is that far from here?" said Simon, his hopes rising.

"Matter o' ten minutes' walk," said Dan. "Going that way meself. I'll take you."

"Thank you, sir."

They strolled off, Dan leading the horse.

"I'm going to me brother-in-law's," he explained. "Does the smithying and wheelwrighting for the parish. Nice line o' business."

Simon was interested. He had worked for a blacksmith himself and knew a fair amount about the wheelwright's trade.

"There must be plenty of customers for a wheelwright in London," he said, looking about him. "I've never seen so many different kinds of carriages before. Where I come from it's mostly closed coaches and farm carts."

"Countryfied sort o' stuff," said Dan pityingly. "No art in it—and mind you, there's a lot of art in the coachmaker's trade. You get the length without the 'ighth, it looks poky and old-fashioned, to my mind, but, contrariwise, you get the 'ighth without enough body and it looks a reg'lar hurrah's-nest. Now there's a lovely bit o' bodywork—see that barouche coming along—the plum-colored one with the olive-drab outwork? Ah, very racy, that is—Duke o' Battersea's trot-box; know it well. Seen it at me brother-in-law's for repair: cracked panel."

Simon turned and saw an elegantly turned-out vehicle in which was seated an elderly lady dressed in the height of fashion with waterfalls of diamonds ornamenting her 
apple-peel satin gown, and a tremendous ostrich-plume headdress. She was accompanied by a pretty young girl who held a reticule, two billiard cues, a large shopping basket, and a small spaniel.


"Why!" Simon exclaimed. "That's Sophie!"

His voice rang across the street and the young girl turned her head sharply. But just then a high closed carriage came between Simon and the barouche and, a succession of other traffic following after, no second view of the girl could be obtained.

"I know that girl! She's a friend of mine!" Simon said, overjoyed. He looked at Dan with shining eyes.

"Ah. Duchess's lady's-maid, maybe? Nice-looking young gel. Very good position—good family to work for. Duke very affable sort o' gentleman—when he comes out o' those everlasting experiments of his. Bugs, chemicals, mice—queer setout for a lord. But his lady's a proper lady, so I've been told. O' course young Lord Bakerloo ain't up to much."

"Where does he live—the Duke of Battersea?" asked Simon, who had not been paying much attention.

"Battersea Castle o' course—when the family's in London. Places in the country too, nat'rally. Dorset, Yorkshire—that where you met the gel? Now, here's me brother-in-law's establishment, and, down by the river, that big place with the pillars is Rivière's."

Dan's brother-in-law's place was almost as impressive as the art academy beyond. Inside the big double gates (over which ran the legend "Cobb's Coaches," in gold) was a 
wide yard containing every conceivable kind of coach, carriage, phaeton, barouche, landau, chariot, and curricle, in every imaginable state of disrepair. A shed at the side contained a forge, with bellows roaring and sparks blowing, while elsewhere lathes turned, carpenters hammered, and chips flew.


"Do you suppose I could get work here?" Simon asked impulsively. "Of an evening—when I've finished at the academy?"

"No 'arm in asking, is there? Always plenty to do at Sam Cobb's, that I do know. Depends what you can do, dunnit?"

Dan led his dust-cart through the gates and then lifted up his voice and bawled, "Sam!"

A large, cheerful man came toward them.

"Why, bless me!" he exclaimed. "If it's not old Dan back again. I don't know what you do to your cart, Dan, I don't indeed. I believe it's fast driving. I believe you're out of an evening carriage-racing on the Brighton Road. You can't expect the parish dust-carts to stand up to it, Dan, no you can't, me boy."

Dan took these pleasantries agreeably, and asked after his sister Flossie. Then he said, "Here's a young cove, Sam, as wants a bit of evening work. Any use to you?"

"Any use to me?" said Mr. Cobb, summing up Simon with a shrewd but friendly eye. "Depends what he can do, eh? Looks a well-set-up young 'un. What can you do, young 'un? Can you carpenter?"
 
"Yes," said Simon.


"Done any blacksmith's work?"

 
"Yes," said Simon.
 
"Used to horses?"
 
"Yes," said Simon.

"Ever tried your hand at ornamental painting?" said Mr. Cobb, gesturing toward a little greengrocer's cart, newly and beautifully ornamented with roses and lettuces. "This sort o' thing? Or emblazoning?" He waved at a carriage with a coat-of-arms on the panel.

"I can paint a bit," said Simon. "That's why I've come to London—to study painting."

"Proper all-rounder, ennee?" said Mr. Cobb, rolling his eyes in admiration.

"You'd best take him on, Sam, then you'll be able to retire," Dan remarked.

"Well, I like a young 'un who has confidence in hisself, I like a bit o' spunk. And dear knows there's plenty of work. Tell you what, young 'un, you come round here this evening, fiveish, and I'll see what you can do. Agreeable?"

"Very thank you sir," Simon answered cheerfully. "And thank you, for setting me on my way," he said to Dan, who winked at him in a friendly manner.

"Good-by, young 'un. Now then, Dan," said Mr. Cobb, "it's early, to be sure, but there's such a nip in the air these misty mornings; what do you say to a little drop of Organ-Grinder's Oil?"

***


Simon felt somewhat nervous, as he approached the academy, but was encouraged to find that on a nearer view it presented a less imposing aspect. Some ingenious spirit had hit on the notion of suspending clotheslines between the Grecian columns supporting the roof, and from these dangled a great many socks, shirts, and other garments, while all round the marble fountain in front of the academy knelt or squatted young persons of both sexes busily engaged in washing various articles of apparel.


Simon approached a young man who was scrubbing a pair of red socks with a bar of yellow soap, and said, "Can you tell me, please, where I shall find Dr. Furnace?"

The young man rinsed his socks, held them up, sniffed them, glanced at the sun, and said, "About ten o'clock, is it? He'll be having breakfast. In his room on the first floor."

He sniffed his socks again, remarked that they still smelt of paint, and set to rubbing them once more.

Simon walked on, wondering if the young man kept his paints in his socks. In the doorway a sudden recollection hit him. Paint! That was the smell that had seemed so familiar in the top front room at Mrs. Twite's. Of course it was paint! Then—Simon stopped, assailed by suspicion—was that why Mrs. Twite had been scrubbing with Bath brick? To remove the smell of paint? Why?

Pondering this, Simon sat down on the first convenient object he found—a stone statue of a lion, half finished—to unravel the matter a little further.

Dido said Dr. Field had not been at the Twites'. But the 
rooms were as he had described them, the address was as he had given it, and the room smelt of paint, which suggested that he had occupied it.


Perhaps, Simon thought, perhaps he had fallen out with the Twites—had had something stolen, or found the house too dirty, or objected to being woken at one in the morning by Hanoverian songs. He had complained, taken his leave, and moved away. The Twites, annoyed at losing a lodger, had contrived an elaborate pretense that no Dr. Field had ever lived with them...

Somehow Simon found it hard to believe this. For one thing, Dr. Field was far from fussy, and, provided he was furnished with privacy and a good light for painting, was unlikely to object if his neighbors practiced cannibalism or played the bass drum all day so long as they let him alone. And, secondly why should the Twites bother to make such a pretense about a trivial matter? Haifa dozen people, neighbors, patients, local tradesmen, would be able to give their story the lie.

Then it occurred to Simon that he had not yet heard what Mr. or Mrs. Twite had to say; he had only had Dido's version. Perhaps the whole mystery was just her nonsense, and when he got back that night he would be handed a piece of paper with Dr. Field's address on it.

Cheered by this reasonable notion, Simon stood up and crossed the entrance hall. A large double flight of marble stairs faced him, and between them stood a statue of a man in a huge wig, dressed in knee breeches and a painter's smock. He held a marble paintbrush and was engaged in 
painting a marble picture on a marble easel. The back of the easel bore an inscription:



MARIUS RIVIÈRE

1759–1819

FOUNDED THIS ACADEMY



Simon noticed, when he was high enough up the stairs to be able to look over the marble gentleman's shoulder, that someone had painted a picture of a pink pig wearing a blue bow on the marble canvas.

Opposite the top of the stairs he saw a door labeled "Principal." Rather timidly he knocked on it, and an impatient voice shouted, "Alors—entrez!"

Walking in, Simon found himself in a medium-sized room that was overpoweringly warm and smelt strongly of garlic and coffee and turpentine. The warmth came from two braziers full of glowing charcoal, on one of which a kettle steamed briskly. The room was so untidy—littered with stacks of canvases, baskets of fruit, wood carvings, strings of onions hanging from the ceiling, easels with pictures on them, statues—that at first Simon did not see the little man who had told him to come in. But after a moment the same irascible voice said, "Eh bien! Shut the door, if you please and declare yourself!"

"Are—are you Dr. Furnace, please, sir?" Simon said hesitantly.

"Furrneaux, if you please, Furrneaux—I cannot endure the English pronunciation."


Dr. Furnace or Furrneaux was hardly more than three feet six inches high, and extraordinarily whiskery. As he rose up from behind his desk he reminded Simon irresistibly of a prawn. His whiskers waved, his hands waved, a pair of snapping black eyes took in every inch of Simon from his dusty shoes to the kitten's face poking inquisitively out of his jacket.


"And so, and so?" Dr. Furrneaux said impatiently. "Who may you be?"

"If you please, sir, my name is Simon, and I believe Dr. Field spoke about me—"

"Ah, yes, Gabriel Field. A boy named Simon. Attendez—"

Dr. Furrneaux waved his antennae imperatively, darted over to a cupboard, returned with a coffeepot, tipped coffee into it from a blue paper bag, poured in hot water, produced cups from a tea chest and sugar from another blue paper bag.

"Now we wait a moment. A boy named Simon, yes. Gabriel Field mentioned you, yes. In a moment I shall see what you can do. You are hungry?" he said, looking sternly at Simon. "Take the bread off that brazier—zere, blockhead!—and find some plates and some butter. In ze brown jar, of course!" as Simon, bewildered, looked uncertainly about him. The brown earthenware jar resembled something from The Arabian Nights and could easily have held Ali Baba and a couple of thieves.

"So, now we eat," said Dr. Furrneaux, breaking eight inches off a loaf shaped like a rolling pin and handing it to Simon. "I will pour ze coffee in a moment. Tell me about 
my good friend Dr. Gabriel Field—how is it wiss him?"


"Dr. Field?" Simon stammered, absently taking a large bite of the crisp bread which flew into crumbs all round him, "but—haven't you seen him? I thought he would be here."

"Not since my jour-de-fête in July," said Dr. Furrneaux, carefully pouring coffee into two cups and handing one to Simon.

"But then, but—"

"He said you were to live wiss him. Are you not, then?"
 
"He seems to have moved. He is not at the address he sent—"

"Chose assez étonnante," Dr. Furrneaux muttered to himself. "Can Dr. Field be in debt? Escaping his creditors? Or in prison? He would have told me..."

"He wrote inviting me to come and live with him, sir," Simon said. "He would have said if he was planning to move—"

"Well, no doubt he has been called away on ze private affairs. He will return. One sing is certain, he will come back here. Now, you have eaten? Ze little one, he has eaten too?" Dr. Furrneaux nodded benevolently at the kitten which was licking up some crumbs of bread and butter from the dusty floor. "It is well. To work, zen! I wish to see you draw." He handed Simon a stick of charcoal.

"Yes, sir." Simon took the charcoal with a trembling hand. "Wh-where shall I draw?"

Dr. Furneaux's whiskered gaze roved round the room. There was not a clean canvas nor an empty space in it. 
"Draw on zat wall," the doctor said, waving at the wall to his right, which was invitingly bare and white.


"All over it, sir?"

"Of course."

"What shall I draw?"

"Oh—anysing you have seen in ze last few days."

As usual when Simon started drawing, he was rapt away into a world of his own. People knocked and entered and consulted Dr. Furrneaux, waited for assistance, went away again; some of them stared at Simon, others took no notice. Dr. Furrneaux himself came and went darting out to conduct a class, or back to criticize the efforts of a private pupil. At intervals he made more coffee, from time to time offered a cup of it—or a piece of bread, apple, grape, or sausage—to Simon. He ignored Simon's work, preferring, apparently, to wait till it was finished.

Toward noon a boy a little younger than Simon came in escorted by a tall, thin man.

"Mon dieu!" Dr. Furrneaux groaned to himself at sight of them. Then he stood up and waved them forward.

"My dear young Justin—my dearest friend's grandson! And the sage Mr. Buckle. Enchanté de vous voir. Mr. Buckle—do yourself ze kindness to sit down. Let us see what you have been working at ziss week, my dear Justin."

The boy did not speak, but hunched his shoulders and looked depressed, while the man addressed as Mr. Buckle—a sandy-haired, pale-eyed individual dressed in rusty black—laid a small pile of drawings on the desk.

Neither the man nor the boy took any notice of Simon, 
who observed that the boy looked positively ill with apprehension as Dr. Furrneaux examined his work. He was a sickly-looking lad, very richly dressed, but the olive-green velvet of his jacket went badly with his pale, spotty cheeks, and the plumed hat which he had taken off revealed lank, stringy hair.


It was plain that he wished himself a thousand miles away.

Dr. Furrneaux looked slowly and carefully through the pile of drawings. Once or twice he seemed about to burst out with some remark, but restrained himself; when he reached the last, however, his feelings became too much for him and he exploded with rage.

"How can you, how can you bring such stuff to show to me, Jean-Jacques Furrneaux, Principal of ze Rivière Academie? Zis, zis is what I sink of zese abominable drawings!"

With considerable difficulty he tore the whole batch across and across, scattering pieces of paper all about him, his whiskers quivering, his eyes snapping with rage. Although so small, he was a formidable spectacle. The boy, Justin, seemed ready to melt into the ground with terror as bits of paper flew like autumn leaves. Simon watched with awe and apprehension. If Dr. Furrneaux was so severe with a familiar pupil, grandson of an old friend, what was his own reception likely to be?

The only person who thoroughly enjoyed the scene was the kitten, who darted out and chased the fluttering scraps of paper around Dr. Furneaux's feet. The sight of him 
appeared to calm the fiery little principal. He stopped hissing and stamping, stared at the kitten, snapped his fingers, took several deep breaths, and walked briskly two or three times up and down the room, neatly avoiding all the obstacles. At last he said, "I have been too harsh. I do not mean to alarm you, my dear boy. No, no, I hope I treat my best friend's grandson better zan zat. But zere must, zere must be a painter hidden in ze grandson of Marius Rivière. We shall wr-rrench him out, n'est-ce-pas? Now—you shall draw somesing simple—"


His eye roamed about the room and lit on the kitten. "You shall draw zat cat! Of the most simple, no? Here—" He swept everything, plates, bread, papers, and ink off his desk in disorder, found a stack of clean paper, and beckoned to Justin. "Here, my dear boy. Here is charcoal, here is crayon. Now—draw! I shall return in two hours' time. Come, my dear Mr. Buckle, Justin will be easier if we leave him alone."

He took the arm of Mr. Buckle, who moved reluctantly toward the door.

"Who is that?" he asked sourly, pointing to the legs of Simon, who was lying on his stomach behind the Arabian Nights jar, drawing cobblestones.

"Zat?" Dr. Furrneaux shrugged. "Nobody. A boy from nowhere. He will not disturb Justin—his mind is engr-rossed in drawing."

The door closed behind them.

Simon felt sorry for Justin—it seemed unreasonable to expect the boy to be a painter just because his grandfather 
had been one and founded the Academy. People, surely did not always take after their grandfathers? Perhaps I'm lucky, Simon thought for the first time, not to know who my parents or grandparents were.


After working diligently for another half hour he stood up and stretched, to rest his cramped muscles. The kitten greeted him with a loud squeak of pleasure and ran up his leg. But the boy Justin took no notice—he was sitting at the desk, slumped forward with his face in his hands, the picture of dejection. He had not even started to draw.

"I say, cheer up," Simon said sympathetically. "It can't be as bad as that, surely?"

Justin hunched one shoulder away from him.

"Oh, you're all right," he said with the rudeness of misery. "Nobody cares how you draw. But just because my grandfather was a painter and started this place, everyone expects me to be wonderful. Why should I learn to paint? I'm going to be a duke. Dukes don't paint."

"I say, are you though?" Simon said with interest. "I've never met a duke."

"And I daresay you never will," Justin said listlessly. Just at that moment the kitten climbed across from Simon's leg to the desk and began playing with a ball of charcoal eraser. Justin made a rather hopeless attempt at sketching it, but it would not oblige him by staying still, and, after jabbing a few crude scrawls, he exclaimed furiously, "Oh, curse and confound the little brute!" and hurled the charcoal across the room. The kitten sat down at once and stared at him with large reproving eyes.


"Quick, now's your chance while he's still," Simon urged encouragingly. "Try again."


"I can't draw live things!" snapped Justin. "A kitten hasn't any shape, it's all fuzzy!" He angrily scribbled a matchstick cat—four legs, two ears, and a tail—then rubbed it out with his fist and drew the same fist over his eyes, leaving a damp, charcoaly smear on his cheek.

"No," said Simon patiently, "look at the kitten, look at its shape and then draw that—never mind if what you draw doesn't look like a cat. Here—" He picked up another bit of charcoal and, without taking the tip off the paper, quickly drew an outline—quite carelessly, it seemed, but Justin gasped as the shape of the kitten fairly leaped out of the paper. "I could never do that," he said with grudging admiration.

"Yes you could—try!"

Advising, coaxing, half guiding Justin's hand, Simon made him produce a rough, free drawing which was certainly a great deal better than his previous work.

"You ought to feel the kitten all over," Simon suggested. "Feel the way its bones go. It looks fluffy but it's not like a wig—it has a hard shape under the fur."

"I shall never be able to draw," Justin said pettishly. "Why should I? It's not my nature. Besides, it's not the occupation of a gentleman."

Simon opened his eyes wide.

"But drawing is one of the best things in the world! I can't think how you can live in London and not want to draw! Everything is so beautiful and so interesting I could 
be drawing forever. And it is so useful; it helps you to remember what you have seen."


He glanced toward his own picture on the wall and Justin's eyes followed listlessly. Not much was visible from where they stood, but a face could be seen, and Justin said at once, "Why, that's Dido Twite."

"Do you know her?" Simon was a little surprised that a future duke should be acquainted with such a guttersnipe.

"Buckle, my tutor, used to lodge with her family and we called there once," Justin said indifferently. "I thought her a vilely impertinent brat."

"I lodge there now," Simon explained.

"Will you help me some more?" Justin said. "I expect old Fur-nose may come back soon."

The kitten had settled again, and Simon helped Justin with more sketches.

"Don't rely on how you think it ought to look," he repeated patiently, over and over. "Ask your eyes and make them tell your hand—look, his legs bend this way, not the way you have them—" and, as Justin rubbed out his line and obediently redrew it, he asked, "Why did your tutor leave the Twite house? Where is he living now?"

"With me, at Battersea Castle," Justin said, bored. "My uncle (he's my guardian; my parents are dead) he arranged it. I'd been doing lessons with Buckle in the mornings, but now he lives in and works as my uncle's steward too, and I have him on top of me all day long, prosing and preaching about my duty as a future duke, and I hate it, hate it, hate it!"


He jabbed his charcoal angrily at the paper and it snapped. Simon was disappointed. He had hoped the reason why Buckle left the Twite household might give him some clue as to Dr. Field's departure. He was about to put a further question when they heard voices outside. With a hasty gesture Justin waved him back to his corner behind the big jar and laid a finger on his lips. The door opened and Dr. Furrneaux burst in briskly whiskers waving.


"Eh bien, well, let us see how you have been getting on!" he demanded, bustling around the desk to look at Justin's drawings.

"Pas mal!" he declared. "Pas mal du tout! You see-when you work wiss your head and do not merely s-scamp through ze drawing, all comes different! Ziss here, and ziss"—he poked at the sketches—"is a r-r-real artist's line. Here, not so good." Justin met his eyes nervously. "I am please wiss you, my boy, very please. Now I wish you to do some painting."

Justin turned pale at the idea, but Mr. Buckle, who had followed Dr. Furrneaux into the room, interposed hastily, "I am afraid that won't be possible today, Dr. Furrneaux. His Grace the Duke is expecting Lord Bakerloo to meet him at three on His Grace's barge to view the Chelsea Regatta."

"Barges—regattas," Dr. Furrneaux grumbled, "a true painter does not sink of anysing but painting! Eh bien, be off, zen, if you muss, but bring me more drawings—more, more!—and better zan zese, next time you come."

Justin and Mr. Buckle nipped quickly out of the room almost before Dr. Furrneaux had finished speaking. The little principal sat down at his desk, sighing heavily like a grampus.


Then the kitten, who had been investigating a dangling string of onions, managed to dislodge the whole lot and bring them crashing down onto himself. He bounded away, stiff-legged with fright. Simon burst out laughing.

"Tiens!" declared Dr. Furrneaux. "It is ze doctor's boy. I had forgotten you, mon gars. Voyons, what have you been doing all zis time?"

Simon scrambled up, dusting charcoal from his knees, and Dr. Furrneaux picked his way through the furniture until he could survey the whole drawing, which now occupied about seven square feet. Simon tried in vain to make out the doctor's reactions from his expression. Dr. Furrneaux looked at the picture carefully for about five minutes without saying a word; sometimes he scrutinized some detail with his whiskers almost touching the charcoal, sometimes he stepped back as far as possible to observe the picture from a distance.

Simon had drawn several scenes, one in front of the other. In the foreground was Dido Twite, perched on the donkey, her pert sparrow's looks contrasting with its sleepy expression as she urged it along Rose Alley. To the right lay Mr. Cobb's yard, full of broken coaches, with the beaming Mr. Cobb leaning against a wheel, about to sip his mug of Organ-Grinder's Oil, and his men hard at work behind him.

"Wiss whom have you studied drawing before?" Dr. Furrneaux asked sharply.


"With no one, sir. Dr. Field told me one or two things—that's all..."


Dr. Furrneaux continued to study the picture and now rapped out a series of fierce questions—why had Simon placed this object there, that figure here, why had he drawn the man's leg like this, the steps thus, the donkey like that?

"I don't know, sir," Simon kept saying in bewilderment. "It seemed as if it ought to go that way."

He was beginning to be afraid that Dr. Furrneaux must be angry when the little man amazed him by suddenly giving him a tremendous hug. Bristly whiskers nearly smothered him and the smell of garlic was overpowering.

"You are a good, good boy!" the doctor declared. "I am going to make a painter of you, but only if you work wiss every particle of yourself!"

"Yes, sir," Simon said faintly. All at once he felt excessively tired and hungry, his head ached, his arms and legs were stiff, he seemed to have been drawing in the stuffy room for half his lifetime.

"You will go now, you will come back tomorrow morning. Wiss you you will bring charcoal, brushes, oil paints—here, I give you ziss list—and palette. Zese sings you buy at one shop and at one shop only, zat is Bonnetiers in the King's Road."

"Yes, sir. How—how much will they cost?" Simon asked, doing feverish sums in his head, wondering how soon Mr. Cobb would pay him for his work, how much he would get, how late the paint shop stayed open.


Dr. Furrneaux looked at him sharply and said, "For ziss time, you pay nossing. Here, I give you ziss note to Madame Bonnetier—"


"Oh, thank you, thank you, sir! And my fees? How much—"

"Never mind zat for ze moment. We shall see, later. Now, go, go! Do you sink ze pr-r-rincipal of ze academie has nossing to do but talk to you all day?" Dr. Furrneaux plainly hated to be thanked. "Ah, bah, it is nossing, I too was once a poor ragged boy, II Take ze little one, too."

He grabbed the kitten, which was on his desk again, and held it out. As he did so his eye fell on Justin's drawings. He checked a moment, his mouth opened, then shut. He stared at Simon as if about to ask something, then evidently changed his mind, sighed, and gestured him to go.

"He knew," Simon said to himself. "He knew I'd been helping Justin. I wonder if he was angry?"
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