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The Pauper
Meets a Prince

Sometime between the years 1525 and 1550, two
boys were born in the very old city of London. One
boy was born to a family of paupers by the name of
Canty. The other was born to a very rich family by
the name of Tudor. The Tudors, as well as all of
England, had long awaited the birth of this child.
He was Edward Tudor, prince of Wales, and his
birth was the cause of much joy. As he lay wrapped
in his silks and satins, all of England cheered and
celebrated his birth. Meanwhile, Tom Canty lay
wrapped in poor rags. No one cheered his birth,
for even his own family had not wanted him.

As the boys grew, so did London. Its narrow
streets became crowded and dirty. None was more
so than the street where Tom lived, Offal Court.
This miserable place was just off Pudding Lane
near London Bridge. There Tom’s family had one
room in a crumbling old building. Tom shared the
room with his parents, grandmother, and twin
sisters. The whole family was dirty and clothed in
rags. John Canty, Tom'’s father, was a beggar as well
as a thief. He and his mother, Tom’s grandmother,
were mean and often drunk. They beat the children



if they did not beg enough money. Often, with so
little money, there was barely enough food to eat.
Most of the time, Tom went to bed hungry.

However, Tom had a good friend in his building—
an old priest by the name of Father Andrew. Father
Andrew taught Tom some Latin and how to read and
write. Most days, Tom would beg only enough to
save himself from a beating. Then he would spend
hours listening to Father Andrew’s tales of fairies
and castles and princes and kings. His head grew full
of these wonderful things. Many a night, upon his
dirty straw bed, Tom would picture himself as a
royal prince in a grand palace. Soon Tom’s only
dream was to see a real prince. These fantasies
helped him to forget the pain of his daily hunger.

Tom spent hours reading Father Andrew’s old
books. Eventually he began to act more like the
princes he read and dreamed about. He wanted to
be clean and better dressed. His speech and
manners became finer. Everyone looked up to him.
Even to adults he seemed so deep and wise! Tom
was a hero to all who knew him except his own
family. In many ways Tom, without even knowing it,
was beginning to act like a real prince.

Every day Tom went forth to beg. Each evening he
came home to his poor dinner and his beatings. But
at night Tom escaped again into his dreams. His
desire to see a real prince was all he thought about.



One day Tom was setting forth on his daily
begging trip. While deep in thought about his night'’s
dreams, he passed outside the walls of London. He
came upon the pretty grounds and grand palaces of
rich nobles. Then he ended up at Charing Village,
where he rested a spell. From there Tom strolled
down a quiet, lovely road, which led him to
Westminster—the mighty palace. Upon reaching the
palace, Tom’s racing heart filled with hope. Was he
about to see a prince at last?

On each side of the palace gates was a guard.
Tom’s eyes opened wide. The sight he saw through
the bars of the gate made him want to shout for joy.
There was a boy, about his own age, dressed in silks
and satins. On his head was a cap with fine feathers
and jewels. Oh, a prince! This was a real, living
prince! Tom’s wish had at last come true. Before he
knew what he was doing, Tom passed by the guards.
He put his face against the gate to get a better look.
Suddenly, he felt himself being pulled back roughly.

“Mind your manners, you young beggar!” said the
guard. Then he threw Tom into a crowd of country
folk and Londoners. The crowd laughed at Tom. But
the young prince rushed to the gate.

The prince cried out, “How dare you treat the
poor lad so! Open the gates and let him in!”

With that, the crowd cheered and shouted, “Long
live the prince of Wales!”



The prince took Tom’s hand. “You look tired and
hungry,” he said. “Come with me.”

The prince led Tom into his rooms in the palace.
He ordered a meal to be brought, then sent the
servants away. Tom had never even dreamed of
such a fine meal. The prince sat near Tom and
questioned him as he ate.

“What is your name, lad?”

“Tom Canty, if it pleases you, sir.”

“Where do you live?” ,

“In London. Offal Court, off Pudding Lane.”

“Offal Court! Truly, it’s a strange name. Do you
have parents?”

“I have parents, sir, and a grandmother whom I do
not love. And also twin sisters, Nan and Bet.”

“Your grandmother is not kind to you?”

“Neither to me nor to any other, sir. She has a
wicked heart.”

“Does she mistreat you?”

“There are times when she doesn’t. These are
when she is overcome with sleep or drink. But she
makes up for these times by beating me.” D

An angry look came into the prince’s eyes. He
cried out, “What! Beatings! Mark my words. Before
the night is out, she will be put in the tower. The
king, my father—"

“Please, sir,” said Tom. “You forget that the tower
is only for the highborn.”



“True, indeed. I will think of how to punish her.
What of your father?”

“He is no more kind than she, sir,” Tom answered.

“Perhaps all fathers are alike. My father doesn’t
beat me. However, he does speak harshly to me at
times. How is your mother?”

“She is good, sir. And Nan and Bet are kind, too.”

“How old are your sisters?”

“Both 15, sir.”

The prince was surprised to learn that Tom's
sisters had only one dress each and no servants.
“Your sisters will soon have all the clothes they
need,” said Edward. “And servants too. My treasurer
will see to it. No, do not thank me; it’s nothing.”

“My sister Lady Elizabeth is 14,” continued the
prince. “And my cousin, Lady Jane Grey, is my age.
They are nice and cheerful. However, my sister Lady
Mary is a gloomy one.”

Edward went on, “You speak well. Are you learned?”

“I do not know if I am or not, sir. The good Father
Andrew taught me from his books.”

“Do you know Latin?”

“Only a little, sir.”

“Learn it, lad,” the prince said. “It’s only hard at
first. But tell me of Offal Court. Do you have a
pleasant life there?”

Tom told the prince about playing in the mud and
swimming in the canals. He told how he and his



friends had fake battles and Punch and Judy shows.

The prince cried, “Say no more! It sounds great! |
wish that I could strip to my feet and play in the
mud just once. | would give up the crown!”

Tom said, “And if I could, just once, dress as you
are dressed, sweet sir—"

“O ho, you would like it? Then it shall be.”

A few minutes later, the two boys stood in front of
a mirror. The prince was dressed in Tom’s rags, and
Tom was dressed in the prince’s fine clothes. They
stared at each other. They stared into the mirror.
Then they stared at each other again. They couldn’t
believe what they saw.

“What do you make of this?” the prince asked.

“Oh, kind sir, please don’t make me answer. It is
not right for me to speak of such things.”

“Then I will say it. You have the same hair, voice,
face, and manner as I. If we were to go forth naked,
no one could say which was you and which the
prince of Wales. Now that I'm wearing your clothes, |
should be able to feel as you did when the guard set
upon you. Say! Is that a bruise on your hand?”

The prince’s eyes flashed with anger. Suddenly, he
grabbed and put away an object of national
importance. Then he told Tom to stay put. He flew
out the door and ran to the gates.

“Open! Unbar the gates!” .

The soldier who had harmed Tom was glad to



' obey. As the prince burst through the gate, the
- soldier grabbed him. He gave the prince a blow that
sent him spinning.

“Take that for the punishment you caused me
! from His Highness the prince!” the soldier shouted.

“l am the prince of Wales. You shall hang for
laying your hand on me!” declared the prince.

The soldier laughed, “I salute Your Highness.”
Then, angrily, he said, “Be off, you crazy trash!”

The crowd outside the gates closed in around the
young prince. They pushed him far down the road,
teasing him. “Make way for His Royal Highness!
Make way for the prince of Wales!” they all roared.



Tom and Edward
Trade Lives

The crowd hounded Edward as long as he kept
talking like a prince. When at last he was so tired
that he couldn’t speak, the crowd left him alone and
went about its daily business. The prince looked
around him. He knew that he was in London, but
that was all he knew. Soon he came upon a brook
and stopped to wash his bleeding feet and to rest.
Then he pushed on. He came to a large open space
surrounded by a few houses and a huge church..

The prince took heart at once. He felt his troubles
were over. He said to himself, “It is the old Grey
Friars’ Church that the king, my father, took from the
monks. It was renamed Christ’s Church and given as
a home for poor children. They will be happy to
serve the son of the one who was so kind to them.”

Soon Edward was in the middle of a crowd of
playing boys. The boys had noticed Edward and
closed in around him.

“Good lads, tell your master that Edward, prince
of Wales, wants to speak to him,” said Edward.

The boys laughed. One rude fellow asked, “Are
you the prince’s messenger, beggar?”

The prince’s face grew red with anger. He



