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Simplified Reading
1. 'The Prince and the Poor Boy!

by Mark Twain?
Retold by Viola Huggins

Chapter One

Henry the Eighth3 was King of England
from 1509 to 1547. This story is about life in
London towards the end of this time. Per-
haps it happened. Perhaps it is not true.
But here is the story. N

One day in London a poor family had
baby — Tom Canty.* His father and mother
did not want him. On the same day, a rich
family in london also had a baby. They
wanted him. And all England wanted him,
too. This second baby boy was Edward Tu-
dor® He was the son of King Henry the
Eighth. He was the Prince. Edward Tudor
wore beautiful clothes. But Tom Canty’s
clothes were always poor and old. He wore
rags.

Years passed. The boys were now ten
years old. Tom Canty lived in a poor part
of London, near London Bridge. A lot of
people lived in his street. Tom lived in Offal
Street. The wood houses were very tall there,
They were full of peaple, all poor. The street
was full of poor families like the Cantys.b

John Canty, Tom’s father, was a thief.
He wanted Tom to be a thief toco. But Tom
would not take money from people. He asked
them for money in the streets.”

Tom’s father drank too much. He some-
times hurt Tom, hit him and banged him hard
on the head. But his mother was very kind.
Tom also had two sisters, Bet and Nan. All
the children slept on the floor at night.

Father Andrew, a friend, taught Tom to
read and write. And he told Tom old stories
about kings and princes. Tom’s head became
full of these things. He read stories about
kings and princes in books. At night he slept
and dreamed he lived in a palace, a king’s
house. He thought he wore beautiful clothes.
Sometimes he thought he was a prince, a
king’s son. He began to speak like one.®

His young friends liked to hear Tom. He
was the king, and his friends were the great
men of England. But after these games, Tom
went out to ask people for money in the
streets. Once or twice, Tom’s friends laugheéd
at his games.

Chapter Two

One day Tom went out early. His head
was still full of kings and princes. He walked
through the streets of London to Charing
Village. Then he came to Westminster.? And
there stood the great palace, the palace of
King Henry the Eighth of England.

Tom went up.to the gates of the palace.
People went in through the gates, but at each
side a soldier stood. Each soldier held a
bright sword. The people of London stood
outside the gates and looked.

Poor little Tom Canty came nearer. He
looked through the gates of gold. And sud-
denly his heart jumped. He saw the young
Prince!

Prince Edward was very like Tom, and
the same age. But he wore beautiful clothes.
Peor Tom wore rags. Some men in rich clothes
stood near the Prince. Tom’s eyes grew big.
He moved nearer. His face touched the gate.

Then one of the soldiers saw him and
called:

“Go away, boy!” He hit Tom, and the
people near the gates laughed.

But the young Prince ran to the gates.
His eyes were on fire,1® and he cried:

“Open the gates! Let him in!”

The soldiers opened the gates.. And so
the little boy from the poorest part of London
passed in to meet the prince of riches.!!

Prince Edward said:

—_1 —




“You are tired. You must have food.”
He took Tom to a big room in the palace. He
told his men to bring in a rich meal for Tom.

Prince Edward sat alone with Tom. He
asked him questions while he ate.

“What is your name?”

“Tom Canty, please, sir.”

“What a strange name! And where do
you live?”

“In the city, sir. In Offal Street.”

“Have you a father and mother?”

“Yes, sir. And two sisters, Nan and Bet.
My father often hits me. But my mother and
my sisters are very kind.”

“You speak well,” said the Prince.

“Yes, my friend Father Andrew taught
me from his books.” ‘

“Tell me about Offal Street. Do you have
a happy life there?”

“Oh yes, sir. But not when I haven't
any food.!? At other times I like London life.
We boys in Offal Street fight with bits of
wood.”

The Prince’s eyes were bright.

“I'd like that,” he said. “Tell me more.”

“We run. And we swim in the river. We
play in the water there. We enjoy that.”

“T would like to play there, just once!
I would give all my lands to do that!”’13

“And if I could dress just once in your
rich clothes, sir....”

“Oh, would you like to do that? You
shall! Take off your old rags and put on my
clothes. It is a small happiness for you!”

A few minutes later, Prince Edward
stood in Tom’s rags, and Tom wore his kingly
clothes. The two boys went and stood in front
of a looking-glass.

A strange thing! When Tom put on the
Prince’s clothes he was like the Prince. And
when the Prince put on Tom’s rags, he was
like Tom. The Prince said:

‘“You have the same hair, the same eyes,
and the same voice as I have. You are like
me. And now I am like you. I can feel as
you did when my soldier hit you. My soldier
hurt your hand. Let me see it.”

“It’s nothing, sir. The poor soldier
was....”

“Stop. If my father, King Henry, hears
about that - Stay here a minute.”

The Prince quickly took up something
from the table. He put it away — What was

it? It was like a very big plate. The King
used it at the end of letters, beside his name.
It was the Great Seal of England.% Then the
Prince opened the door, and ran out. His face
was hot and his eyes on fire. He looked for
his father, the' King. But he could not find

him,

He ran out to the gates and cried:

“Open the gates!”

The soldier who hurt Tom was there. He
opened the - gates, and the Prince went
through. Then the soldier hit him very hard.
He fell down in the road.

The soldier said:

“You son of a thief! I've seen you before!
Don’t come back!”

. The London people near the gates laugh-
ed. The Prince got up and cried loudly:
“I am the Prince. You will die for this!”
But the people closed round the Prince
and moved him away from the Palace. They
went down the road, laughing and crying:

“Make way for the Prince!”15

And so the true Prince left his palace as
a poor boy, Tom Canty. He didn’t wear his
beautiful clothes. He wore rags.

Chapter Three

The Prince walked through the streets of
London. He wore no shoes and there was
blood on his feet. He told people he was the
Prince, but they laughed at him. It got dark,
and he was very tired. He was in a poor part
of London.

Suddenly Tom Canty’s father saw him.
“Come here! Have you brought some money
home?” cried John Canty.

“No. I am the Prince,” answered the
Prince. ‘“Take me to my father, the King.”

“My son must be mad,” thought John
Canty. “He’s ill, and cannot think right.” He
took the Prince home with him to Offal
Street.

While all this happened, Tom Canty was
alone in the King’s palace at Westminster.
First he walked about in the Prince’s clothes,
and held up the beautiful sword in front of
him.

But the Prince did not come back. Tom
began to be afraid. He opened the door. Six
men sat near the door. They wore rich clothes.
They got up from their chairs, ready to help
him.

—_2 —




Tom shut the door fast. He was afraid.
“They will kill me for this,” he thought.

Then the door opened, and a small boy
said:

“Lady Jane Grey.”

A little girl in rich clothes came in.

“What is wrong?’ she asked. “They say
you are not well.”

“l am only poor Tom Canty. Let me see
the King! And let me go away unhurt!” cried
Tom. And he fell to the ground before her 1

The little girl ran away, afraid. She told
the people outside that the Prince was ill
He was mad, he was wrong in the head.!?

Tom heard the sound of voices by the
door. Then a deep voice called:

“No more of this. We must not say that
the Prince is mad. In the name of the King!”18

Tom waited for some time, afraid. Then
he opened the door and waiked out of the
room. Great men walked on each side of him.
And he came to the King’s room.

King Henry the Eighth sat down with
one foot on a chair. The famous King was
now old and ill. His hair was grey. But great
men fell to the ground in front of him. He
spoke to Tom.

“My Prince,” he said, “are you playing
a game with me?’19

Tom fell to the ground and said: “You
are the King! Now I shall die!”

The King did not understand him.

“Come to your father, child,” he said.
“You are ill. Don’t you know your father,
child? Don’t break my old heart.”20

Tom answered:

“I'm the poorest of your péople. But I'm
young, I don’t want to die.”

“Die! Don’t talk like that, my Prince.
You shall not die.”

“I want to go home, sir. Please let me
go"’ 21

The King was quiet. Then he said:

“Perhaps there is hope. Perhaps he’s
only mad in some things. His head may be
all right in others. We will see.” .

Then he asked Tom a question in French,
but Tom could not answer this. The King fell
back on his seat afraid.22 The Prince knew
French very well.

Then the King turned towards his cour-
tiers and cried:

“My son is mad but he will soon be well.
He has worked too hard with his books. This
must stop. He is my son, and the future King.
If any person speaks of his illness he will
die.”

The old King had no other son. He was
afraid about the future of England when he
died.®

Chapter Four

They took Tom to a great room and
asked him to sit down. All the other people
stood. Two great men spoke to him. One
was Lord? Hertford. The other was Lord St.
John. Hertford said quietly:

“Tell the people they may go.”

Tom moved his hand, and all left. Then
Lord St. John said:

“The King wants you to hide your illness.
You are the true prince, and must say that.”

Tom answered:

“The King has asked this. And I will do
it.”

Lord Hertford said:

“You are not well. You have forgotten
the great dinner tonight in the City of Lon-
don.”

“I am sorry. I have forgotten it,” said
Tom.

The two great men talked together. Lord
Hertford said:

“The King is near his end.? The Prince is
mad. I hope we can save England.”

Lord St. John said:

“But is he the true Prince? I think he is
very strange. He does not remember his
French.”

“Quiet, my Lord,” answered Lord Hert-
ford. “Have you forgotten? When the King
dies he wants this boy to be King. For this
wrong talk you could die.”

St. John’s face became white, and he
said:

“I was wrong. Don’t speak of this.”

Lord Hertford said:

“This boy is my sister’s son. I know his
face and his voice. This is the true Prince.”

Lord St. John left, and Lord Hertford was
alone. He thought about the Prince. He
walked up and down the room.? And he said:

“How can another boy be in his place?
Another boy would hide the truth. This boy
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must be the true Prince, but has become
mad.”

In the afternoon Tom dressed again in rich
clothes. Then they took him to a big room.
There was a great table with rich food on it.
Before Tom ate the food, someone else tasted
it.2? Poor Tom ate with his fingers, but they
said nothing. When he iried to take some-
thing, a courtier tock it up and brought it to
him. He could do nothing for himself. At
the end of the meal, a courtier came and
brought him some water to wash his fingers.
He drank the water. But they did not laugh.

Then Tom asked to go o his room, and
he was alone again, He found some books.
One was about the life of the English kings
in their palaces.

Chapter Five

King Henry woke from a short sleep. He
said to Lord Hertford:

“My end is now near. I feel that my ill-
ness is worse. I must write a letter. Bring
me the Great Seal.”

Lord Hertford said:

“Sir, we remember that you gave the seal
to the Prince two days ago.”

“True, most true,” cried the King. “Get
it. Time flies.”?

But Tom, of course, could not give them
the seal. They told the King this. He looked
very sad, and said: )

“My son is not well.” He closed his eyes.
After a time he opened them again. He
looked round, and saw the Lord Chancellor.

“What, you are still here!” he cried. “Are
you mad? The Great Seal has flown away.
Bring me the small seal.”

Lights shone over the River Thames that
night.? There were many boats on the river,
with bright lights. The boats were full of
people. They all looked towards the Palace
of Westminster,

Forty or fifty boats came to the steps by

the river. They were full of soldiers who
wore rich clothes. Music came from the boats.
Suddenly, there was a cry:

“Make way for the Lord Edward, Prince
of Wales!”® The big guns on the palace walls

sounded. And Tom Canty stood up before

the people.
He wore clothes of white and gold, with
many bright stones3! Oh, Tom Canty, the

poor boy from the worst part of London! It
was a strange happening.

Chapter Six

Now let us go back to the true Prince.
John Canty held him and took him home.
As they went he hurt the Prince. A man tried
to stop John Canty and help the boy. John
Canty hit the man’s head with a big piece
of wood. The man fell to the ground. But
the people passed on,

In John Canty’s home there was a small
light. The Prince could see Tom Canty’s two
young sisters, and their mother, by the wall.
There was also an old woman with long grey
hair and a bad look.3

John Canty said to this woman:

“Listen to this boy!” Then he asked the
Prince: '

“What is your name? Who are you?”

The Prince stood and looked at him. “I'm
Edward, Prince of Wales.”

The old woman stood still. John Canty
laughed. But the girls and their mother ran
towards the Prince and cried:

“QOh, poor Tom, poor boy!”

The mother said:

“Oh, my poor boy. You have read too
many books. They have made you mad. Poor
boy! You have broken my heart.”

The Prince looked into her face3 and said
quietly:

“Your son is well. Let me go to the Palace
where he is. Then he will come back to you.”

Mrs Canty cried:

“Am I not your mother?”’

" The Prince answered:

“I have never seen your face before.”

One of the girls, Nan, said:

“Let him go to bed, father, please.”

“Tomorrow,” said Bet, “he will be all
right again, Tomorrow he will bring home
some money.” .

John Canty turned to the Prince and
said:

“Tomorrow we must pay two pennies to
the man who has this house. Show me today’s
money.”

The Prince answered: “I tell you again,
I’m the King’s son.”

Then John Canty began to bang and hit
4 —




the Prince. The mother and sisters tried to
save him.

John Canty put out the light’* and the
family tried to go to sleep. The young girls
went to the Prince and put a coat over him.
The mother brought the Prince some old bits
of bread. But his body hurt and he could
not eat. The mother was very sad. She did
not know what to believe. Was he her son?
He was very like him. But he was also dif-
ferent. .

The Prince could not sleep because his
body hurt. But later he slept deeply. He
awoke suddenly. He heard loud voices in
the dark. The next minute someone banged
on the door. John Canty cried:

“Who is there? What do you want?”’

A voice answered:

“I am Father Andrew. The man who
tried to stop you yesterday is nearly dead.
You hit him too hard. You must fly.”

Canty got up and called his family. Five
minutes later the Cantys were in the street.
They ran to save their lives. John Canty held
the Prince hard and said he must keep quiet.
They walked fast along dark streets near
their home. The Prince’s heart was high.
Now he would escape!

Then a big boatman saw Canty. Canty
tried to pass him. But the big man cried:

“It's a holiday. Come and drink!”

“Let me pass,” said Canty.

“You must first drink to the. Prince of
Wales,” said the boatman. He stood in John
Canty’s way, and Canty could not pass him.

Other people came near and cried:

“Yes, make him drink from the great
ccup. Or we’ll give him to the fishes.”

They brought a big drinking cup. The
boatman gave it to Canty. Canty took it with
one hand. But he used the other hand to
take off the top of the cup. This left the
Prince free® He ran away at once.

Chapter Seven

In the Guildhall that night the people of
London waited for the Prince. Tom came by
boat on the River Thames, with Princess
Elizabeth and Lady Jane Grey. In a great
room in the Guildhall? they had a rich din-
ner. The men of the city came to meet them.
They wore rich gold and red dress, and
carried the cify sword in front of them.

While Tom sat in his high seat in the
Guildhall, the real little Prince of Wales was
in the street. He stood by the gates of the
Guildhall. And he told the people who he
was. They laughed, but he said again: “I
tell you I am the Prince of Wales.”

Suddenly a tall man came up to the
Prince.

“T will help you, boy,” he said. “Perhaps
you are a prince, perhaps not. But I'm your

friend.”” The tall man’s name was Miles
Hendon. He wore rich but old clothes.

The people laughed again. Then they
cried:

“Take the boy from him. Put the boy in
the water.” One man took hold of the Prince’s
arm. Miles Hendon hit the man with his
sword, and he fell to the ground. “Kill both
the man and the boy!” cried the people.

Suddenly music sounded, and a voice
cried loudly:

“Make way for the King’s men!”

The people ran off as the horses came.
And Miles Hendon took hold of the Prince
and carried him away from the dangerous
place.

In the Guildhall, suddenly music sounded.
All voices were quiet. The King’s man cried
in a loud voice:

“The King is dead!”

The people in the Guildhall were quiet.
Then they fell to the ground in front of Tom.
They cried:

“Long life to the King,
Sixth!”

Tom felt sad. How could he escape now?

“Long life to the King!” cried the people
in the Guildhall.

Edward the

Chapter Eight

Miles Hendon and the little Prince — no,
King — went through the streets of London
towards the river. And the people said:

. “King Henry is dead. Edward the Sixth
is King!”
The little King was first sad, and then
began to hope.

They walked to London Bridge, with all
the houses and shops on it. Miles Hendon
stayed in one of the small houses on the
bridge. As they came near it a loud voice
cried: :
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“Ah, I have found you, boy. Come here!
I'll bang and hit you and teach you a lesson.”
And John Canty tried to take the boy. But
Miles Hendon stopped him. Canty said:

“He’s my son.”

“I'm not,” cried the little King hotly.

“Do you want to stay with me?’ asked
Miles.

“I do. I will die before I go with him,”3

“He shall come with me, his father,”
cried Canty.

“If you touch him I will kill you!” said
Hendon. He put his hand on his sword, Canty
moved back and went away.

Hendon and the little King went up
many stairs to his small room at the top of
the house. Before they climbed up Hendon
asked for a meal.

It was a*poor room, with an old bed and
a table and chairs in it. There were two
small lights. The little King was very tired.
He climbed on to the bed and slept. Miles
Hendon looked at him and smiled.

“I have saved him. He is mad, and he
has no friends. I will be his friend. He
spoke to the people like a soldier. I will kill
anyone who hurts him. His madness will
go as time passes.”3

Hendon thought the boy was cold. He
took off his coat and put it over him. A
man came in with a hot meal and put it on
the table. The noise awoke the boy, and he
jumped up. He saw the coat, and said quietly:

“You are good to me.
and put it on.”

The little King sat at the table. Miles
took the other chair, but before he could sit
down the boy said:

“Stop! You cannot sit with a King!”

The boy is still mad, thought Miles. But
he stood behind the King and gave him the
food. Then, as he stood, he ate his meal.

The King said:
“Tell me about your life.
a great one?”

“We are not great, sir. My father is Sir
Richard Hendon of Hendon Hall in Kent, He
is rich and kind. My mother died when 1
was a boy. I have two brothers. My younger
brother, Hugh, didn’t like me. Bad things
happened. They sent me away from my home
and I became a soldier. I was a prisoner, and
I was shut up in a prison in another country
for seven years. Now I have escaped and

Take your coat

Is your family

I am on my way home.
The King said:
“Your brother has done wrong to you.®

You saved my life. What do you want? It

shall be yours.”

Miles thought a minute. His legs were
tired. He did not want to stand all the time
with the ‘king’. So he fell to the ground
before the little King and said:

“I want to ask that I can always sit when
I am with the King.”

The little King touched Miles with his
sword.

“From now on you shall not stand when
you are with the King! Sir Miles Hendon!”

Miles Hendon thought: “Now I am a lord

of dreams. But I can sit down and eat my
food.”

That is my story.”

Chapter Nine

Hendon and the little King began to feel
very tired and sleepy. The King said:

“Take off my rags.” He meant his old
clothes. .

Hendon did this, and the boy climbed on
to the bed. He said to Hendon:

“You will sleep across the door, on the
ground.”

Hendon thought:

“He plays the part of a king too well!”4
But he slept on the ground.

In the morning while the boy still slept
Miles went out. He bought some clothes for
the boy. They were cheap but clean and
warm. He sat and looked at the clothes.

“I have paid for the room and the food.
And I have money for two small horses. We
will ride to my home, Hendon Hall. And the
boy will get better.”

Then he called the boy. But there was
no answer. He put back the bed clothes. The
boy was not there. At that minute, the man
came in with their food.

“Tell me,” cried Miles, “where is the
boy?”

The man answered:

“A young man came here and said yocu
wanted the boy. He said the boy must come
to you at the end of the bridge. I took the
young man up to this room, The boy went
out with him?”

“Was the young man alone?”’
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“Yes.”

*“Was he? Think hard!”

“He was alone when he came. But now
I remember! I saw an older man. - He follow-
ed them towards Southwark. He was a big
znan.” ’

Miles Hendon ran out of the room.. He
was soon in the street.

“I've lost you, my poor little mad boy.
But Tl look  for you.” And T'll find you
again!”

Chapter Ten

Tom Canty awoke from a deep sléep at
the palace. He thought he was at home again
with his sisters. He thought he had money
for his mother. But then he knew he was
still in the palace. His courtiers were there
to dress him.42 :

This took a very long time because all the
courtiers must help. Then he was ready to
have his meal. He walked to the dining
room. The courtiers fell t¢ the ground as he
passed.

Then he went to the King’s room to do
the. business ‘of the country.3 There were a
lot of papers. Lord Hertford stood near him
to help him. Most of it was about money.
King Henry spent more money than he had.
The work was very slow, There were more
papers. Once he fell asleep.

There was one bright time in the.day.
He met a boy of twelve called Humphrey
Marlow. He had the job of ‘hitting boy’.4 They
hit him when the King did his lessons badly.
Humphrey told Tom a lot of things about the
palace. He told Tom that soon he must eat
dinners in front of the people.

But Tom felt he was in prison. The

business of the country and the court took
most of the day.

One morning he heard a great noise by
the palace gates. He said:

“Find out what's happening.”

The palace soldiers went out. They came
back to the King and told him' about it. “The
people of London are following a man, a

woman and a young girl. These threg have
done wrong and must die.”

Tom was sorry when he heard this.
said:

“Bring them here.”

He

They brought in the three prisoners. Tom
thought:

“I have seen this man before. He saved
a-man’s life last winter.” He asked:

“What has this man done?”

“He killed a man. He gave the man bad
food, Then the man died. Something in the
food killed him.” * ' v

“Then he must die,” said Tom sadly. The
prisoner cried: :

“Oh my lord the King, they will kill me
in hot 0il.¥% Please let me die another way.”

The King said loudly:

“There will be no more Kkillings with hot
oil in this country.”

“There shall be no
Hertford.

Tom asked:

“Did anyone see this man give the bad
food?”

' “No, my lord. But the man died after he
ate it.”

Tom said: _

“Let the prisoner go free. The King has
spoken.”

. The courtiers said quietly:

“This is not a mad King.” :

Then Tom spoke.to the woman and the
little girl.

“What have they done?” he asked.

: “They went into an old church at night.
They spoke to the Devil,* the Bad One. With
the Devil's help they made a great storm.
Many houses fell to the ground because of
the storm.” . ’

- “How did they make this storm?”’

“They took off thé&ir shoes, sir. At
midnight, in the church. And they talked to
the Devil.”

Tom turned to the woman.

“Make a- storm for me noW,”‘ he said.
“Then you and your child will go free.”

“Oh, my lord the King, I cannot make a
storm.”

‘“She has made no storm. She has d¢ne
no wrong. Let them go free,” said the King.

After this Tom was less afraid. He felt
better. And the big dinner with all the peo-
ple went well. Many eyes followed the food
to his mouth. But he ate a very good din-
ner.

more,” said Lord
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Chapter Eleven

Miles Hendon went out of London to-
wards his home in Kent, Hendon Hall, He
thought the boy would escape and try to
find him there.

But the little King did not escape He
went with the young man over the bridge,
and a long way out of London. The little
King went with him into a wood.#” They
came to an old farmhouse, and went in. A
big man followed them. It was John Canty.

“Where's Miles Hendon?" asked the little
King.
John Canty laughed loudly.

“Who are you?’ asked the King. John
Canty wore different clothes, and had some-
thing over one eye.

Canty answered:

“I’'m your father, boy. TI've killed a man,
and I must hide now. I have changed my
name. It’s John Hobbs. Yours is Jack. You're
Jack Hobbs. Remember it. Now, where are
your mother and sisters?”

The King answered:

“My mother is dead.” My sisters are in
the palace.”

The young man laughed. The King tried
to hit him. But Canty — or Hobbs, as he
now was — stopped them.

“He’s mad, Hugo. Leave him alone.”®

Then Hobbs and Hugo talked together
quietly. The King went to the end of the
room. He was tired and sad. He thought of
his dead father, King Henry the Eighth.
Henry was always kind to his son. ‘The boy
fell asleep, thinking about his father.

A loud noise awoke him. He sat up and
looked. A bright fire burnt at the other end
of the room. In the red light he could see
many strange people. There were men,
women and children. They wore old clothes
and dirty rags. They ate and drank and talked
and laughed.

John Hobbs was with them. He knew
them all. Most of them were thieves. They
move from place to place and took other
people’s things. One of them lost an ear
because he asked for money in the street. One
was a farmer who lost his farm.

They lived sad lives. Some were afraid
they would die. The little King listened #o
their stories and their talk. He came towards
the fire and cried:

“You shall not die! The King will save
you!”

They all turned and saw the boy.

“Who is it? What is it?” they said.

“I am Edward, King of England,” he an-
swered.

They all laughed loudly.

John Hobbs stopped them.

“He’s my son. He’s mad. He thinks he
is the King.”

“I am the King!” cried the boy. “You
say you killed a man. You shall die for
that!”

A tall man, their leader, stopped the boy.

“You must not speak badly to your
friends, boy. Be King, if you want to. But
not King of England.¥ All of us here love
the King!”

“Long life - to King Edward of England,”
they all cried.

“I thank you, my good people,” said the
King. )

They laughed again. Then they said:

“Take him and dress him like a king.”

They put the boy on a box. Then they
put a plate on his head and put a piece of
wood in his hand. They fell to the ground
and cried:

“Be kind to us, O King!”’

“Do not kill us!”

“Warm us with your light, O sunt”

“Do not kick us to the ground, O King!”

The little King was very sad. He only
wanted to help them, but they used him
badly.®

Chapter Twelve

The next day was wet and cold. The
thieves and their friends began their long
walk to the east of London. As they passed
some little houses, they took clothes from the
gardens. They went into one farmhouse and
ate all the food. They laughed at the farm-
er’s wife and daughters.

. Afﬁer a long walk they came to a large
village. They wanted to take money from
the people there.

The King walked with Hugo, the young
man. Hugo said:

“It's a poor place, There’s no money in

~8—




H SR T 2Tt ST ARV ST Gl R LR L S T el SO L

the houses. So we must ask for money in the

streets.”

“I won’t,” said the King.

“You’ ve done it all your life, your father
says.”

“It’s not true.”

“Well, I believe your father. Here’s a
man with a kind face. You must help me.
I shall fall down ill.
my brother.”

Hugo began to make a loud noise.
he fell to the ground.

“Oh, poor young man!” cried the strang-
er. “Let me help you up.”

“Thank you, kind sir, My brother will
tell you that I'm often ill like this. Please
give me a penny and I'll buy a little food.”

“You shall have three,” said the stranger.
“Come here, boy, and help carry your brother
to that house.”

“I'm not his brother,” said the King.

“Not his brother? If he’s not your brother,
who is he?”

“A thiel. He has got your money and
taken more, too. Hit him before he runs
away.”

But Hugo was up and off like the wind 5
The stranger followed him. “Stop thief!”
he cried.

The King was free He ran away very
fast, and was soon a long way from the
village. Night came on, cold and cloudy.
When he stopped he got very cold. So he
went on.

Then he saw a light.
building in a farm. Two farm workers took
the light through the door into the building.
The King followed quietly. They talked and
worked. Then' they went away, with the
light. ’

But the King found a warm place and
began to fall asleep.

Suddenly, something touched him. He
listened, afraid. But nothing moved. There

Then

was no sound. Then again he felt a touch.

He moved his hand towards the sound. He
felt a warm, hairy body. It was a young
COW.

The King was not afraid any more. He
had a friend, a young animal. He was happy
again. The night wind grew stronger. But
the King and the young cow were warm in-
side the building.

You must say you are

It was by a small

Chapter Thirteen

Early in the morning the King awoke.
He heard the sound of children’s voices. The
door of the building opened. Two little girls
came in. They stopped and looked at him.
Then they talked together in quiet voices.
They care nearer, and again stopped to look.

“He hasn’t got a bad face.”

“He’s got pretty hair.”

“But his clothes are rags.”

“Yes, and he wants food.”

They came nearer. Then they stood in
front of the King. They held hands and look- -
ed at him with big eyes.

Then one said:

“Who are you, boy?” _

“I am the King,” he answered.

The children jumped. Their eyes got
bigger. Then one asked:

“What King?”

“The King of England.” .

The two little girls believed him. They

- took him to the farmhouse to eat.

The King thought:

“When I'm in my palace I'll remember
little children. They have beheved me when
older people haven’t.”’52

The children’s mother was sorry for the
boy. Her husband was dead and she was
poor, but she gave him food. She thought
he was mad. She asked him many questions.
He knew a lot about food, so she thought he
was a young cook.

After the meal he washed the plates. He
didn’t do it very well.

‘Then suddenly through the door he saw
John Canty —or John Hobbs, as his new
name was — with Hugo. They were coming
to the gate of the farm.

The King ran out of the back door, and
down the road at the back of the farm.

Chapter Fourteen

The King ran towards a wood. It began
to get dark. He could hear strange sounds.
But he went on into the wood. And then he
came to a very small building. - He went up
to it and lookéd through the window.

He saw a small room. - An old man sat
on a box and read a book. He had white hair

—9 —




and was tall and thin. There were a few
things in the room —a cup, a plate, an old
bed.

The boy banged on the dcor, and a deep
voice said:

“Come in,
hind.”53

The King went in.

“Who are you?’ asked the old man.

“I am the King."®

“Come in, come in. Sit down.” The old
man put some wood on the fire, and walked
round the room.

“You are a king and you have left your
country. You can stay here. No man shall
find you here.”

The King tried to speak but the old man
did not listen.

“He’s mad,” thought the boy.

But the old man gave him food, and
showed him a bed in the other little room.

The boy was tired and wanted to sleep.
But the old man suddenly said:

“What king are you?”’

“King of England,” the boy answered
sleepily.

“Of England? Then King Henry the
Eighth is dead?”

“Yes, I am his son.”

The face of the old man changed. His eyes
became cold. He said: “I lost my home, be-
cause of King Henry.” !

" But the boy now slept. The old man went
out. He found a large old knife and went
back to the King’s room. He held the knife
over the boy. Then he let the knife drop.54

“Perhaps a man will hear,” he thought.

'He got some pieces of rag. He put them
round the King’s hands and feet. The boy
still slept. The old man put some rags round
the boy’s mouth.. Then the King opened his
eyes, and saw the knife! But he could not
speak.

And he could not move.

It was nearly daylight. The old man held
the knife very near the boy. Suddenly there
were voices. The knife dropped from  his
hand. He jumped up.

Suddenly the door opened.

In front of them stood John Canty — or
John Hobbs — and Hugo. They soon cut off
the rags round the King — and hit the old
man on the head. The King was free. But

But leave wrong-doing be-

each took one of his arms, They ran out into
the wood with him.

Chaptér Fifteen

‘The young King was with the thieves
again. Most of them liked him, but not Hu-
go.

The leader of the thieves now told the
King he must become a thief. He must take
money from people and from their houses.

But Hugo hoped someone would see the
King and take him to prison. So he took the
King to a village, and they waited. A woman
came along. ‘She carried something with
brown paper round it — a big parcel.

“We’ll take that parcel,” said Hugo.
“Stay - here. T'll come back.” Then Hugo
walked behind the woman very quietly. And
he took the parcel from her and ran away. In
a minute he was back with the King.

He put the parcel in the King’s hands and
ran off. The woman turned round and cried:

. “Stop thief!”

_ The King dropped the parcel But the
woman took hold of his arm. He could not
get away. Hugo ran fast out of the village.

“Let me go, woman.55 I didn’t take your
parcel,” cried the King.

A lot of people now stood round them.
One big man tried to hit the King. Suddenly
a long-sword shone in the sun. Miles Hen-
don cried loudly:

“Good people, don’t let’s go too fast. The
police must know of this.”

The woman let the King go free. The
people didn’t like it, .but they were quiet.
Miles was tall and strong and had a sword.
The King jumped to Miles’s side and said:

“Sir Miles, you have taken a long time to
find me. But now, cut- these people to
pieces!”

A policeman arrived. Miles held the
King and said to the policeman:

"~ “He will go quletly~ Lead on, and we
will follow.”

The policeman went first. Then the
woman followed with her parcel. Next came
Miles, with his hand on the King’s arm: A
lot of people followed. They' came to the
building where the court was. People who
did wrong came to the court and a judge said
what must happen about it.5
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The woman told the judge that the King
was the thief. She took the paper: off the
parcel. Inside was a fat little pig. Miles
Hendon's face became white.

The judge said to the woman:

“What is the price of this pig?”

“Thirty-eight answered
woman,

The judge told the policeman to empty
the room.”” All the people must go. Then
he said to the woman:

“This boy wants food. He hasn’t a bad
face. Do you know this? If a thief takes a
thing which costs thirty pence, he must die.”

The King’s eyes opened wide. The woman
cried: . .
“Oh, what have I done? I don’t want the
boy to die! Save him from this, sir.”

The judge said:

“You can say the pig cost less than thirty
pence.”

The woman said:

“Oh, yes. The pig cost only eight pence!”

She went away with her pig. The judge
began to write down what happened.

Miles saw the policeman follow the
woman out, So he followed the policeman,
and heard what he said to the woman.

“It's a fat pig. I'll buy it from .you.
Here's the eight pence.”

“Eight pence!” cried the woman. ‘“You
won’t have it for eight pence.®® It cost thirty-
eight pence.” ‘

~All right, come back into the court. Tell
judge you paid thirty-eight pence. And the
boy will die.”

“No, no. I'm happy. Give me the eight
pence, and say nothing about it.”

The woman went off sadly, without her
pig, and with only eight pence for it. Miles
went back into the court room. The judge
finished his writing.

Then he told the King he must go to pri-
son. The King opened his mouth to speak,
but Miles Hendon stopped him. They both
went out with the policeman. As they walked
towards the prison, the King said to Miles:

“Madman, do you think I'll go into a
prison alive?”

“Be quiet,” answered Miles. “I'll help
you."”

It was now nearly dark, People walked
home fast. Soon there weren't many people.

‘pence,” the

In a wide street, now empty, Miles said to
the policeman:

“Let this boy escape.”

“How can you ask me to do that?’ cried
the policeman. “I cannot do it.”

Miles said quietly into his ear:

“Think about that pig. You took it for
only eight pence. Perhaps you’ll die for that!”
He then said the policeman’s words.

“Now, is that right? I'll tell the judge

“I have a wife and children. What do
you want?”’ asked the policeman.

“Let the boy escape.”

“You know I cannot do this.”

“Well, the judge will hear about the pig,
and you will die.”. :

The poor policéman thought of his wife
and children, and said:

“All right. I'll turn my back, and see
nothing.” -

“Right,” said Miles, “and you’ll give the
pig back to the woman?”’

“Yes, yes, I will,” said the policeman.
sadly.

He turned his back. Miles Hendon and
the King ran away into the dark night.

Chapter Sixteen

The King and Miles Hendon rode on
horseback towards Miles’s home, Hendon
Hall,

They didn’t ride fast. They stopped in a
village for the night. Next day.they went on
slowly. They talked about what happened.
As Miles got nearer to his home he became
very happy. He spoke of his old father, and
his brother Arthur, and the beautiful Edith.
He wanted very much to see her again. He
said his younger brother, Hugh, was a bad
brother. But he wanted to see them all again.

Miles cried:

“Look, there’s the village, Hendon Hall
is close to it. It’s that big house in the trees.
We'll soon be there. My family will be happy
when we arrive!”

They went down the hill and through the
village. Then they passed through some big
gates and saw the house. '

Miles Hendon jumped to the ground, and
helped the King down from his horse. Then
he took the King’s hand and led him in.
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They came into a big room. A young
man sat at a table in front of a warm fire.

“Hugh!” cried Miles. “I know you will
be happy. I'm home! And call our father,
let me see him!”

Hugh looked at Miles for a long time.
Then he said:

“Stranger, who am [?”

“I think you're Hugh Hendon.”

‘“And who are you?”’

“Think! Dont you know I'm your
brother, Miles Hendon?”

“l know you aren’t my brother,” said
Hugh. “I had a letter.”

“What letter?”’

“One that came from over the sea, six or
seven years ago. It said my brother died in
a war.” - :

“It wasn’t true.
know me.”

“One cannot call the dead.”?

“Dead!” Miles’s voice was very quiet.
“My father dead! This is sad, sad. Half my
happiness has gone now. Let me see my
brother Arthur. He’ll know me.”

“He’s dead too.”

“The good have gone, and we are here.
Don’t say that Edith is dead, I cannot . . ..”

“No, she lives.”

“She’ll know me. Let me see her.”

Hugh Hendon left the room. Miles walk-
ed up and down. He forgot the little King.
But the King saw his sadness and said:

“No one believes me. You're not alone.”

The door opened. Hugh Hendon came in
with a beautiful woman. She wore rich
clothes. But her face was sad. She looked
at the ground. '

Miles ran towards her, and said:

“Oh, Edith, my dear. ...”

‘Hugh said to Edith:

“Look at him. Do you know him?”

She was very white. She said:

“No, I don’t know him.” .

She turned and left the room. Miles
dropped into a chair.

Then Hugh brought in some servants,
men who worked in the house. They all said
they didn’t know him.

“These people don’t know you, And you
have seen that my wife didn't know
you. . . .”

Call my father. Hell

“Your wife!” cried Miles. He jumped at
Hugh, and tried to hit him% “I loved Edith!
You wrote a letter about my death. Then you
took my place at Hendon Hall and married
Edith.” .

Hugh answered: “T’ll send for the police.
They will take you to prison. Don’t try to
escape.”

“Escape! This is my home. TI'll stay
here.” Hugh and his servants left the room.

Chapter Seventeen

The King and Miles waited in the big
room at Hendon Hall. The King was very
quiet. Then he said:

“It’s strange. My people do not try to
find me.” )

“True, my King. I forgot that”
said Miles Hendon. He thought sadly, ‘‘He
is still mad, poor boy.”

The King said:

“P'll write a paper in English and French.
And you will take it to London in the morn-
ing. Give it to Lord Hertford. Then he’ll
send for me.”81 '

And the King sat down and wrote his
letter in English and French. It began, “I
am Edward the Sixth, King of England.”
Then he gave the paper to Miles. :

Miles put the paper in his pocket and
forgot about it. He thought the boy was
mad.

“Edith does know me,” he thought.
“But she said she did not. Perhaps Hugh has
told her to say that. It’s very strange. She
loved me years ago. . . .”

The door opened and Edith came in. She
was very white, and her face was sad.

“Sir,” she said; “I have come to tell you
this. It’s very dangerous for you hére. My
husband is rich. He’s the leader in this part
of the country. All the people are afraid of
him, He will say you aren’t his brother.
They will believe it. Go away. Take this
money to help you. Go while you can.”62

Miles did not take the money. He said:

"“Look at me. Am I not Miles Hendon?”

“Ne. I know you aren’t. Go while you
can.”

Suddenly the door opened. Some police-
men ran in. They took hold of Miles Hen-
don, and led him to prison. They took the
King, too.
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