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tainly have shut him up in prison if he had caught
him.

I must tell you that the English Generals had pro-
mised a great deal of money to anybody who would
catch Charles and bring him to them; and they
threatened to hang anybody who helped the poor
young prince in any way; but there were some brave
men and women too, who had pity on him, as you
shall hear.

After the battle of Worcester, the first place he
got to was a farm called Boscobel, where some poor
wood-cutters, of the name of Penderell, took care of
him, and gave him some of their own clothes to
wear, that the soldiers might not find out that he
was the prince. One evening he was obliged to
climb up into an oak tree, and sit all night among
the branches; it was well for him that the leaves
were thick, for he heard some soldiers who were
looking for him say, as they passed under the tree,
that they were sure he was somewhere there-
abouts.

At that time his poor feet were so hurt with
going without shoes, that he was obliged to get on
horseback to move to another place, where the good
wood-cutters still went with him. This time he
was hidden by a lady, who called him her servant,
and made him ride with her, in woman's dress, to
Bristol, where she was in hopes that she should find
a ship to take him to France. But there was no
ship ready to sail. Then he went to a Colonel
Windham's house, where the colonel, his mother, his
wife, and four servants, all knew him; but not one
told he was there. At last he got a vessel to take
him at Shoreham, in Sussex, after he had been in
more danger several times than I can tell you. He got


