PLEASANT EBOURS.

n

The Rad Breast o the Irish Robin.

Of all the merry little birds that llve up
in the tree,

And carol from the sycamore and

chestnut,
The prottiest little gentieman that dear-
est i3 to me,
1s tho one In coat of brown and scarlet
walstcont.
It's cockit little Robin!
And his head he kecops a-bobdin’,
o n“h:h' other preity fowls I'd chooso
m;
For he slngs 80 sweetly stlll
‘Through his tiny slender bill,
With a littlo patch of red upon hia bosom.

Whon the frost is in the afr, and tho
snow upon the ground,
To other little birdies so bewllderin’,
Plcking up the crumbs ncar the window
he ir found,
S8inging Christmas storles to the chil-
dren;
Of how two tender babes
Wore left In woodiand glades,
By a cruel man who took ‘em there to
lose ‘em;
But Bobby saw the crimo
(He was watching all the time !)
And he blushed a perfect crimson on his
bosom,

\When the changing leaves of autumn
around us thickly fall,
And overything seems sorrowful and
saddening,
Robin %nly he heard on the corner of a
w
Slug’lng what {8 golacing and gladden-
ng.
And sure, from what I've heard,
He's God's own little bird,
And sings to those in griet just to amuse
'em;
But once he sat forlorn
On a cruel Crown of Thorn,
And the blood it stained his pretty little
bosom.

HOW PHILIP SAVED THE KING.

AN Hisrorican Roxaxce.
BY ROBERTA B. NELSON.

The battle of Worcester had been
fought and lost; the king was fleeing for
his life. 'Worcester, the “ Xaithful City,”
as Charles the First had called 1t on
account of its loyalty, was now in the
hands of Cromvwe!l. Hig soldiers were
killing and plundering in every strest.
The quaint old houses, built of oak and
painted black and white fn the style of
the period, were ruthlessly pillaged and
teft desolate. In the grand old cathedral
which was the pride of the city, Crom-
well's “ Ironsides” stabled thelr horses.
Nothing was safe from those men of
godly names.

There I8 o record to show that Praise-
God Barebones, who became famous later,
was at the battle of Worcester, but
Heavenly-Justice Johnson was there, and
The-Lord-is-Righteous Dighton and Holy-
Salvation Ormond, and they sang hymns
while they laid waste the loyal old city.

Cromwell, the Lord General, with his

stout, ungainly figure, his coarse features-

and large red nose, did not make a very
dignified commander, but his military
genius was undeniable. Charles the
Second was now galloping through Salnt
Martin's Gate on his way to Barboune
Bridge, where he awaited the coming of
the few cavaliers who wer .ble to escape
from the city. <{harles hi 3, at first, re-
fused to leave his faithful frlends, but
they preévalled upon him to 2scape while
they held the enemy at bay, promising to
joln him at Barboune Bridge.

He was soon jJoined by several small
parties of his fugitive followers, the
Royalists or Cavallers. A consultation
was held to decide upon the safest place
for the king. He wished to go to Lon-
don, but his friends perstaded him not to
do so, as his pursuers would surely find
him there; some of them advised Scot-
1and, but the king had had enough ot
Scotland and refused to return there,

At last, all agrced that in France lay
the greatest safety, and that he must get
to Bristol and sail for toat couutry; but
he must hide Yor a time, for the enemy
would be searching for him as soon as
taey discovered that he had escaped from
Worcester. It was decided that all
should. proceed at once to the house of a
gentleman known to be true to the king;
this house was in charge of a forester
of undoubted loyalty. Most of the old
house® throughout the country had well-
contrived hiding-places where, in troub-
lous times, many 2 fugitive found refuge.
The king was to depend upon these hid-
.ng-places for safety until he could get
to Bristol and sall for France. &0
Charles and his friends, about fifty or
sixty in number, rode rapidly away in
the twilight. In the meartime Crom-
well, supposing that ths “young man,”

] as he called Charles, was atill in the city

of Worceater, caused a thorough search
to be made for him. Bsfore morning,
howover, ho laarned that Charles Stua.t
and some of his followers had fled; thero-
upon, four regiments were ordered to
follow the Cavallors; the companies of
militis, stationed at th& vagious towns,
were commandod to arrest All fugitives,
and also to scarch all houses belonging
to Royaliats; a prociamation was issued
offering one thousand gounds to any one
who should discover Charles Stuart, and
the penalty of high treason was declared
against all who conccaled him.

On and on, all thraygh tha long night,
rode the king and his nobles, avolding
the towns lest news of tho battle had
preccded them, choosing dark forest
paths, riding hard, riding for dear life.
Day was breaking when they reached
their destipation, the old house in tho
forest. ‘The king rode up to the door
und called aloud, ‘*What ho!" The
door was soon opened by the forester's
wife, who welcomed the king ahd
cavallers gladly. Tho forester had not
yet returned from Worcester, but his
wife did all in her power for the comfort
of the weary fugitives. While they
were enjoying & hearty meal In the great
hall, a door to an {nner room opened
and a queer little figure entered, dresséd
as a court fool, in motley, with a fool's
cap and bells upon his head und a bauble
(a short stick with a grotesque head on
the end) in his hand., * Oddsfish ! cried
the king gally, “here I have a court
fool, although I have no court. Methinks
‘tis Archic .Armstrong, my grandsire's
fool, come to life.agaln.”

* I'faith, my llege,”-sald.the forester's
wife, “he I8 the grandson of Archie
Armstrong, who was jester at the court
ot King James. He 18 my son, Phllip,
and is ambitious to be a court fool. His
coat and cap belong¢d to Archle Arm-
strong, and the banble came from Muckle
John, the fool of your father, King
Charles the First.”

“Como hither, fool,” sald the king,
and, noting the lad's shrewd face and
bright eyes, added, kirdly, * for this one
dey, at least, you shall be the king's fool,
and {f ever the king comes to his own,
you shall come to court and be Sir
Bauble." .

Filled with delight, Philip, with song
and jest, sought to amuse the king and
noblemen. All day they rested, and, at
nightfall, the nobles prepared to leave.
They had declded that the king would
ba safer it left entirely without escort,
as he could then malke use of the varirus
hiding-places in the neighbouring country
houses. Before leavipg, they disguised
the king as & woodman, dressing him in
clothing of the forester's-—cap and suit
of courge green cloth and leather and
heavy Rob-nailed shoes. They also cut
off his halr, which he wore long, in the
fashion cf the day.

It was hard for the cavallers to leave
their king alone among strangers, but
they knew he would be safer without
them, 80, with many a sad farewell, they
rode away in the darkness, taking the
king's horse with them lest its presence
might betray the king, Before they had
gone many miles, however, they met a
detachment of Cromwell's troops sent in
search of the king, and a flerce fight en-
sited, but the cavaliers, being few in
number, were overpowered and killed or
taken prisoners; Ten troopers were
then sent to continue the search for the
king, while the rest returned with thelr
prisoners.

In the meantime, King Chariles, whose
gay spirits were never long depresaed,
even In adversity, listened to Philip, who,
in cap and bells, did his best to entertain
him. Suddenly, thea boy's quick ears
caught the sound ot galloping horses,
and, darting out of the house, he 1lis-
tened intently: yes, there were horses
coming and they were very mear. He
rushed back into the house, crying, ** The
Roundbeads ! The Roundheads !”

The king aprang Lo his feet, and then,
remembering that he was unarmed and
playing the part of a woolman, atood as
it paralyzed. But Phillp kept his wits
about him, * This way,” he crled, anc
fairly dragging the king into the adjoin-
ing room, he opened a trapdoor in the
floor and helped hig to descend; * this
hole opens into & tiumncl,” he explained
rapidly, *“crawl through that to the
stable; close by the door yon will find
my horse, Bet: take her and ride to the
Grange, there are fine hiding-places
thera.”

*“But I know not the way.”

** Bet does; Just let her gn but do not
leave the tunnel, my leg until the
troopers have put their horses in the
stable and are in the house, then take
Bet and ride, ride hard; it's ten miles to
the Grange, but I will keep the rebels
here untll you have time fo get there.”

Then Phillp Tastily shut down the
trap-door, while the king murmured, “ 8o

my lfe is left to the care of & boy and a
horse !

RNunning into the great hall, Phllip
gavo hasty counsel to his mother, * Get
réady a great suppser, mother, one that
will keep the troopers long engaged, and
bear in mind that I am not your son, but
tho king's fool.”

The forester's wife hastened to the
kitchen, and Philip had just time to filng
himself down on tho steps which led
into the tnner room, when the ten Round.
heads came storming lato the hall. Taey
at once caught alght of Phillp., ¥
faith, we have fuund the young man, for
here {8 his fool !’ cried Lauter, the ivades.
**And hnw is thy master, Bouble 2

‘*He reste well,” responded tho fool,
affecting to yawn.

Tho troopers laughed loudly. * Falth,
he'll not rest long.” ano sald, sneeringly,
** sleeps ho in yonder room, fool 7"

‘“Think you I would bde sitting on
these hard steps from cholce, gossip
sald Philip, stretchlpg kimseif as though
cramped from long sitting.

‘Tho man laughed and turaed to Lauter,
‘ 8hall we take him now ?*

* Ab, bide a bit  roke in Phillp, * the
good dame is p.., .ring & flno supper,
perchance you like that as well as I co.
What 1o " he cried, imitating the king's
manner. His mother appeared at the
summons. ‘* Haste with supper, good
damo,” said the boy, ‘“ these guests are
hungored, as they have riddec far, and,
perchance, have ridden fast.”

His mother disappeared, and the troop-
ers, laughing at the boy's allusion to
their pursuit of the king, fiung them-
sclves upon the benches and waited for
supper, thinking the king already in
thelr hands.

“How long hast becen here, fool 2"
questioned Luuter,

“As long &8s I've been anywhere,
gossip.”

“I'taith, you did not linger long on
your way from Worcester.”

Then the forester's wife brought in the
supper, and the soldiers fell upon 1t
with a rellsh, while Philip, amazed at
the rapldity with which they were de-
vouring {t, and wishing to gain all the
time possible for the king's escape, en-
tertained them with meany a tale and
song and jest, handed down from Archie
Armstrong, the Jjester of King James.
Soon after the arrival of the soldlers,
Philip had heard a disturbance among
the horses fn the atable and divined that
it was aroused by the king’s leading out
Bet.

One moment Philip’s heart beat high
with hope, and the next it was fllled
with diro misgivings. Would old Bet
go straight to the Grange? He hoped
the king would not seek to guide her, for
he knew not the road through the forest.
How long would the journey take ? The
king ought to be nearing the brook now:
could it be possibla that he had oot yet
reached the old fallen trec ? He knew
every step of the road; if only he could
have gone to show the way! But he
had to stay and play the part of a fool,
for thus could he best serve his king.
Never dld any fool of any of the old
courts sesk so desperately to amuse his
hearers as did this loyal boy who was
galning time for his king. He knew
| every moment was precious. He gave
not one thought to himself, though he
knew that his life would bo vf littie value
it the rebels found that he had ashisted
the king to escape.

When the supper had boen disputched,
the troopers prepared to secure thelr
royal prisoner and depart. Lauter or-
dered the men to bring the horses from
the stable, while he remeained in the hall
to keep watch uver the door lexding to
the inner room where he supposed the
king to be hiding. Aund still poor Philip
tried to gain time; he had won his way
into the good graces of the troopers, so
they did not object when he offered to go
with them to the stable; they dld not
mind if the focl did run away, just so
they secured the king.

Once out in the darkness., Philip ran
quickly around to the kitchen, * Quick,
mother, give me tho king's clothing,”
he whispered, and she drew from a chest
the =uit the king had so recently ex-
changed for that of the forester. There
were his bui coat, his sword-belt, his
riding-boots and his feathered hat. Ho
hed left his beavy armour behind when
fleeing from Worcester.

Philip thon sped to the stable: just
behind the stable therc was a deep pool,
and on {ts bank Philip scattered the
king’s clothing, placlog it as though It
had just been discarded there. By this
time the Roundheads were leading out
thelr horses; one of them spoke to Philip,
*“Doat know whers we can fiud water
for our horses, fool 7

* Mothinks there i 2 pool ner- by,
xossip,” answered the boy, and then
added, “is not that water gleaming just

thers 2

The men 1ed their horsaa to the poal.
and there on the ank found tke rich
appare} of the king. Qreat was thelr
consternation and rage, thinkipy the king.
finding dight impossidble, had drowned
himself In the pool.

And Palllp still playing his part. be-
gan to cry and bemoan the king—" My
poor master! My poor master!” and
then—*I am the king's fool, and the
king is gone !

‘The troopars bastened to the house to
tell the news to their leader, Lautler.
They examiped the inner room, and s
It had no dopr save the one into the great
hall, they copcluded that the king must
have escapsd through the window,
though, In very truth, It was much too
high and too small for that purposs.

The forester's wite fled trom the house
in terrgr while the angry Roundheads
wore raglng there, but they moon returnéd
to the pool, and sought to recover the
body ot the king, but the pool was deep,
and they finally abandonsd the attempt
and bogan to mount their horses. Phillp
was making such an outcry that Lauter
threatened to throw him into the pool to
keep his master company, but one of the
men, feeilng pity for the desolats 1ad,
sald, ' Perchance our Lord QGeneral.
Cromwell. will now establish a court,
and thou mgyst atil! ba a fool at court.”

“ Methinksg Old Noll hath fools anough.”
retorted tho boy, contemptuousiy. But,
fortunately, tho mep wero too much pe-
cupied to pgy heed to his moantng.

It was with thankful hoart that Pbilip
saw the Roundheads ride away, fully con-
vinced of tho king’s death, Old Bet had
faithfully borne tho king to the Grange,
and thers he tarrled a few days, but
Cromwell soon Jearned that ho stiii lived,
and sent various searching parties. Flow-
aver, Charles had many loyal subjects
and by ysing various dfaguises, and flce-
fng from qune hiding-place to another.
escaped his oncinics, and, as all the world
knows, finally landed safely in France.

JCK® ON THE DQG3.

* Slims has a bdbull-terrier, and Torton,
who lives next door, owns a big 8t Ber-
nard. Tha two dogs began an argu-
ment through the fence, and the lurger
one simplifed matters by crashing
through & board into S8lims' yard. The
whole neighbourhocod was soon engaged
iz an cffort to part them. Clubs were
freely used, water was dashed upon the
belligereonts, and the stern orders for
them to °‘break away®’ could be beard
blocks away. When Mrs. Slims ap-
peared on the scene she seemed to
grasp tho situation in one glance. She
flew into the house, dashked out again.
and [nside of & minuwc Z>4 the savage
fighters alinking away from each other"

* How did sho do it ?”

*“ Bottle of ammonia. Surest thing
on ezrth to break up a dog fight. Why,
those two beasts quit like pet sheop, and
the joke of it is that each dog thinks
the other administered the dose. They
never see each othor now that they do
not curl their noses as though snifing
ammonia, and trot briskly in opposlie
directions.”

Ba King to Irrational Creatures.
BY J. PABCOE.

God the Creator, great and wise,
Who formeq the carth and buiit the akios,
Beholds thq creatures he hath made,
Of every kind, of everv grade.
He sees the sparrows, hears thelr cry,
Nothing escapes his watchful oye;
All living things are by him fed,
Creatures we love, creatures we dread.
His opea hands supply the food,
Both for the wicked and the good.
All on th~ providence depend
Of him : Creator, Jord and Frlend.
Our every way to him Is known,
Who secs from his exalted throne
All things in earth and alr and sea;
Thlng;:hlch he formed and bade them

Man, blest with a superior miand,
Should show bty sp~ech and actions kind,
That to the brute creation ho

Wili ever kind and gentle be.

Ho will not turt, nor cause them pain,
By actions cruel, wanton, vain;

Ho will by 'no means condescend

To hurt the thing he should defend.

I hops our children witl be wise,

And never good advice despise;

To them I would in kindness say :

*“ Hurt no dumb animal, I pray,;

Hurt not the bird within {ts nest,
The littie bird whicit God hath blest,
The biré which warbles all day long,
And cheers the village with its song;
Be kind to little birds, I say,

And 4o not hart them in your play.”

(All children, with uniightened mind,

Will bs to alt God’s creatuires kind,
Kind to the borss, thz cow the gheep,
To things t).ut walk, to thiags that creep,
To things that swim, to things that fy,
Things in the earth, the sea, ths sky,



