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Thomas Dickson, a follower of Douglas, dressed up in the smock-frock of 

the carter, but having his coat of mail underneath, took charge of the waggon. 

Douglas and his men agreed to lie in wait in the woods that were near to the 

castle gates. Cracking his whip, Dickson led the cart across the drawbridge, 

and beneath the portcullis, and left it standing there in such a position that the 

iron grating could not be let down. Then drawing his dirk, he stabbed the 

porter by the gate, and sounded his horn. Immediately Douglas and his 

armed men rushed in, and before the bewildered garrison could take to their 

weapons, they were all put to the sword. 

Edward now ordered the Earl of Surrey to go into Scotland to Pate an end 

to the insurrection, Being old and infirm, he sent forward his nephew, Henry 

Percy, with a large army of 40,000 infantry, and 3,000 cavalry, who advanced 

into Annandale. 

The English made an offer of entering upon a treat? of peace, and now 

occurred that terrible tragedy which was called “Burning of the Barns of 

Ayr.” . | 7 
A number .of the leading Scottish Chieftains, who were on the side of 

Wallace, were invited by the English to attend a grand council, which was to be 

held at Ayr. The only place suitable for that meeting was a very large 

wooden building or barn, which had been erected as a barracks for the English 

troops. 

The barn was filled with English soldiers, who kept well out of sight. 

The hour fixed for the council arrived, and as each Chieftain rode up to the 

door, he was met by some of the English officers, and was ushered with great 

state and respect into the building. 

Almost directly he set foot therein his arms were pinioned to his side, and | 

a gag was put in his mouth, and he was hurried along to the centre of the barn, 

where a rope was thrown round his neck. Then, in grim silence, the rope was 

silently and rapidly pulled over a great beam, which stretched across the barn from 

side to side, and there the unhappy man was left dangling in the last agonies of 

death. 

One by one the unsuspecting Chieftains came in, and one by one they were 

led forward to their terrible doom, until a long row of some of the most famous 

and daring of the Scottish Chiefs was hanging from that awful beam. 

This council was ever afterwards called “The Black Parliament of Ayr.” 

Wallace, for some reason or other, turned back before he reached the barn, 

or he would have shared the fate of his friends.


