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army ; he is a very good banker, but a very poor soldier, only it would not do to 

tell him so. 

He'is reading, as you see, an important despatch. It has just been brought 

to him from the King. Peeping over his shoulder (I don’t hold with esas 

as a rule, but this is an exception) we see the following words : 

“T look to you to crush these rebels; they are costing me a large sum of 

money; and, as my Treasurer, you must put an end to that. Scatter them, and 

bring home to me the head of the arch-traitor Wallace, and you may rest 

assured of my favour. 
EDWARDUS REX.” 

‘ 

“That will I do,” says Cressingham ; and while he is speaking, we hear a 

horseman ride up to the entrance, and with a clatter of armour, in strides Sir 

Robert Lundin, and says: 

“T have been to inspect the bridge across the river; it is so narrow that it 

will take our troops all day to pass over it; and if we do that, Wallace, who is in 

hiding on the hills beyond (for I have seen the glitter of steel among the trees) 

will attack us in detail, and defeat us before we can bring up all our forces. 

Give me 500 horsemen, and I will take them round by a ford known to myself, 

not far from here, where forty men can cross at once, and we will attack 

Wallace and his men in the rear, while the main body of our army crosses the 

bridge, and se them in front.” 

“ Oh, no,” answers Cressingham, “ that will never do, it will only delay us, 

and cost the King still more money, and he is angry now at our expenditure.” 

In vain Lundin remonstrates, Cressingham is firm ; and leaving them to 

their hot and hasty words, we will come out of the tent, as ‘the sun is now setting. 

. We will gather round this camp fire on Abbey Craig, and wrapping ourselves up 

in our cloaks and shawls, prepare to spend the night. 

Now we are all going off to sleep, lulled thereto by the freshness and 

crispness of the surrounding Scotch mist. . 

Now it is the early morning. What is all that stir? 

Why, the Welsh soldiers are crossing the bridge, and the battle seems as if it 

were going to begin. 

‘No, there is some mistake, for horsemen ride up quickly and shout out, 

“Come back, come back !” 

And although some 7,000 men, Welsh and English, have crossed the bridge 

they have to rush back again.


