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the other side of the river has to look on powerless, while their fellow-soldiers 
are cut to pieces. 

But now Sir Marmaduke Twenge, the leader of the English cavalry, who 
has been in hot pursuit of the 180 Scottish horsemen, who fell back before a more 
powerful force, comes riding along. He sees the battle-field strewn with the dead 
bodies of the English foot soldiers ; he sees the bridge guarded by a dense mass 
of Scottish spearmen, who stand as staunch and as firm as a stone wall, and for 
a moment he pauses. 

One of his troopers rides up to him, and says that he had much better try 
and swim the stream, as the passage of the bridge is hopeless. 

“Swim the stream!” says Sir Marmaduke. “God forbid that it should ever 
be said of me that I tried to drown myself so long as I had a foot of dry ground 
to fight on! Follow me, and we will gain the bridge!” 

So saying, he puts spurs to his horse. There he is; he rides just as if he were 
riding in a steeple-chase, full tilt at the masses of the enemy, followed by his 
companions. 

Now they seem all swallowed up by the dense masses that crowd around 
them. See! he has actually hewn his way through, and he is even now on the 
bridge; and together with a few—but alas! only a few—of his followers, for most 
have fallen in the fierce fight, he dashes on, and amidst the cheers of the English 
who have been watching this gallant exploit, he gallops into the English camp, 
and presents himself to the Earl of Surrey. He then, after a moment's rest, 
gallops on without drawing rein to Berwick, to warn the garrison there of the. . 
fall of their comrades. 

The Scottish barons, who have been holding aloof waiting to see what would 
happen, now that Wallace has gained the victory, are coming out, as you see, 
from the surrounding woods, and are busily occupied in plundering the hapless 
English, and killing those who are flying from the field. 

We must not look upon these horrors, so we will go back to the Grange. 
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Here we are once more settled down comfortably in our chairs. 
We left the English in full flight; they retreated to Stirling, leaving the 

Scots in full possession of the battle-field. 
While they were ranging over the field, they came upon Cressingham, whom 

they recognised by the splendour of his armour. They captured him, and then, 
without delay, they put him to death. He was no sooner dead, so intense was their


